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PROLOGUE. 


*T~H  IS   Play  took  birth  from  principles  of  truth, 

7<?  'Hake  awsnih  for  errors  pafl ,   of  youth* 
A  Rardy  that's  n<rw  no  mc,rc,   in  riper  Jays, 
Cofifcious  revieiv'tl  the  licence  of  bis  plays  : 
Ami  ihau'^b  dppfoi/ff  hit  -wanton  miijt  ha.i  fir'J, 
J-Iirnfelj  Condemn  d  ivbat  (enfual  vunrii  at1mir'il» 
At  length  be  0-7i*«V,  that  plays  Jhoull  let  you  fee 
Not  only,  ivbat  you  are,  but  ot-gbt  to  be  : 
'Though  vice  ivai  natural,   'twas  never  meanfj 
V 'be  Jiagt  Jboidd  Jheiu  //,   but  far  punijkment  ! 
Warm  ivitb  tbtit  thought y  bn  mufc  once  more  t»tkfl 
RtJol'v'Jto  bitHg  iiu'tiiiaus  I'/e  tofhtirne. 
.Su^h  -;xwj  the p 'tec  h'n  Liicfl ftn  d'figiCJ-) 
E  it  t  left  no  t  races  ff  his  plan  behind, 
Lux'j'iantfcwf)    unpntti'ti  or  balf  contrived • 
1'tty  tbiougb  the  maf*,  /MS  native  Ji^c  ft<rvi<v\l: 
J\tiugh  tit  rich  crt,    hi  minn  tl.t  treasure  li.y^ 
Yet  jl-ll ' twas  ricl't    an J forms  at  Inigtb  ti  f!ay., 
Inivbiek  tbt  bold  compiler  boafts  no  in  <  .-, 
But  that  h'n  pains  bav'J'av\lyou  fietict  offfirit, 
JVor  fanes,  tbat  -Mould  a  no:(}  ]oy  hut  art, 
Butfttcb  as  hi(/h  tbc  mini1,  and  -^-arm  the  heart. 
From  p>ajt:  cf  hatiiL  nu  jure  account  he  Jra~Wit 
But  fixt  attention  is  Jinccre  applanfe. 
It  tictt    (far  hard  v<n'll  c-t'.v;  the  tafk  )  bis  art 
Can  to  t/y  I'c  cmbryr-fccnei  ttf^v  lift  ir,:j)artt 

Living  prmiJi^  <\wld  r.\c!'tM'  bis  /ayst 
An,l  ic  ibt  buri::l  Bard  rejig*  tbc  praijc* 
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THE 

PROFOKED     HUSBAND. 


ACT   I.     SCENE   Lord  To-vnly'.t 

Lord  Towniy  foltti. 

WHY  did  I   marry? W  s  it  not  evident,    my 
plain,  rational  fchcme  of   life  was   impracticable, 

with  a  woman  of  fp  different   a   way  of  thinking? Is 

there  one  article  of  it,  that  ihc  ha>  not  broke  in  upon  ?  — . 

Yes- let  me  do  her  juftjce. her  reputation That 

• 1  have  no  reifon  to  believe  i-  in  queiHon — —  Rot  ihcu 

how  long  her  profligate  courfe  of  pleal'iires  may  make  '\i  =  r 
able  to  keep  it— is  afliocking  <]ueflion  !  and  her  prefump- 
tion  while  (lie  keeps  ir — infupporuble !  for  on  the  pride  of 
that  fingle  virtue,  flic  feems  to  lay  it  down,  as  a  funda 
mental  point,  that  the  free  indulgence  of  every  other  vice, 
this  fertile  town  affords,  is  the  birth-right  prerogative  of 

a  woman  of  quality Amazing  !  that  a  creature  fo  '.varra 

in    the   purfuit    of  her  pictures,    fhould  never  caft    orrp 

thought  towards  her  happinefs Thus,  while  Hie 

admits  no  lover,  flie  thinks  it  a  greater  merit  ftiil,  in  her 
chafHty,  not  to  care  for  her  hufband  ;  and  while  flie  hr.r. 
felf  is  folacing  in  one  continual  rrv.md  of '  cnrds  an'd  good 
company,  he,  poor  wretch  !  is  left  at  lar^c  to  take  cart 
of  his  own  contentment — 'Tis  time  indeed  fome  care  were 
•taken,  and  fpeedily  there  fliall  be— Vet  let  me  not  be  j-afh 
—Perhaps  this  difappointment  of  my  heart  may  mike  »me 
too  impatient;  and  fome  tempers,  \\hen  reproach'd,  ^rv 

more  untraftable Here  flie  comes Let  me  be  cliLn 

a  while. 

Enter  Lady  Townly. 
Going  out  fo  foon  after  dinner,  madam  ? 

La.To-wn.  Lard,  my  Lord!  what  can  I  potfibly  do  at 
home  ?  f 

L.   Town.    What  does  my  fifler,    Lady  Grace,    do  at 
home  ? 

La.  Tw».  Why,  that  is  to  me  amazing  !  Have  you  ever 
any  pleafurc  at  home  ? 

A  3  L'  T<nvn, 
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I.  Town.  It  might  be  in  your  power,  madam,  I  con- 
fefs,  to  make  it  a  little  more  comfortable  to  me. 

L.  7  own.  Comfortable!  and  fo,  my  good  lord,  you 
would  really  have  a  woman  of  my  rank  and  fpirit,  ftay  at 
home  to  comfort  her  huiband  !  Lord  !  what  notions  of  life 
ibme  men  have  ! 

L.Town.  Don't  you  think,  madam,  fome  ladies' notions 
are  full  as  extravagant  ? 

La.  Town.  Yes,  my  lord,  when  the  tame  doves  liv« 
coop'd  within  the  pen  of  your  precepts,  1  do  think  'em 
.prodigious  indeed  ! 

L.  Town.  And  when  they  fly  wild  about  this  town, 
.madam,  pray  what  mult  the  world  think  of  'em  (hen  ? 

La.  Town.  Oh!  this  world  is  not  fo  ill  bred,  as  to 
quarrel  with  any  woman  for  liking  it. 

L.  To-wn.  Nor  am  I,  madam,  a  hufband  fo  well  bred, 
ns  to  bear  my  wife's  being  fo  fond  of  it  j  in  fliort,  the  life 
you  lead,  madam———— 

La.  Town.   Is,  to  me,  the  pleafanteft  life  in  the  world. 

L.  Town.  I  fhould  not  ciifpute  your  tafte,  madam,  if  £ 
woman  had  a  right  to  pleafe  nobody  but  herfelf. 

La-  7 own.  Why,  whom  would  you  have  her  pleafe  ? 

L.  To-wn.  Sometimes  her  hufnand, 

La.  Tc-u'fl.  And  don't  you  think  a  hufoand  under  th« 
fame  obligation  ? 

L.  Toivn.  Certainly. 

La.  Toivn.  Why  then  we  are  agreed,  my  lord— -Fo» 
if  I  never  go  abroa"*,  'till  I  am  weary  of  being  at  hom« 

•—which  you  know  is  the  cafe ib  it   not  equally  rea- 

/enable,  not  to  come  home  till  one's  as  weary   of  being 
abroad  ? 

L,..  Toivn.  If  this  be  your  rule  of  life,  madam,  'tis  tim» 
to  afk  you  one  ferious  queition. 

La.  'Town.  Don't  let  it  be  long  a  coming  then for 

1  am  in  hafte. 

L.  Town.  Madam,  when  I  am  ferious,  I  expect  a  ferious 
-anfwer. 

IM.  Town.  Before  I  know -the  queftion  ? 

/>.  Town*    Pfhah have  I  power,    madam,  to  make 

}-ou  ftrious  by  inire^ty  ? 

La.  To-wn.  Yon  have. 

Z.  Town.  And  you  promife  to  anfwer  me-  iincerely  ? 

Ic,  Tewn,  Sircciely. 

L.  TeiVK» 
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Z.  Town.  Now  then  recoiled  your  thoughts,  and  tell 
me  ferioufly,  why  you  married  me  ? 

La.  Town.  You  iufift  upon  muh,  you  fay  ? 

L.  Town*  I  think  I  have  a  right  to  it. 

La.  Town.  Why  then,  my  lord,  to  give  you  at  once  a, 
proof  of  my  obedience  and  fincerity 1  think 1  mar 
ried to  take  off  that  reflraint  that  lay  upon  my  plsci- 

fures,  while  I  vvas  a  fing!e  woman. 

JL.  Town.  Ho'v,  madam,  is  any  woman  under  lefs  re.- 
ftraint  after  marriage,  than  before  it  ? 

La,  Town.  O  my  lord  !  my  lord !  they  are  quite  different 
creatures !  Wives  have  infinite  liberties  in  life,  that  would 
be  terrible  in  an  unmarried  woman  to  take, 

L.  Town.  Name  one. 

.   La.  Town.  Fifty,  if  you  plcafe To  begin  then,  in 

the  morning a  married  woman  may  have  men  at  hefc 

toilet,  invite  them  to  dinner,  appoint  them  a  party  in  a 
#age  box  at  the  play  ;  cngrofs  the  converfation  there,  call 
'tin  by  thu  ir  Chi  ilKan  names  ;  talk  louder  than  the  players  ; 

——from  thence  jaunt  into  the  city take   a  froiick- 

fome  fupper  at  an  India  houfe perhaps,  in  her  gaicte  de 

foeur,  tosit  a  pretty  fellow then  clater  again  to  this 

end  of  the  town,  break  with  the  morning  into  an  alT.mblv, 
crowd  to  the  hazard  'table,  thro  v  a  familiar  levantr  u;>~n 
fome  fliarr  lurching  rmn  of  quality,  and  it  he  demands  his 
money,  turn  it  off  vvi;h  a  loud  laugh,  and  cr)  —  you'll  owe 
it  him,  to  vex  him  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Tcwn.   Prodigious!  [.'/?./<*. 

La.  'Town.  Theie  now,  mv  lord,  ar?  fome  few  or  the 
many  modifh  amufements  thru  j'Utingaifli  the  privilege  of 
a  wife  from  that  .of  a  tingle  woman. 

L.  To-ivn.  Death  !  m;;dam,  what  law  has  made  thefe 
liberties  lefs  fcandalous  in  a  wife,  than  an  unmarried 
woman  ? 

La.  To-uon.  Why  the  ftrongeft  law  in  the  world,  cuftom 
— curtom  time  out  of  mind,  my  lord. 

L.  Town.  Cuftom,  madam,  is  the  law  of  fools  :  but  it 
fhall  never  govern  me. 

La.  Tcwn.,  Nay  then,  my  lordj  'tis  time  for  me  to 
obfcrve  the  laws  of  prudence. 

L.  Tmvn.  I  \vifh  I  could  fee  an  inftance  of  it. 

La.  Town.  You  fliall  have  one  this  monunt,  my  lord  : 
for  I  think,  when  a  man  begins  to  lofe  his  temper  at  home, 
A  4  if" 
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if  a  womaa  has  any  prudence,  why-  >  flic'll  go  abroad 
'till  he  comes  to  bimfelf  again.  [Going. 

L*  7*u'/7.  Hold,  madam— — —  I  am  amazed  you  are  not 
snore  uneafy  at  the  life  we  lead  !  You  don't  want  fenfe,  and 
jet  feem  void  of  all  humanity  :  for,  with  a  blufll  I  fay  it, 
I  think  I  have  not  wanted  love. 

La.Tow/.  Oh!  don't  fay  that,  my  lord,  ifyoafuppofe 
3  h  ^ve  my  fenfes  ! 

£.  To-wn.  What  is  it  I  have  done  to  you  ?  what  can  you 
complain  of? 

La.  To-wn.  Oh  !  nothing  in  the  leaft :  'tis  true,  you 
have  heard  me  fiy  I  have  owed  my  lord  Lurcher  an  hun 
dred  pounds  thefe  three  weeks — but  what  then a  huf- 

band  is  not  liable  to  his  wife's  debts  of  honour,  you  know 

and  if  a  filly  woman  «jll  be  uneafy  about  money  flic 

can't  be  fued  for,  what's  that  to  him  ?  as  long  as  he  loves 
her,  to  be  fure  (he  can  have  nothing  to  complain  of. 

L.  To-wn.  By  Heaven,  if  my  whole  fortune  thrown  into, 
your  lap,  could  make  you  delight  in  the  ch earful  dutvcs  of 
a  wife,  I  Ihould  think  inyfelf  a  gainer  by  the  purchafe. 

La.  'Town.  That  is,  my  lord,  1  might  receive  your  whole 
efta-e,  provided  you  were  fure  I  would  not  fpend  a  (hilling 
cf  it. 

L.  Town.  No,  madam  ;  were  I  matter  of  your  heart, 
your  pleasures  would  be  mine  ;  but,  different  as  they  are, 

I'M  feed  even  your  follies,  to  drferve  it Perhaps  you 

•nay  have  fame  other  trifling  debts  of  honour  abroad,  that 
feeep  you  out  of  bumoui  <u  home  — at  leaft  it  (hall  not  be 
my  fault,  if  I  have  not  more  of  your  company———* 
There,  there's  a  bill  c.f  five  hundred — and  now,  madam — 

La.  'Tt'-Lvn.  And  now,  my  lord,  down  to  the  ground  I 

tr,;mk  YOU Now  am  I  convinced,  were  I  weak  enough 

to  love  thi.-  m.in,  I  fliould  never  »et  a  fmgle  guinea  from 
him.  ;[.<M« 

X.  Town.  If  it  ie  no  offence,  mndam  — 

La.  fo-LW.  Say  wh  t  you  pleafe,  my  lord  ;  I  am  in  that 
harmory  of  fpirits,  it  is  impoilrblc  to  put  me  out  of  humour. 

L.  Torvn.  How  Ion;/,  in  reafoii  then,  do  you  think  that 
ftim  cvgl)'  to  la  ft  you  ? 

LA.  Town.  Oh!  my  dear,  dear  lord  !  now  you  have 
fpoil'u  all  again !  How  is  it  poffible  I  fliould  anfwer  for  an 
event  that  fo  utterly  depends  upon  fortune  ?  But  to  fhcw 
j'cu^  that  J  ajn  more  inclitied  -to  £et  money,  than  to  throw 
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it  away — I  have    a   ftrong  poflTcfllon,    that  with  this   fiv<? 
hundred,   I  fhall  win  five  thoufand. 

L.  Tovtv.  Madam,  if  you  were  to  win  ten  thoufand,  it 
.would  be  no  fatisfaftion  to  me. 

La.  Town.  O!  the  churl !  ten  thoufand  !   what!   not  io 

much  as  wifh  I  might  win  ten  thoufand! Ten  thoufand! 

O  !  the  charming  fum !   what  infinite  pretty  things  might 
n  woman  of  fpirit  do  with  ten  thnifand  guineas!   O'  m,y 

confcience,  it  file  were  a  woman  of  true  .fpirit- Cie 

•  the  might  lofe  'em  all  again! 

L.  Toivn.  And  I  had  rarVer  it  fhould  he  To,  madam  ; 
provided  I  could  b<  fure  that  were  the  lail  you  .would  lofe. 

La.  Tcm'n.  Well,  my  lord,  to  let  you  lee  1  defign  to 
play  all  the  good  houfewife  I  can  ;  I  am  now  going  to  a 
party  at  quadrille,  only  to  piddle  with  a  little  of  it,  atpooj 
two  guineas  a  filli,  with  the  duchefs  of  Q^jiterig  t. 

[Exit  Lady  Townly, 

L.  Town.  Infenfible  creature !  neither  reproaches  or 
indulgence,  kindnefs  or  fe verity,  can  wake  her  to  the  le.ift 
refleciiun  !  Continual  fictnce  has  lull'd  her  into  fuch  » 
lethargy  of  cai\,  t  hut  file  fpeaks  of  her  excefles  with  the 
fame  eafy  .confidence,  as  if  they  wore  ;{b  many  virtues. 
What  3  turn  has  hei  head  taken  !  —  Hut 'how  to  cure  it — I 
am  afraid  the  phyllc  muft  be  ftronsr  that  reaches  her— - 
Lenitives,  I  fee,  arc  to  no  purpofe — take  my  friend's  opi' 
nion — Manly  will  fpeak  freely — my  fifler  with  tendtrnefs 
to  both  fides.  They  know  my  cafe —I'll  talk  with  'em. 
F.ntcr  a  Se'i'ant. 

Ssr-v.  Mr.  Manly,  my  lordj  has  ietvt  to  know  if  yoyr 
lordflup  was  at  home. 

L.  Tc*vn.  They  did  not  deny  me.-? 

Seri'.  No,   my  lord. 

L.  Tctvn.  Verv  well ;  ftep  up  to  my  fifter,  and  fay,  .1 
^efirc  to  fpeak  v\ith  her. 

Sirv.  L.^dy  Grace  is  here,  my  lord.  [Jlxit  Strvatrt . 

Enter  Lady  Grace. 

L,  Toivn.  So,  lady  fri-r ;  what  pretty  weapon  have  you 
been  killing  your -time  with  ? 

La.  Grace.  A  huge  folio,  that  has  almofl  kill'd  me — "I 
think  I  have  half  read  my  eyes  out. 

L,  Town.  O !  you  flioiild  net  pore  ib  much  juft  after 
Dinner,  child. 

A  L& 
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La.  Grace.  That's  true  ;  but  any.  body's  thoughts  are 
ketier  than  always  one's  own,  you  know. 

£«  Ttnvn.  Who's  there  ?  » 

Enter  Servant. 

Leave  word  at  the  door,  I  am  at  home  to  nobody  but  Mr. . 
Manly.  [Exit  Sirvant. 

La.  Grace.  And  why  is  he  expected,  pray,  my  lord  ? 

L,  Town.  1  hope,  madam,  you  have  no  pbjection  to  his 
eo  npany ? 

La.  Grace.  Your  particular  orders,  upon  my  being  here, 
Io3i>s,  indeed,  as  if  you  thought  I  had  not. 

L.  Toivn.  And  your  ladyfliip's  inquiry  into  the  reafon 
of  thole  orders,  fhevv,  at  lean,  it  was  not  a  matter  indif 
ferent  to  you  ! 

La.  Grace.  Lord,  you  make  the  oddeft  conftruclions, 
brother ! 

L.  'fawn.  Look  you,  my  grave  Lady  Grace — in  one 
fcrious  word  — 1  wiili  you  had  him. 

La.  Gra::.  \  can't  help  that. 

L.  Toivn.  Hah'!  you  can't  help  it'!  ha!  ha!  The  flat 
limplicity  of  th*t  reply  was  admiral  le! 

La.  Grace.  Pooh  !  you  teaze  one,  brother  ! 

L.  Town.  Come,   I  beg  pardon,  child this  is  not  a 

point,  I  grant  you,  to  trifle  upon ;  therefore,  I  hope, 
you'll  give  me  leave  to  be  fe-ious. 

La.  Grace.  If  you  defire  5r,  brother;  though,  upon  my 
word,  as  to  Mr.  Manly's  having  any  ferious  thoughts  of 
me J  kno-.v  nothing  of  it. 

L.   fawu.    Wei! — •• there's  nothing  wrong  in   yrur 

making  a  doubt  of  it But  in  fhort,  I  find,  by  his  con- 

Vcrfatiovj  of  late,  he  has  been  looking  round  the  world  for 
a  wife  ;  and,  if  you  were  to  look  round  the  world  for  a 
huftand,  he's  the  fir  ft  man  I  would  »;ive  to  you. 

La  G>ace.  Then,  whenever  he  makes  me  any  offer, 
brc  ther,  I  will  certainly  tell  you  of  it. 

L.  Tovi'n.  O!  that's  the  laft  thing  he'll  do;  he'll  never 
make  you  an  offer,  'till  he's  pretty  fere  it  vson't  be  refufed. 

La.  Grace.  Now  you  make  me  cu:ious.  Pray  !  did  he 
ever  make  any  offer  of  that  kind  to  you  ? 

L.  ff'Tun.  Not  directly  :  but  that  imports  nothing  :  he 
is  a  man  too  well  acquainted  with  the  female  world',  to  be 
brought  into  a  high  opinion  of  any  one  woman,  without 
fome  well- examined  proof  of  her  merit  j  yet  L  have  reafon 

to 
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to  believe,  that  your  good  fenfe,  your  turn  of  mind,  and 
your  way  of  life,  have  brought  him  to  fc>  favourable  a  one 
of  you,  that  a  few  days  will  reduce  him  to  talk  plainly  to 
me ;  which  as  yet,  (notwithftanding  our  friendlhip)  J  have 
•  .neither  declined  nor  encouraged  him  to. 

La.  Grace.  I  am  mighty  glad  we  are  fo  near  in  our  way 
of  thinking:  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  he  is  much  upon 
the  fame  terms  with  me  :  you  know  he  has  a  fatyrical 
turn;  but  never  lifhes  any  folly,  without  giving  due  en 
comiums  to  its  oppoftte  virtue  :  and  upon  fuch  occaiioiis, 
he  is  fometimes  particular,  in  turning  his  compliments 
Upon  me,  which  I  don't  receive  with  any  referve,  left  he 
fliould  imagine  J  take  them  to  myfelf. 

L.  'fawn*  You  are  right,  child  :  when  a  man  of  merit 
makes  his  addrefies,  good  .fenfe  may  give  him  no  anfwer, 
without  fcorn  or  coquetry. 

La.  Grace.  Hufh  !   he's  here 

Enter  Mr.   Manly. 

Man.  My  lord  -'  your  moil  obedient. 

L.  To-'jjn.  Dear  Manly  !  yours — I  was  thinking  to  fend 
to  you. 

Man.  Then  I  am  glad  I  am  here,  my  lord— —Lady 
Grace,  I  kifs  your  hands  !—— — What !  only  you  two!  ho\v 
many  vifits  may  a  man  make,  before  he  falls  into  fuch  un- 
fafliionable  company  ?  A  brother  and  lifter  foberly  luting 
at  home,  when  the  whole  to.vn  is  a  gadding  !  I  queftion  \i 
there  is  fo  particular  a  tete-a-tete  again,  in  the  whole  pariih 
of  St.  James's  !* 

•  -La.  Grace.  Fy  1    fy !    Mr.   Manly  how  cenforious  you 
are- 

Man.  1  had  not  made  the  reflect  ion,  madam,  but  that  I 
favv  you  an  exception  to  it— ——Where's  my  Lady  ? 
-L.  To-wn.  That  I  believe  is  impartible  to  gupifs. 
Ma-i.    i  hen  I  won't  try,  my  lord — 

•  L    TifuaH  But  'tis  probable  I   may  hear  of  her  by  that 
time  I  have  boen  four  or  five  horn's  in  bed. 

Man.  Now  if  that  were  my  caie,  I  believe  I  fliould— 
But  I  beg  pardon,  my  lord. 

L.  Town,  indeed,  fir,  you  (hall  not:  you  will  ob'ige 
me  if  you  fpeakout,  for  it  was  upon  this  head  I  wanted  to 
fee  you. 

•  M-ant  Why  then3  my  lord,  fincc  you  oblige  me  to  pro 

ceed 
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c<»ed It   that  were  the  cafe 1  believe  I  lliouldc:r« 

•tainly  ikepin  anoth  r  houfe. 

L,7.  Grace.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Man.  Only  a  compliment,  madam. 

La    Grace.   A  conpliment! 

Man.  Yes,  madun,  in  rather  turning  myfelf  out  of 
•doors  than  her. 

La.  Grace.  Don't  yon  think  that  would  be  going  too  far? 

Man.  1  don't  know  hut  it  might,  madam  ;  lor,  in  itridt 
juflice,  I  think,  file  ought  rather  to  go  than  J. 

La.  Grace.  This  is  new  do& line,  Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  As  old,  madam,  as  Love.  Honour,  and  Obey ! 
When  a  woman  will  ftop  at  norhing  that's  wrong,  why 
Should  a  man  balance  any  rhing  that's  right  ? 

La.  Grace.  Blefs  me  !   but  this  is  fomenting  things — 

Man.  Fomentations,  madam,  are  fornetimes  necellary  to 
difpell  tumours  :  tho'  I -don't  <dire<ftly  advife  my  lord  to  do 
this— This  is  only  what,  upon  -the  .fame  provocation,  I 
•would  do  my  felf. 

La.  Grace.  Ay!  ay!  you  would  doJ  Bachelors'  wives, 
indeed,  are  finely  govern'd. 

Man.  If  the  married  men's  were  as  well  •  I  am  apt  to- 
think  we  ihould  not  fee  fo  many  mutual  plagues  taking  the 
air  in  Separate  coaches ! 

La.  Grace*.  Well!  but  fuppofe  it  your  own  cafe;  would 
you  p^rt  with  a  wife,  becauieflie  now  and  then  tfays  out  in 
*he  b;ft  company  ? 

L.  Tovn.  Wei!  faid,  Lady  Grace !  come,  fland  up  for 
<he  privilege  of  your  iex  !  This  is  like  to  be  a  warm  de 
bate!  J  (hall  edify. 

Man.  Madam,  I  think  a  wife,  after  midnight,  has  na 
<o:cafion  to  be  in  better  company  than  her  hufband's  ;  and 
th  it  frequent  unfeafonable  hours  make  the  bed  company—— 
the  word  company  flie  can  fall  into. 

La.  Grace.  But,  if  people  of  condition  are  to  keep  com- 
yany  with  one  another;  how  is  it  .poflible  to  be  done, 
unlefs  one  conform^  to  their  hours  ? 

Man.  I  can't  find  that  any  woman's  good  bceediug  ob 
liges  herto-conform  to  other  people's  vices. 

L.  Towt.  I -doubt,  child,  here  we  are  get  a  little  on  the 
fideo!  the  queftioo. 

Grace,  \\5iiyib,  my  3erd  i  I  «an't  ih'uifk  the  cafe  fo 

bad 
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tad  as  Mr.  Manly  ftatcs  it — People  of  quality  are  not  tied 
•down  to  the  rules  of  thofe  w!  o  have  their  fortunes  to  make. 

Man.  No  people,  madam,  are  above  'being  tied  down 
to  feme  rules,  that  have  fortunes  to  lofe. 

La.  Grace.  Pooh  !  I'm  fuve,  if  you  were  to  take  my  fide 
of  the  argument,  you  would  be  able  to  fay  fomething  more 
•for  it. 

L.  Town.  Well!  what  fay  you  to  that,  Manly? 

Man.  Why*trofb*my  lord!  I  have  fomething  to  fay. 

La.  Grace.  Ay  !  that  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  no-.v  ! 

L.  Twn.  Out  with  it  ! 

Man.  Then,  in  one  word,  this,  my  lord — I  'have  often 
thought  that  the  mifcotiduft  of  my  lady  ha«,  in  a  great 
•meafure,  been  owing  to  your  lordfhip's  treatment  of  her. 

La.  Grace.   Blefs  me  ! 

J,.  Twit.  My  treatment! 

Man.  Ay,  my  lord  ;  you  fo-idolized  her  before  marriage* 
that  you  even  indulged  her,  like  a  miftrels,  after  it  :  in 
fhort,  you  continued  the  lover  when  you  Ihould  have  taken 
up  the  hufband. 

La.  Grace.  O  frightful !  this  is  worfe  than  t'other  !  can 
n  hufband  love  a  wife  too  well  ? 

Men.  .As  eafily,  madam,  as  a  wife  may  love  a  hufband 
too  little. 

L.  To-'MH.  'So!  you 'two  are  never  like  to  agree,  -I  find. 

La.  Grace.  Don't  he  pofuive,  brotht-r; —  I  am  afraid  we 
are  both  of  a  mind  already.  [/}J?tle.~]  And  do  you,  at  this 
rate,  ever  hope  to  be  married,  Mr.  Manly  : 

Man.  Never,  ma-'am,  'till  I  can  meet  with  a  woman 
thiit  likes  my  doctrine. 

La.  Grace.  Tis  pity  but  your  miftrefs  fhould  hear  it. 

Man.  Pity  me,  madam,  when  1  marry  the  woman  that 
•won't  hear  it. 

La.  Grace.  I  think,  at  leaft,  he  cant  fay  that's  me.  [dfide* 

Man.  And  fo,  my  lord,  by  giving  her  more  px>wer  than 
was  needful,  file  has  none  where  file  wants  it ;  having  fuch 
entire 'pofleffion  of  you,  file  is  not  miflrefs  of  herfelf !  And, 
mercy  on  us!  how  many  tine  women's  heads  have  teen 
turn'd  upon  the  fame  occafion  ! 

L.  T<nvn.  O  Manly  !  'tis  too  true  !  there's  the  fource  of 
my  difquiet-;  (lie -knows,  and  has  abufed  her  power!  Nav^ 
I  am  Hill  fo  weak  (with  fhamc  1  fpeak  it)  'tis  not^n  hour 

ago 
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ago  thiit,   in  the  midft  of  my  impatience 1  gave  her 

another  bill  of  five  hundred,   to  throw  an  ay. 
,    Man.  Well — my  lord!  to  let  you' fee  I  am. fometimes 
upon  the  fide  of  good-nature,  I  won't  abfolutely  blame  you; 
for,   the   greater  your  indulgence,   the  more  you  have  to 
reproach  her  with. 

La.  Grace.  Ay,  Mr.  Manly  !  here  now  I  begin  to  come 
in  with  you  :  who  knows,  my  lord,  you  may  have  a  good 
account  of  your  kindnefs  ! 

Man.  That,  I  am  afraid,  we  had  beft  not  depend  upon: 
but  fince  you  have  had  fo  much  patience,  my  lord,  even 
go  on  with  it  a  day  or  two  more  !  and  upon  her  lady  drip's 
next  fally,  be  a  little  rounder  in  your  expoitulation  ;  if 
that  won't  work drop  her  fame  cool  hints  of  a  deter 
mined  reformation,  and  leave  hen  to  breakfalt  upon 
'cm. 

L.  T'o-wn.  You  are  perfectly  right!  how  valuable  is  a 
friend,  in  our  anxiety  1 

Man.  Therefore  to  divert  that,  my  lord,  I  beg,  for  the 
prefent,  we  may  call  another  caufe. 

La.  Grace.  Ay  !  for  goodnefs  fake,  let's  have  done  with 
this. 

L.To-wn.  With  all  my  heart. 

La.  Grace.  Have  you  no  n;ws  abroad,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  ji  prvpo', 1  have  fome,  madam;  and  I  be 
lieve,  my  lord,  as  extraordinary  in  its  kind— — 

L.  Town.   Pray  let's  rnvc  it, 

Man.  Do  you  know,  that  your  country  neighbour,  and 
my  wife  kinfman,  Sir  Francis  Wronghcad,  is  coming  to 
town  with  his  whole  family. 

L.  T&VJI.  The  fool  !  what  can  be  his  bu-finefs  here  ? 

Man.  Oh!  of  the  la(i  importance,    I'll  ufl'ureyou  « 

No  lefs  than  the  buliuefs  or  the  nation. 

L.  TO-MH.  Explain ! 

.   Man.  He  has  carried  his  election — . arainil  Sir  John 

Worthland. 

L.  Town.  The  deuce  !  what!  for .for 

Man.  The  famous  borough  of  Guzxltdown  ! 

L.  7oivn.  A  proper  representative,  indeed. 
-    La.  Grace.  Pray,  Mr.  Manly,    don't  I  know  him  ? 
,    Man.  You  have  dined   with   him,  madam,  when   I  was 
la  ft  down  with,  my  lord,  at  Bellmont. 

La.  Grace.  Was  not  that  he  that  got  a  little  merry  before, 

dinner, 
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dinner,  and  overfet  the  tea-table,  in  making  his  compli- 
m«nts  to  my  lady  ? 

Man.  The  fame. 

La.  Grace.  Pray,  what  are  his  circumftances  ?  I  know 
but  very  little  of  him. 

Man.  Then  he  is  worth  your  knowing,  I  can  tell  you, 
madam.  His  elhtte,  if  clear,  I  believe  might  be  a  good 
two  thoufand  pounds  a-year  :  though,  as  it  was  left  him 
Saddled  with  two  jointures,  and  two  heavy  mortgages  upon 
it,  there  is  no  faying  what  it  is  "-But  that  he  might  be 
fure  never  to  mend  it,  he  married  a  profufe,  young  huffy, 
for  love,  without  ever  a  penny  of  money  1  Thus  having, 
like  his  brave  anceltors,  provided  heirs  for  the  family  (for 
hi^s  dove  breeds  like  a  tame  pigeon)  he  no.v  finds  children, 
and  intercft  money  make  fuch  a  bawling  about  his  ears,, 
that,  at  laft,  he  has  taken  the  friendly  advice  of  his  kinf* 
man,  the  good  lord  Danglecourt,  to  run  his  eftate  two 
thoufand  pounds  more  in  debr,  to  put  the  whole  manage* 
mcnt  of  what's  left  into  Paul  Pillage's  h.inds,  that  he  may 
be  at  leifure  himfelf  to  retrieve  his  afLirj,  by  being  a  par 
liament  man. 

L.  Toivn.  A  mo-ft  admirable  fcheme,  indeed  !' 

Man.  And  with  this  politic  profpecr,  he's  navv  upon  his 
journev  to  London 

L.  Town.  What  can  it  end  in  ? 

Alan.  Pooh  !  a  journey  into  the  country  again.  , 

L.  To-ivn.  Do  you  think  he'll  flir  'till  his  money's  gone  ? 
or  at  leaft,  'till  the  fefiion's  over  ? 

Man.  If  my  intelligence  is  right,  my  lord,  he  won't  fit 
long  enough  to  give  his  vote  for  a  turnpike. 

L.  Town.   How  fo. 

Man.  O  !  a  bitter  bufinefb !  he  had  icarce  a  vote,  in  the 
whole  town,  bcfides  the  returning  officer  :  Sir  John  will 
certainly  have  it  heard  at  the  bar  of  the  houfe,  and  fend 
him  about  his  bufmefs  again. 

L.  Town.  Then  he  has  made  a  fine  bufinefsof  it,  indeed! 

Man.  Which,  as  far  as  my  little  intereft  will  go,  fliall  be 
done,  in  as  few  days  as  poffible. 

La.  Grace.  But  why  would  you  ruin  the  poor  gentle 
man's  fortune,  Mr.  Manly  ? 

Man.  No,  Madam,  I  would  only  fpoil  his  project,  to 
fave  his  fortune. 

La.  Grace.  How  are  you  concerned  enough  to  do  either  ? 

Man* 
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Man.  Why I  have  fome  obligations  to  the  fa 
mily,  madam :  I  enjoy  at  this  time  a  pretty  eftate,  which 

'Sir  Francis  was  heir  at  law  to:  but by  his  being 

2.  booby  ;  the  laft  will  of  an  obftinate  old  uncle  gave  it  me. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  [To  Manly.1}  Sir,  here's  one  of  your  fervants  from 
•your  houfe  defires  to  fpcak  with  you. 

Man.  Will  you  give  him  leave  to  come  in,  Toy  lord  ? 

L.  Town*  Sir-  •  '  the  ceremony's  of  your  own  mak 
ing. 

Enter   Manly's    Strvant. 

Man.  Well,  James!   what's  the  matter  now  ? 

Jam.  Sir,  here's  John  Moody 's  j u ft  come  to  town  ;  he 
•fays,  Sir  Francis  and  all  the  family  will  be  here  to  night, 
and  is  in  a  great  hurry  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Man.  Where  is  he  ? 

Jam.  At  our  houfe,  fir:  he  has  been  gaping  and  flump 
ing  about -the  ftreets,  in  his  dirty 'boots,  and  afking  every 
one  he  meets,  if  ibcy  can  'tell  him  where  he  may  have  a 
good  lodging  for  a  parliament  man,  till  he  can  hire  a  hand- 
fome  whole  houfe,  fit  for  all  his  family,  for  the  winter. 

Man.  I  am  afraid,  my  lord,  I  muft  wait  upon  Mr.  Moody, 

L.  Town.  IVythee !  let's  have  him  here  :  hs  will  divert 
•us. 

Man.  O,  my  lord,  he's  fitch  a  cirb  !  Not  but  he's  fo 
«ear  common  fenfe,  that  he  paffes  for  a  wit -in  the  family. 

I,a.  Grace.  I  -beg  of  all  things  we  may  have  him  :  I  am 
in  love  with  nature,  let  her  drefs  be  never  fo  homely  ! 

Man.  Then  defire  him  to  come  hither,  James. 

[Exit  James. 

La.  Grace.  Pray,  what  may  be  Mr.  Moody's  poll  ? 

Man.  Oh  !  his  mat/re  tT  hotel,  his  butler,  his  bailiff, 
his  hind,  his  huntfman.;  and  fometimes  -h is  com 
panion  . 

.  L.  Town.  It  runs  in  my  head,  that  the  moment  this 
knight  has  fet  him  dovi'n  in  the  houfe,  he  will  get  up  to  give 
them  the  eanieft  proof  of  what  importance  he  is  to  the 
^public,  in  his  own  country. 

Man.  Yes,  and  when  they  have  heard  him,    he  will  find, 

•that  his  utmoit  importance  ilands  valued  at icmetimes 

bein^  invited  to  dinner, 

La.  Grace.  And  her  ladyfhip,  I  fuppofe,  will  make  a* 
confidera-ble  a  figure,  in  her  fphere  too. 

JUo* 
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"Man.  That  you  may  depend  upon  :  for  (if  I  dont  mif- 
takc)  fhe  has  ten  times  more  of  the  jade  in  her  than  file  yet 
knows  of:  and  file  will  fo  improve  in  this  rich  foil,  in  a 
month,  'hat  file  will  vifit  all  the  ladies  that  will  let  her  into 
their  houfes :  aud  run  m  debt  to  all  the  fhop-kepecrs  that 
will  let  her  rate  their  books ;  in  fliort,  before  her  impor 
tant  fjoafe  has  made  live  pounds,  by  his  eloquence  at 
Weftmmfter,  file  will  have  loft  five  hundred  at  dice  and 
quadrille,  in  the  pnrifh  oi  St.  James's. 

/,.  Town.  So  that,  by  the  time  he  is  -declared  unduly 
elected,  a  fwarm  of  duns  will  be  ready  for  their  money  ; 
and  his  worfbip  wi-ll  be  resdy  for  a  g;»ol. 

Man.  Yes,  yes,    that  I  reckon  will   clofc  the  account  of 

this    hopeful    journey  to  London But  fee,     heie 

Comes  the  fore-horfe  of  the  team  ! 

Eater  John  Moody. 

Oh  !   honeft  John  ! 

J.MooJ.  Ad'swaunds,  and  heart !  meafter  Manly  !  I'm 
glad  I  ha*  fund  ye.  Lawd  !  lawd  :  give  me  a  bufs  !  Why 
that's  friendly  naw  !  flefii !  I  thought  we  fhould  never  ha* 

jrot  hither!   Well  !  and  how  d'ye  do  mcafttr  ? Good 

lack  !    I  beg  pardon  for   my  bawlduefs— - —  I  did  not  Ice  'at 
his  honour  was  there. 

L,  Town.  Mr.  Moody,  your  fervant  :  I  am  glad  to  fee 
you  in  London.  1  hope  a'l  the  good  family  is  well. 

J7«  MvcJ.  Thanks  be  praifed,  your  l.onour,  they  are  all 
m  pretty  good  heart ;  thot'  we  have  had  a  power  of  crollea 
upo'  th'  road. 

'La.  Grace.  I  hope  -my   lady  has   had   no  hurt,  "Mr. 
Moody. 

J.  Mood.  Noa',  and  pleafe  your  ladyfhip,  file  was  never 
in  better  humour:  there's  money  enough  ftirring  now. 

M'iK.   What  has  been  the  matter,  John  ?  ,  ' 

y.  Mood.  Why,  we  -came  up,  in  fuch  a  hurry ,^you 
rnun  think,  that  pur  tackle  w;as  not  fo  tight  as  it  fhould  be. 

Man.    Come,    tell   us    all  '"Pi ay  how   do   they 

travel ? 

J.Mood.  Why,  i'rh*  ould  coach,  meafter:  and  *caufe 
my  lady  loves  to<io  things  handfome,  to  be  fure,  fbe  would 
have  a  couple  of  cart-horfes  clapt  to  th*  four  ould  geldings, 
that  neighbours  might  fee  fhe  went  up  to  London  in  her 
coach  and  fix !  And  fo  Giles  Joulter,  the  plowman,  ridea 
poftiliou  ! 

Mao* 
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Man.  Very  well!  The  journey  fets  out  as  it  fhould  do-. 
\_Afide]  What,  do  they  bring  all  the  children  with  them 
too  ? 

J.  Mood.  Noa,  noa,  only  the  younk  fquoive,  and  mifs 
Jenny.  The  other  foivc  are  all  out  at  board,  at  half  a 
crown  a  head  a  week,  with  Jo-m  Growfe,  at  Saiouk-Dung- 
hill  farm. 

Man.  Good  again  !  a  right  Euglifli  academy  for  youn 
ger  children  ! 

y.  Mood.  Anon,  fir!  [ Nat  unJcrftantling  him. 

La.  Grace.  Poor  fouls  !  What  will  become  of  'em  ? 

J.  Mood.  Nay,  nay,  for  that  matter,  madam,  they  are 
in  very  good  hands :  Joan  loves  'um,  an  as  thof  they  were 
all  her  own:  for  fhe  was  uct-nurie  to  every  mother's  b<ibe 
of'um Ay,  ay,  they'll  ne'er  want  a  belly  full  there! 

*  La.  Grate.  What  iimplidiy  ! 

*  Man.  The  Lud'  'a  mercy  upon   all  good   folks  !   What 
*  work  will  thefe  people  make  ! 

*   [Hailing  i/>  his  h<i 

L.  TOWN.  And  when  do. you  expect  them  here,  John  ? 

J.  Mood.  Why,  we  were  in  hopes  to  ha'  come  yelle;rday, 
an'  it  had  no'  been,  that  th'  ould  wheaze  belly  harle  tired  ; 
and  then  we  were  Ib  cruelly  loaden,  that  the  two  fore-wheels 
came  crafh !  down  at  once,  in  Waggon -Rut  Lane,  and 
there  we  loft  four  hours  'afore  we  could  fet  things  to  righlft 
again. 

Man.  So  they  bring  all  their  baggage  with  the  coach 
then  ? 

J.  Mood.  Ay,  ay,  and  good  ftore  on't  there  is— —Why, 
my  lady's  geer  alone  were  as  much  as  fill'd  four  portmantel 
trunks,  bcfide  the  great  deal  box, 'that  heavy  Ralph  and 
the  monkey  fit  upon  behind. 

L.  To'Mn.  La.  Grace,  and  Ufati.  Ha !  ha  !  ha  { 

La.^race.  Well,  Mr,  Moody,  and  pray  haw  many  are 
they  within  the  coach  ? 

J.  Mood.  Why,  there's  my  lady,  and  his  wor(hip  ;  and 
the  younk  fquoire,  and  mifs  Jenny,  and  the  fat  lap-dog, 
and  my  lady's  maid,  Mrs.  HWy,  and  Doll  Tripe  the 

C,ook,  that's  all Only  Doll  puked  a  little  with  riding 

backwards,  fo  they  hoifted  her  into  the  coach  box and 

then  her  ftomach  was  eafy. 

La.  Grace.  Oh!  I  fee  'em!  I  fee  'era  go  by  me.  Ah  ! 
Ka '  [  Laughing. 

J. 
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J.  MocJ.  Then  you  mun  think,  meafler,  there  was  fome 
ilowage  for  th'  belly,  as  well  as  th'  back  too  :  childer  are 
apt  to  be  famiflu  upo'  th'  road  ;  fo  we  hud  fiich  cargoes  of 
plumb-cake,  and  baskets  of  tongues,  and  bifcuits,  and 
cheefe,  and  cold  boil'd  beef  — And  then,  in  cafe 

of  licknefs,  bottles  of  cherry-brandy,  plague-water,  fick, 
tent,  and  itrong  beer  fo  plenty  as  made  the  ould  coach  crack 
again !  Mercy  upon  them !  and  fend  'em  all  well  to  town, 

I  fay 

Mat:.  Ay  !  And  well  out  on't  again,  John. 

y.  MiioJ.  Ods  bud  !  meaftcr,    you're  a  wife  mon  ;  and 

for  that  matter,  fo  am   I Whoam's,  whoam,    I   fay: 

I'm  Cure  we  ha'  got  but  little  good,  e'er  fin'  we  turn'd  our 
backs  on't.  Nothing  but  mifchief!  Some  devil's  tricks  or 
other  plagued  us,  awth'  dey  lung  !  Crack  !  goes  one  thing  : 
Bawnce  !  goes  another.  Woa  !  fays  Roger  •  ••  •-  Then 
Cowfe  !  we  are  all  fet  fall  in  a  flough.  Whaw  !  cries  mifs  ! 
terrain  go  the  maids  !  and  b.r.vl,  jutl  an' thof  they  were 
ituck  1  And  fo  nv.rcy  on  us  !  this  was  the  trade  from  m  ,rn- 
ing  to  night.  But  my  lady  was  in  fuch  murrain  hsite  ta 
be  here,  that  fet  out  file  would,  thof 1  tould  her,  it  was 
Childerm  fs  Day. 

Man.  Thefc  ladies,  thefe  ladies,  John  • 

J.  MwJ.  Ah,  meafter !  I  ha'  feen  a  little  of  'em  ;  and 
I  find  that  the  beft— — — — when  file's  mended,  won't  ha* 
much  goodncfs  to  fpare. 

L.  Town.   Wellfaid,  John.     Ha!   ha! 

Man.  I  hope,  at  leaft,  you  and  your  good  woman  agree 
{till. 

J.   Mod.    Ay!    nyi     much  of  a  muchncfs.     Bridget 

iticks  to  me  :  tho*   as  for  her  goodnefs why  flic 

was  willing  to  come  to  London  too But   hawld   a   bit! 

No,  noa,  fays  I,  there  may  be  mifchief"  enough  done, 
without  you. 

Man.  Why  that  was  bravely  fpoken,  John,  and  like  a 
man. 

j.Mood.  Ah,  weaft  heart !  were  meafter  but  hawf  the 
mon  that  I  am ———Ods  wookers!  thof  he'll  fpeak 

itawtly   too  fometimes but  then  he   conno'   hawld  it_ 

•no  !  he  conno'  hawld  it. 

Z..  Town.  La.  Grace,  and  Man.      Ha  !  ha  !  h^  ! 

J.  Mood.  Ods  flefli  !  But  I  mun  hye  me  whoam  !  th*. 
coach  will  be  coming  every  hour  na.>v-  ••  but  meafler 

ckarged 
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charged  me  to  find  your  worfhip  out ;  for  he   has   hugey 
t>ufmefs  with  you  ;  and  will  certainly  wait  upon  you,  by 
that  time  he  can  put  on  a  clean  neckcloth. 

Man.  O  John  !  I'll  wait  upon  him. 

y.  Miod.  Why  you  wonno*  be  fo  koinJ,  wall  ye  ? 

'Man.   If  you'll  tell  me  where  you  lodge. 

y.  Miod.  Juil  i'th'  ftreet  next  to  where  your  worfhip 
dwells,  the  iign  of  t!ie  Golden  Ball.  -It's  gold  alt 

.over ;   where -ehcy   fell  ribbands,  and  flappits,    and  other 
fort  of  gcer  for  gentlewomen. 

Man.   A  millener's  ? 

J.  Mood.  Ay,  ay,  one  Mrs.  Motherly  :  Waunds  !  flic 
ias  a  couple  of  clever  girls  there  a  ftitching  i'th*  fore  room. 

Man.  Y.s,  yes,  flic  is  a  woman   of  good   bufinefs,  no 

doubt  on't Who  recommended  that  houfe  to   you4 

John  ? 

J.  Mood.  The  greateft  good  fortune  in  the  world,  fure  ? 
For  as  I  was  gaping  about  rtrects,  who  fhould  look  out  of 
the  window  there,  but  the  fine  gentleman,  that  was  always 
riding  by  our  coach  fide,  at  York  races— —-Count 
Count  Bafil-t ;  ay,  that's  he. 

Man    Ballet  ?  Oh,  I  remember  ?  I  "know  him  by  fight. 

y.  Mood.  Well  !  to  be  fure,  as  civil  a  gentleman,  to 
fee  to 

Man.  As  any  (harper  in -town.  {Afide. 

J.  Mood.^  At  York,  he  ufed  to  breakfaft  with  my  lady 
every  morning. 

Man.  .Yes,  yes,  and  I  fuppofe  her  ladyftiip  will  return 
his  compliment  here  in  town.  [Afide* 

J.  Mood.   Well,  meafter , 

L.  Town*  My  fervice  to  Sir  Francis,  and  my  lady. 
John. 

La.  Grace.  And  mine,  pray,  Mr.  Moody. 

y.  Mood.  Ah,  your  honours ;  they'll  be  proud  on't,  I 
dare  fay. 

Man.  I'll   bring  my  compliments  myfelf :  So,    honefl 

y.  Mood.  Dear  meafter  Monly  1  the  goodnefs  of  good- 
»efs  blefs  and  preferve  you.  [Exit  J.  Moody. 

jL.  To-wn.  What  a  natural  creature  'tis  ! 

La.  Grace.  Well  !  I  can't  but  think  John,  in  a  wet 
Afternoon  in  the  country,  muft  be  very  good  company. 
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//.  Tmvn.  O  !the  tramontane  !  If  this  were  known  at  half 
the  quadrille-tables  in  town,  they  would  lay  down  their 
cards  to  laugh  at  you. 

I. a.  Graft'.   And  the  minute  they  took  them  up  again 

they  would  do  the  fame  at  the  lofers But  to  let  you 

fee,  that  I  think  good  company  may  fometimes  want  cards, 
to  keep  them  together,  what  think  you,  if  we  three  fat 
foberly  down,  to  kill  an  hour  at  ombre  ? 

Man.  I  (hall  be  too  hard  for  you,  madam. 

I, a.  Grace.  No  matter  !  I  fliall  have  as  much  advantage 
of  my  lord,  as  you  have  of  me. 

L  Town.  Say  you  fo,  madam  ?  Have  at  you  then  ! 
Here  !  Get  the  ombre-table,  and  cards. 

[Exit  Lord  Townly, 

La.  Grace*  Come,  Mr.  Manly  -  I  kno\v  you  don't 

forgive  me  now  ? 

Man.  I  don't  know  whether  I  ought  to  forgive  your 
thinking  fo,  madam  :  Where  do  you  imagine  I  could  pafa 
my  time  fo  agreeably  ? 

La,  Grac?.  I'm  forry  my  Lord  is  not  here  to  take  hii 
(hare  of  the  compliment  •  But  he'll  wonder  what's 
become  of  us ! 

Man.  I'll  follow  in  a  moment,  madam— '{Exit  La. 
Grace.] — It  muft  be  fo— — She  fees,  1  love  her'  -Yet 
with  what  unoffending  decency  file  avoids  an  explanation  ! 
How  amiable  is  every  hour  of  her  cor.dufl  !  What  a  vile 
opinion  have  I  had  of  the  whole  fex  for  thefe  ten  years  paft, 
which  this  fenfible  creature  has  recover'd  in  lefs  than  one  ! 
Such  a  companion,  fure,  might  compenfate  all  the  irkfome 
difappointments,  that  pride,  folly,  and  falfliood  ever  gave 
me  ! 

Could  women  regulate,  like  her,  their  lives, 

What  Halycon  days  were  in  the  gift  of  wives  ! 

Vain  rovers,  then,  might  envy,  what  they  hate  ; 

And  only  fools  would  mock  the  married  ftate.        [Exit. 


ACT   II.     SCENE    Mrs.  Motherly'/  Houfe. 

"Enter  Count  Baflet  and  Mrs.  Motherly. 

C.  B<if.  T  Tell  you  there  is  not  fuch  a  family  in  England, 
JL    for  you  !  Do' you  think  I  would  have  gone  out 
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of  your  lodgings  for  any  body,  that  was  not  furc  to  make 
you  eafy  for  the  winter  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  I  fee  nothing  againft  it,  Sir,  but  the  gen 
tleman's  being  a  parliament-man  ;  and  when  people  may, 
as  it  were,  think  one  impertinent,  er  be  out  of  humour, 
you  know,  when  a  body  comes  to  alk  for  one's  own 

C.  Baf.  Pfliah  !  Pr'ythee  never  trouble   thy  head 

His  pay  is  as  good  as  the  Bank  ! — Why  he  has  about  two 
thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Moth.  Alas-a-day !  that's  nothing :  you  people  of  ten 
thoufand  a  year  have  ten  thoufand  things  to  do  with  it. 

C.  Baf.  Nay,  if  you  are  afraid  of  being  out  of  your 
jnoney  ;  what  do  you  think  of  going  a  little  with  me,  Mrs. 
Motherly. 

Moth.   As  how  ? 

C.  Baf.  Why  I  have  a  gsme  in  my  hand,  in  which  if 
you'll  croup  me,  that  is,  help  me  to  play  it,  you  lhall  go 
five  hundred  to  nothing. 

Moth.    Say  you  fo  ?— Why  then  I  go,  Sir But 

here  comes  my  niece  !  'fhall  we  let  her  into  the  fecret  ? 

C.  Baf.  Time  enough  !  may  be  I  may  touch  upon  it. 
Enter  Myrtilla. 

Math.  So  niece,  are  all  the  rooms  done  out,  and  the 
beds  flieeted  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  madam  ;  but  Mr.  Moody  tells  us  the  lady 
always  burns  wax  in  her  own  chamber,  and  we  hnve  no:.c 
in  the  houfe. 

•Moth.  Odfo  !  then  I  muft  beg  your  pardon,  Count ; 
this  is  a  bufy  time,  you  know.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

C.  Baf.  Myrtilla!  how  doft  thou  <lo,  child? 

Myr.  As  well  as  a  lofing  gamefter  can. 

C.  Baf.  Why,  what  have  you  loft  ? 

Myr.  What  I  fhall  never  recover;  and  what's  worfc, 
you  that  have  won  it  don't  feem  to  be  much  the  better  for't. 

C.  Baf.  Why,  child,  doft  thou  ever  fee  any  body 
overjoy 'd  for  winning  a  deep  ftake,  fix  months  after  its 
over  ? 

Myr.  Would  I  had  never  play'd  for  it ! 

C.   Baf.  Pfbah  !  hang  thefc  melancholy  thoughts  !  we 
may  be  friends  ftill. 
.  Myr.  iJull  ones. 

*   C.  Baf.  Uieful  ones,  perhaps fuppofe  1  ftiould  help 

thee  to  a  good  hufband  ? 
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Myr.  I  fuppofe  you'll  think  any  one  good  enough,  that 
will  take  me  off  o'  your  hands. 

C.  BaJ.  What  do  you  think  of  the  young  country 
*fquire,  the  heir  of  the  family  that's  coming  to  lodge  here? 
1  Myr.  How  fliould  I  know  what  to  think  of  him  ? 

C.  Baf.  Nay,  I  only  give  you  the  hint,  child  ;  it  may 
be  worth  .your  while,  at  leaft,  to  look  about  you  • 

Hark  !  what  hurtle's  that  without  : 

Enter  Mrs.  Motherly,  in  ha/tt. 

Moth.  Sir  !  Sir  !  the  gentleman's  coach  is  at  the  door  ! 
they  are  all  come  ! 

C.  Baf,  What,  already  ? 

Mntb.  They  are  juft  getting  out — won't  you  ftep,  and 

lead  in  my  lady  ?  Do  you  be  in  the  way,  niece  !  I  muft 

run  and  receive  them.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

C.  Baf.  And  think  of  what  I  told  you.  [Exit  Count. 

Myr.  Ay  !  ay  !  you  have   left   me  enough  to  think  of, 

as  long  as  I  live 

Mrs.  Motherly  returns,  Jhcivinz  in  Lady  Wronghead  led  ly 

Count  Baflet. 

Moth.  If  your  ladyfliip  pleafcs  to  walk  into  this  parlour, 
madam,  only  for  the  piefent,  'till  your  fervants  have  got 
all  your  things  in. 

La.  Wrong  Well !  dear  fir,  this  is  fo  infinitely  obliging 
— I  proteft  it  gives  me  pain  tho'>  to  turn  you  out  of  your 
lodging  thus  ! 

C.  Ba/'.  No  trouble  in  the  leaft,  madam  ;  we  fingle  fel 
lows  are  foon  moved :  befides,  Mrs.  Motherly's  my  old- 
acquaintance,  and  1  could  not  be  her  hinderance. 

Mvth.  The  Count  is  fo  well  bred,  madam,  I  dare  fay  he 
would  do  a  great  deal  more  to  accommodate  your  ladylhip. 

La.  Wrong.  O  dear  madam  ! — A  good  well-bred  'fort  of 
a  woman.  \_Apari  to  tbs  Count. 

C.  Buf.  O,  madam,  fhe  is  very  much  among  people  of 
quality  ;  fhe  is  fcldom  without  them  in  her  houfe. 

La.  Wrong.  Are  there  a  good  many  people  of  quality  in 
this  ftreet,  Mrs.  Motherly  ? 

Moth*  No iv  your  ladylhip  is  here,  madam,  I  don't  be 
lieve  th'er^  is  a  houfe  without  them. 

La.  Wrcng:  I  am  mighty  glad  uf  that !   for  really  I  think 
people  of  qvmlity  fliould  always  live  among  one  another. 
4,\  Baf.  'Tis  what  one  would  chufe,  indeed,  madam. 

La,. 
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La.  Wrong.  Blefs  me  !  but  where  are  the  children  nil 
tbis  while  ? 

M:tb.  Sir  Francis,  madam,  I  believe,  1$  taking  care  of 
them. 

Sir  Fran,  [•within']  John  Moody  !  flay  you  by  the  coach, 
and  lee  all  our  things  out Come,  children. 

Math.  Here  they  are,  madam. 
"  Enter  Sir  Francis,  'Squire  Richard,  and  Mifs  Jenny. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  Count  I  1  mun  fay  it,  this  was  koind, 
indeed ! 

C,  Baf.  Sir  Francis !  give  me  leave  to  bid  you  welcome 
to  London. 

Sir  Fran.  Pfhah  !  how  dofl  do  mon Waunds,  Fm 

glad  to  fee  thee  !  A  good  fort  of  a  houfe  this ! 

C.  Baf.  Is  not  that  Matter  Richard  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ey  !  Ey I  that's  young  hopeful-  •  why 
dofl  not  baw,  Dick  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.  So  I  do,  feyther. 

C.  Baf.  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you 1  proteft  Mrs. 

Jane  is  grown  fo,  I  fhould  not  hare  known  her. 

Sir  Fran.  Come  forward,  Jenny. 

'Jenny.  Sure,  papa,  do  you  think  I  don't  know  how  t» 
behave  tnyfelf  ? 

C.  Baf.  If  I  have  permiflion  to  approach  her,  Sir 
Francis 

Jenny*  Lord,  fir,  I  am  in  fuch  a  frightful  pickle — 

[falutc. 

C.  Baf.  Every  drefs  that's  proper  mult  become  you, 
madam — —you  have  been  a  long  journey. 

J(nny.  I  hope  you'll  fee  me  in  better,  to-morrow,  fir. 
\La.  Wrong,  -whiffen  Mrs.  Moth,  pointing  to  Myrt. 

Motb.  Only  a  niece  of  mine,  madam,  that  lives  with 
me ;  fhe  will  be  proud  to  give  your  ladyfliip  any  affifcancc, 
in  her  power. 

La*  Wrong.  A  pretty  fort  of  a  young  woman Jenny, 

you  two  muft  be  acquainted. 

Jennv.  O,  mama !  I  am  never  ffrange  in  a  ftrange  place  ! 

[Salute i  Myrtilla. 

Myr.  You  flo  me  a  great  deal  of  honour,  madam- 
Madam,  your  ladyfhip's  welcome  to  London. 
'  3enny-  Marna !  1  like  her  prodigioufly !  flic  call'd  me, 
my  ladyfhip, 

'Jfc.  Rid'. 
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*S$u.  Rich.  Pray,  moather,  maun't  I  be  acquainted  with 
her  too  ! 

La.  Wron%.  You  !  you  clown  !  flay  'till  you  learn  «. 
little  more  breeding  firft. 

Sir  Fran.  Od's-heurt  !  my  lady  Wronghead  !  why  d» 
you  baulk  the  lad  ?  how  {hould  he  ever  learn  breeding, 
if  he  does  not  put  himfelf  forward  ? 

'Sju.  Rich.  Why  ay,  feather,  does  moather  think  'at 
I'd  be  uncivil  to  her  ? 

Myr.  Matter  has  fo  much  good -humour,  madam,  he 
would  foon  gain  upon  any  body.  [He  kijfes  Myr. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Lo'you  theere  moather:  and  yow  would 
buj  be  quiet,  flic  and  I  (hould  do  well  enough. 

La.  Wrong.  Why  how  now,  firrah  !  Boys  muft  not  btf 
fo  familiar. 

'S?u.  Rtc!>.  Why,  'an  I  know  nobody,  haw  the  mur 
rain  mun  I  pafs  my  time  here,  in  a  ftrange  place  ?  Naw 
you,  and  I,  and  filter,  forfooth,  fometimes,  in  an  after 
noon,  may  play  at  one-and-thirty  bone-ace,  purely. 

Jenny.  Speak  for  yourfelf,  fir  !  d'ye  think  I  play  at 
fuch  clowmfti  games  ? 

'%<.  Rich.  Why  and  you  wo.in't,  yo*  ma'  let  it  aloane  ; 
then  (he,  and  I,  may  hap,  will  have  a  bawt  at  all-fours, 
without  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Noa !    noa  I    Dick,  that  won't  do  neither; 
you  mun  learn  to  make  one  at  ombre,  here,  child. 
Myr.  If  mafter  pleafes,  I'll  ftiew  it  him. 
'Squ.  Rich.  What!  th'Humber!  Hoy-day!  why  does 
our  river  run  to  this  tawn,  feyther  ? 

S:r.  Fran.  Pooh  !  you  filly  tony  !    Ombre  is  a  geam  at 

cards,  that  the  better  fort  of  people  play  three  together  at. 

'$f».  Rich.    Nay  the  moare  the  merrier,  I  fay  ;    but 

fitter  is  always  fo  crofs-grain'd 

fenny.  Lord!  this  boy  is  enough  to  deaf  people — and 
one  has  really  been  ftufPd  up  in  a  coach  fo  long,  that— ~— 

Pray,  madam could   not  I  get  a  little  powder  for 

my  hair  ? 

Myr.  If  you  pleafe  to  come  along  with  me,  madam. 

[Exeunt.  Myrtilla  and  Jenny. 

*Squ.  R/VA.  What,  has  fitter  ta'en  her  away  naw  !  mefs, 

I  go,  and  have  a  littl^  game  with 'em.  [Exi'  att<r  'hem. 

La.  Wron*.    Well,    Count,  I  hope  you   won't  fo  far 

nge  your  lodgings,  but  you  will  come,  and  be  at  home 

e  fometimes  ?  B  Sir 
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Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  come  and  take  a  bit  of 
mutton  with  us,  naw  and  tan,  when  thou'fl  nowght  to- 
do. 

C.  Baf.  Well.  Sir  Francis,  you  (hall  find  I'll  make  but 
•very  little  ceremony. 

iVr  Fran.  Why  ay  naw,  that's  hearty  ! 

Moth.  Will  your  lad}  (hip  pleafe  to  refrelh  yourfelf  with 
a  difh  of  tea,  after  your  fatigue  ?  I  think  1  have  pretty 
good. 

La.  Wrong.  If  you  pleafe  Mrs.  Motherly;  but  I  be 
lieve  we  had  bell  have  it  above  flairs. 

Moth.  Very  well,  madam  :  it  (hall  be  ready  im 
mediately.  [Exit  Mrs.  Motherly. 

La.  Wrong.  Won't  you  walk  up,  fir  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Moody  ! 

C.  Baf.  Shan't  we  ftay  for  Sir  Francis,  madam  ! 

Ln.  Wrong.  Lard !  don't  mind  him  !  he  will  come, 
if  he  likes  it. 

•SVr  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  ne'er  heed  me 1  ha'  things  to 

look  after.        [Exit  Lady  Wronghead,  and  Count  Baflet. 
Enter  John  Moody. 

y.  Mood.  Did  your  worfhip  want  muh  ? 

Sir  If  ran.  Ay,  is  the  coach  clear'd  ?  and  all  our  things 
iu  ? 

J.  MooJ.  Aw  but  a  few  bandboxes,  and  the  nook  that's 

4eft  o'th'  goofe  poy But  a  plague  on  him,  th'  monkey 

has  gin  us  the  flip,  I  think 1  fuppofe  he's  goan  to  fee 

his  relations  ;  for  here  looks  to  be  a  power  of  'um  in  this 
tawn but  heavy  Ralph  is  (kawer'd  after  him. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  let  him  go  to  the  devil !  —  no  matter  and 

the  hawnds  had  had  him  a  month  agoe but  I  wifh 

the  coach  and  horfes  were  got  iafe  to  th'  inn  !  This  is  a 
fharp  tawn,  we  mun  look  about  us  here,  John,  therefore 
I  would  have  you  goa  aiung  with  Roger,  and  fee  that  no 
body  runs  away  with  them  before  they  get  to  the  ftable. 

J.  Mood.   Alas  a  day,  fir;    I  believe  our  ould  cattle 

woant  yeafily  be  run  away  with  to-night but  howibmd- 

cver,  we'll  ta'  the  bed  care  we  can  of  'um  poor  favvls. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,    well  ;  make  hafte  then — 

[Moody  »oes  />«/,  ana1  returns. 

y.  M<JoJ.  Od's-flefo;  here*s  mealier  Monly  come  to 
wait  upo*  your  worfliip  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Wheere  is  he  ? 

.  Mod* 
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J.  MooJ.  Juft  coming  in,  at  threfhould. 
Sir  Fran.  Then  goa  about  your  bufmefs. 

[Exit  Mood/, 
Enter  Manly. 

Coufin  Monly !  fir,  I  am  your  very  humble  fervant. 
Man.  1  heard  you  were  come,    Sir  Francis-   •    »••   • 

find 

AVr  Fran.  Od's  heart ;  this  was  fo  kindly  done  of  you, 
naw. 

Man.  I  wifh  you  may  think  it  fo,  coufin  !  for  I  confefs, 
I  {hould  have  been  better  pleafed  to  have  feen  you  in  any 
6ther  place. 

AVr  Fran.  How  foa,  fir  ? 

Man.  Nay,  'tis  for  your  own  fake;  Pmnotconcern*d. 
Sir  Fran.  Look  you,  coufin  !  thof'  I  know  you  wifti  me 
well  ;  yet  I  don't  queftion  I  (hall  give  you  fuch  weighty 
reafons  for  what  I  have  done,  that  you  will  fay,  fir,    this 
is  the  wifeft  joumey  that  ever  I  made  in  my  life. 

Man.  I  think  it  ought  to  be,  coufin  ;  for  I  believe,  you 
will  find  it  the  moil  expenfiveone— —  — —  your  election 
did  not  coft  you  a  trifle,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay  !    it's  true!    That that  did 

lick  a  little  ;  but  if  a  man's  wife,  (and  I  han't  fawnd  yet 
that  I'm  a  fool)  there  are  ways,  coufin,  to  lick  one's  fclf 
whole. again. 

Man.  Nay,  if  you  have  that  fecret— — — 

Sir  Fran.  Don't  you  be  fearful,  coufin you'll  find 

that  I  know  fomethmg. 

Man.  If  it  be  any  thing  for  your  good,  I  ftiould  be  glad 
to  know  it  too. 

AVr  Fran.  In  fliort  then,  I  have  a  friend  in  a  corner, 
that  has  let  me  a  little  into  what's  what,  at  Weftminfter 

that's  one  thing  ! 

Man.  Very  well !    but  what  good  is  that  to  do  you  ? 
Sir  Fran.  Why  not  me,  as  much  as  it  does  other  folks  ? 
Man.  Other  people,    I  doubt,  have  the  advantage  of 
different  qualifications. 

Sir  Frai,.  Why  ay  !     there's  it  naw  !    you'll  fay  that  I 

have  lived  all  my  daysi'th*  country what  then I'm 

o'th*  Quorum 1  have  been   at  feffions,    and   1  have 

made  fpeeches  theere  !  ay,  and  at  veftry  too and 

mayhap  they  may  find  here. that  I  have  brought 

mjr  tongue  up  to  town  with  me  !  D'ye  take  me,  naw  ? 

B  z 
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Man  If  I  take  your  cafe  right,  coufin,  I  am  afraid  the 
firft  occaGon  you  will  have  for  your  eloquence  here  will 
be?  to  Sew  thlt  you  have  any  right  to  make  ulcof  it  at  all. 

'til  Tk^r^rTworthland  has  lodged  a  petition 
againft  you.  •  here  ,£t  it  Ue_  .we'll 

finfaway  Vo  d  al  ™h  &  Arrant  you  !  -  -  why  you 

^iSife^ 

^art!  the  Iboner  I  fend  him 


fcheme  you  have  laid  down,   to 
repair  your  fortune  ?  l  ^  .f  my  dmy  , 

^tr  bran.  In   one     ^  confidcrable  family,  ever 

.  ,hi.   projea,  3S  you  have  laid  it,   will 
ny  thing'y^ur  anceflors  have  done  thefe  five 

let  me  alpc*  tovorkit!    mayhap  I 


find  that 

come  of  a  fool's  errand  ! 


ft  VerTnWaeword,  my  wife  has  got  a  friend  at  court, 

Jenny  ls  naw  pretty 


^ncl  what  in  the  devil's  name  would  he 

£  I  donn't  layia  for  a  hufband  for  her, 
i',e  may  be  looking  out  foi  herfclf.  - 

^& 


( 

her  to  be  maid  of  honou 
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Man.  {Afiie.1  Oh  !  he  has  taken  my  breath  away  !  but 

I  muft  hear  him  out. Pray,  bir  Francis,  do  ydu  think- 

her  education  has  yet  qualified  her  for  a  court  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  the  girl  is  a  little  too  mettlefome,  it  s 
true  :  but  flic  has  tongue  enough  :  (he  woant  be  dafht ! 
Then  (he  (hall  learn  to  daunce  forthwith,  and  that  will 
foon  teach  her  haw  to  ftond  (till,  you  know. 

Ma-..  Very  well  ;  but  when  (he  is  thus  accompliflit, 
you  muft  flill  wait  for  a  vacancy. 

,:i  : ,  «.  Why  I  hope  one  has  a  good  chance  for  that 
every  c!  y,  coufin  !  For  if  I  take  it  right,  that's  a  poll, 
that  folks  are  not  more  willing  to  get  into,  than  they  are 
to  gec«o;  of  -  it's  like  an  orange  tree,  upon  that  accav.at 
—  '  i;  will  bear  bloflbms-  and  fruit  that's  ready  to  drop, 
at  the  tame  'ime. 

Well,  fir    you  beft  know  how  to  make  good  your 
iGons  !    iiu:  pray  whe:e  is  m\  lady,  and  my  young 

^tinj  '   \  fbochl  be.gUd  to  fee  them  too. 

.  She  is  Inn  jutt  ta  ing  a  difh  of  tea  with  tlie 
vyir,  *iid  ui)  .landlady         I'll  call  her  da v/n. 

No,  no,  -ffl-.e's  engaged,   i  fhali  call  again.        , 

.S,--  F'<»:    Oii's-heait !  bui  you  niun  fee  hernaw,  couHn; 

•what !    the  beu  friend  i  have  ia  the  world  !    Here  ! 

fwt.-heu-t  !  [/-  a  Servant  v.fth-ur.]  pr'ythee  defire  my 
lady,  and  the  gentleman,  to  come  down  a  bit;  tell  her, 
here's  coufin  Manly  come  to  wa:t  upon  her 

A-ia».   fray,    lir,  who  may  the  gentleman  be  r 

Si-  fr^».  You  mun  know  him,  to  be  fure  ;  why  it'.s 
Count  Baifet. 

Mi'.'.  Oh  !  is  it  he  ? Your  f.,mily  will  be  infinitely 

happy  in  his  acquaintance. 

.V"  Fran.  Troth  !  I  think  fo  too  :  he's  the  civileft  man 

that  ever  I  knew  in  my  life why  !  here  he  would  go 

put  of  his  own  lodging,  at  an  hour'  warning,  purely  to 
oblige  my  fartvly.  Wasn't  that  kind  naw  ? 

Man.  Extremely  civil The  family  isi  n  admirable 

hand:  already  !  [  ?///fe. 

6Vr  Ff-/tf.  Then  my  lady  likes  him  hugely all  the 

time  of  York  races,  (lie  would  nev  r  be  withaut  him.     , 

M<m.  That  was  happy  indeed  !  and  a  prurient  imn, 
you  know,  (hould  always  take  care  that  his  wife  may  have 
innocent  company. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay  !  that's  it  !  and  I  think  there  could 
not  be  fuch  another !  B  3  Man. 
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Man.  Why  truly,  for  her  purpofe,  I  think  not. 

Sir  Fran.  Only  naw  and  tan,  he—  he  flonds  a  leetle  to* 
much  upon  ceremony  ;  that's  his  fault. 

Man,  O  never  fear!  he'll  mend  that  everyday  —  Mercy 
on  us  !  what  a  head  he  has  ! 

Sir  Fran.  So  1  here  they  come  ! 

,        Enter  Lady  Wronghead,  Count  Baflet, 
Motherly. 

La.  Wrong.  Coufin  Manly  !  this  is  infinitely  obliging  I 
I  am  extremely  glad  to  fee  you. 

Man.  Your  moft  obedient  fervant,  madam  ;  I  am  glad 
to  fee  your  ladyfliip  look  fo  well,  after  your  journey. 

La.  Wrong.  Why  really  !  coming  to  London  is  apt  W 
put  a  little  more  life  in  one's  looks. 

Man.  Yet  the  way  of  living  here,  is  very  apt  to  deaden 
the  complexion—  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  as  a  friend, 
madam,  you  are  come  to  the  worft  place  in  the  world,  for 
a  good  woman  to  grow  better  in. 

La.  Wrong.  Lord,  coufin  !  how  fliould  people  ever 
make  any  figure  in  life,  that  are  always  moped  up  in  the 
country  ? 

C.  Baf.  Your  ladyfliip  certainly  takes  the  thing  in  a 
quite  right  light,  madam.  Mr.  Manly,  your  humble 
fervant  -  a-hem. 

Man.  Familiar  puppy  !  [AJide.']  Sir,  your  moft  obedient 
-  -  1  muft  be  civil  to  the  rafcal,  to  cover  my  fufpicion 
of  him.  [A/tie. 

Q.  Ha/.  Was  you  at  White's  this  morning,  fir  ? 
.    A/a«.  Yes,  fir,  I  juft  call'd  in. 

C.  Baf.  Pray---what—  -was  there  any  thing  done  there  ? 

Man.  Much  as  ufual,  fir  ;  the  fame  daily  carcafes,  and 
the  fame  crows  about  them. 

C.  iff.  The  Demoiyre  Baronet  had  a  bloody  tumble, 
yefterday. 

Man.  I  hope,  fir,  you  had  your  (hare  of  him  ? 

C.  Saf.  No  faith  !  1  came  in  when  it  was  all  over—I 
*hink  I  juft  made  a  couple  of  betts  with  him,  took  up  a 
cool  hundred,  and  fo  went  to  the  King's  Arms. 

.La*  Wrong.    What  a  genteel,   eafy  manner  he  has  ! 


Man.  A  very  hopeful  acquaintance  I  have  made  here  ! 

[42*. 
Enter 
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Enter  'Squire  RiChard,  ivirb  a  u>rt  brotvn p^pcr  on  hi i  fact. 

Sir  Fran.  How  naw,  Dick  !  what's  the  matter  with  thy 
forehead,  lad  ? 

ySqu.  Rnh.  I  ha  getten  a  knuck  upon't. 

La.  Wrong.  And  how  did  you  come  by  it,  you  hcedlefs 
creature  ? 

'6V///.  Rich.  Why  I  was  but  running  after  fitter,  and 
t'other  young  woman,  into  a  little  room  juft  naw  ;  arrd 
fo  with  that,  they  flapt  the  door  full  in  my  feace,  and 

gave  me  fuch  a  whnrr  here 1  thowght  they  Vuul 

beaten  my  brains  out  !   fo  I  gut  a  dab  of  wet  brown  paper 
here,  to  fwage  it  a  while. 

La.  W>-<ng.  They  ferved  you  right  enough  !  will  you 
never  have  done  with  your  hor'e  play  ? 

Sir  Fr.Tii.  Pooh!  never  heed  it,  lad  \  it  will  be  well  by 
to-morrow — the  boy  ha>  a  ftrong  head  ! 

Man.  Yes,  truly,  his  fkull  feem,  to  he  of  a  comfortable 
thicknefs.  [stjifte. 

Sir  Fran.  Come,  Dick,  here's  coufin  Manly—  Sir,  this 
is  your  god-fon. 

'Sq-u.  A'AA.  Henour'd  gudfeyther !  I  crave  leave  to  aflc 
your  blefllng. 

•     Man.  Thou  ha-ft  it,  child and  if  it  will  do  thce  any 

good,  may  it  be  to  make  thee,    at  leaft,  as  wife  a  man  as 
thy  father. 

La.  M'rcng.  Oh  !  here's  my  daughter  too. 
Enter  Mils  Jenny. 

la.  Wrong.  Mifs  Jenny  !  don't  you  fee  your  coufin, 
child  ? 

Mnn.  And  for  thre,  my  pretty  dear — [Saluttt  hs>.] 
may'ft  thou  be,  at  leaft,  as  good  a  woman  as  thy  mother. 

Jenny.  \  wifli  I  may  ever  be  fohandiome,  fir. 

Man.  Hah  !  mifs  Pert  !  Now  that's  a  thought,  that 
feems  to  have  been  hatcht  in  the  girl  on  this  fide  Highgate. 

[Afcle. 

Sir  Frfin.  Her  tongue  is  a  little  n'mble,  fir. 

La.  Wrong.  That's  only  from  her  country  education, 
Sir  Francis.  You  know  (he  has  been  kept  too  long  there 

fo   I   brought   her  to  London,  fir,  to  learn  a  little 

more  refeive  and  modefty. 

Man.  O,  the  beft  place  in  the  world  for  it every 

woman  fhe  meets  will  teach  her  lomething  of  it. — There's 

the  good  gentlewoman  of  the  houfe,  looks  like  a  knowing 

B  4  perion  ; 
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jperfon  ;  even  flic  perhaps  will  be  fo  good  as  to  fhewher 
'a  little  London  behaviour. 

Moth.  Alas,    fir,    mifs  won't  ftand  long  in  need  of  my 
Jnftruftions. 

Man.  That  I  dare  fay  }  what  thou  canft  teach  her,  flic 
.vnll  foon  be  miftrefs  of.  f  Afult. 

Moth.  -If  (he  does,  iir,  they  (hall  always  be  at  her  fer- 
vice. 

La  Wrong,  Very  obliging  indeed,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  Very  kind,  and  civil,  truly — I  think  we  arc 
£ot  into  a  mighty  good  hawfe  here. 

Man.  O  yes,  and  very  friendly  company. 

C.  Baf.  Humh!    1'  gad  I  don't  like  his  looks — he 
feems  a  little  i'moaky         I  believe  I  had  as  good  brulh 

wff If  I  Hay,  1  don't  know  but  he  may  a{k  me  foirte 

odd  quefrions.  {Ajidt. 

Man.  Well,  fir,  I  believe  you  and  \  do  but  hinder  the 
family 

C.  Baf.  It's  very  true,  Sir i  was  juft  thinking  of 

going-- He  don't  care  to  leave  me,  I  ,fee  :  but  it's  no 

matter,  ;ve  have  time  enough.  [///k/r.]  And  fo,  ladies, 
without  ceremony,  your  humble  fervant. 

[Exit  Count  Baflet,  and  drops  a  letter. 

La.  Wron*.  Ha  !  what  paper's  this  ?  Some  billetdoux, 
I'M  lay  my  life  ;  but  this  is  no  place  to  examine  it. 

[.Puts  it 

Sir  Fran.  Why  in  fuch  hafte,  coufin  ? 

Man.  O  !  my  lady  muft  have  a  great  many  affairs  upon 
Jber  hands,  after  fuch  a  journey. 

J-a.  Wrong.  I  believe,  fir,  I  {hall  not  have  much  lefs 
every  day,  while  I  ftay  in  this  town,  of  one  fort  or  other. 

Ma*.  Why  truly,  ladies  ieldom  want  employment  here, 
madam. 

jenny.  And  mama  did  not  come  to  it  to  be  idle,  fir. 

Man.  Nor  you  neither,  I  dare  fay,  my  young  miftrefs. 

Jeniy.  I  hope  not,  Iir. 

Man.    Ha  !     Mifs  Mettle  ! Where  are    you 

going,  fir  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Only  to  fge  you  to  th*  door,  fir. 

Man.  Oh!  Sir  Francis  t  1  love  to  come  and  go,  without 
ceremony. 

Sir  F'on.  Nay,  fir,  I  muft  do  as  you  will  have  me 

Your  humble  fervant.  [Exit  Manly. 
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f'.nny.  This  coufin  Manly,  papa,  feeras  to  be  but  of  an 
fort  of  a  crafty  humour— —I  don't  like  him  halt  fo 
well  as  the  Count. 

S.r  Fran.  Pooh  !  that's  another  thing,  child  - — Coufin 
is  a  little  proud  indeed  !  but  however  you  muft  always  be 
civil  to  him,  for  he  has  a  deal  of  money  ;  and  no  body 
knows  who  he  may  give  it  to. 

La.  li ong.  Pfhah  !  a  fig  for  his  money!  you  have  fo 
many  projects  of  late  about  money,  1  nee  you  are  a  parlia 
ment-man  :  what  !  we  muft  make  ourlelves  flaves  to  his 
impertinent  humours,  eight  or  ten  years  perhaps,  in 
hopes  to  be  his  heirs  ;  and  then  he  will  be  j  .ill  old  enough 
to  marry  his  maid. 

Moth.  Nay,  for  that  matter,    madam,  the  town  fay« 
he  is  going  to  be  married  altogether. 
Sir F -ait.  Who?  coulin  Manly? 
La.  W'-fng.  To  whom,   pray  ? 

Moth.  Why,  is  it  poflible  your  ladyfliip  ihould  know 
nothing  of  it  ?  to  my  Lord  Townly's  filler,  Lady 

Grace. 

La.  Wr™^.  Lady  Grace  ! 

Moth.  Dear  madam,  it  has  been  in  the  news-papers1! 
La.  Wrong.  \  don't  like  that  neither. 
Sir  Fran.  Naw,  I  do  ;    for  then  it's  likely  it  mayn't  be 
true. 

La.  Wrong.  [Afide.]  If  it  is  not  too  far  gone,  at  Ira  ft 
it  may  be  worth  one's  while  to  throw  a  rub  n  his  way. 

'Sqti.  Rich.  Fray,  feyther,  haw  lung  will  it  be  to  iupv 
per  ? 

S':r  Fran.  Odfo  !  that's  true  !  '  ftep  to  the  cook,  lad, 
'  and  art  what  (he  can  get  us. 

*  yjo-h.  ]f  yoii  pU-afe,  fir,  I  11  order  oneof  my  ma'ds  to . 
*  (htw  her  where  flie  may  have  any  thing  you  have  a  mind 

«  to. 

'  Sir  Fran.  Thank  you  kindly,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

*  'Squ.  Rich    Od's-flcfli !  what  is  not  it  i'th*  hawfeyet 

« J  flnil  be  ramlfht -but  hotild  !    I'll  go    and; 

'  a  •' •  i  oil,  an  rhrre's  none  o'th'goufepoy  left.. 

F'-'H.  Do  lo  ;  and  doeft  h^ar,  Dick fee  if 

'  there's  e'er  a  boitle  o'fh'  ilrung  b?er  that  came  i'th' 

«  coacii  with  us — ; if  there  be,  clap  a  toaltin  it,  and: 

'  bring  it  up. 

k  \'..  .  Rev.  With  a  little  nutmeg,  and  iugar,  fliawn'c 
'I  feyther?  ^B..-  '-S 
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«  S lr  Fran.  Ay  !  ay  !  as  thee  and  I  always  drink  it  for 

•  breakfaft Go  thy  ways  ! — and  I'll  fill  a  pipe  i'th* 

'  mean  while.     [Takes  one  from  a  pocket-cafe,  and  fiiU  ;'/.]' 

\_Ex.  'Squire  Richard. 

*  La.  Wron%.  This  boy  is  always  thinking  of  his  belly ! 
•'     '  Sir  Fran.  Why,  my  dear,   you  may  allow  him  to  be 

'  a  little  hungry  after  his  journey. 

*  La.  Wrong.  Nay,  ev'n  breed  him  your  own  way— 

•  He  has  been  cramming  in  or  out  the  coach  all  this  day, 
«  I  am  fure 1  wifli  my  poor  gill  could  eat  a  quarter  as 

•  much. 

«  Jcnn-f.  O  for  thflt  I   could  eat   a   great  deal  more, 

•  mama ;  but  then  mayhap,  I  fliould  grow  coarfe,  like 

•  him,  and  fpoil  my  fhape. 

*  La.  Wrong.  Ay  fo  thou  would'ft,  my  dear. 

*  Entir  'Squire  Richard,  -with  a   full  tankard. 

'  'S-'tv.  Rich.  Here,  feyther,  I  ha'  browght  it it'i 

«  well  I  went  as  I  did  ;  for  our  Doll  had  juft  baked  a 
'  toaft,  and\vas  going  to  drink  it  herfelf. 

4  Sir  Fran.  Why  then,  here's  to  thee,  Dick  !    [Drinks. 

4  'Squ.  Rich.  Thonk  yow,  feyther. 

'  La.  Wro,.?.  Lord!  Sir   Francis  !  I  wonder  you  can 

•  encourage  the  boy  to  fwill  fo  much  of  that  lubberly 

•  liquor it's  enough  to  make  him  quite  ftupid. 

4  '£ u.  Rich.  Why,  it  niver  hurts  me,  mother  ;  and  I 
4  fleep  like  a  hawnd  after  it.  [Drinkt. 

4  Sir  Ft  an.  I  am  fure  I  ha'  drunk  it  thefe  thirty  years, 
'  and  by  your  leave,  madam,  1  don't  know  that  I  want 
4  wit  :  ha  !  ha  ! 

*  Jenny.  But  you  might  have  had  a  great  deal  more, 
4  papa,  if  you  would  have  been  govern'd  by  my  mother. 

'  Sir  Fran.  Dowghter  !  he  that  is  govern'd  by  his  wife, 

•  has  no  wit  at  all. 

*  Jenny.  Then  I  hope  I  fhall  marry  a  fool,  fir  j  for  I 

•  love  to  govern  dearly. 

'  Sir  Fran.  You  are  too  pert,  child ;  it  don't  do  well 

•  in  a  young  woman. 

*  La.  Wrong.  Pray,  Sir  Francis,  don't  fnub  her ;  (he 

•  has  a  fine  growing  fpirit,    and  if  you  check  her  fo,  you 

•  will  make  her  as  dull  as  her  brother  there. 

*  'Squ.  Rich.    [Jftsr  a  long  draught.]  Indeed,  moather, 

•  I  think  my  fifter  is  too  forward. 
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«  Jenny.    You!    you  think  I'm  too  forward!    fure  ! 

•  brother  mud  !  your  head's  too  heavy  to  think  of  any 
«  thing  but  your  belly. 

«  La.  Wron*.    Well  faid,    mifs ;    he's   none    of  your 
«  matter,  tho'  he  is  your  elder  brother. 

•  'tya.    /?/<*.    No,    nor  the  (hawn't  be  my  miflrefs, 
«  while  (he's  younger  fitter. 

«  &V  Fran.  Well   laid,    Dick  :    (hew   'em   that   ilawt 
<  liquor  makes  a  ftawt  heart,  lad  ! 

•  'A>.  /te/i.  So  I  wull !  and  I'll  drink  ageen  for  all 

•  her!  [ZWwb.1 

JE«/rr  John  Moody. 

5/r  Fran.  So,  John  !    how  are  the  horfes  ? 
J.  AfW.  Troth,  fir,  I  ha'  noa  good  opinion  o'  this 
tawn  ;  it's  made  up  o'  mifchief,  I  think. 
Sir  Fran.  What's  the  matter  naw  ? 

J.  Mwd.  Why,  I'll  tell  your  worfliip before  we 

were  gotten  to  th'  itreet  end  with  the  coach  here,  a  great 
luggerherul  cart,  with  wheels  as  thick  as  a  brick  wall, 
laid  hawld  on't,  and  has  poo'd  it  aw  to  bits  ;  crack  !  went 
the  perch  !  down  goes  the  coach  !  and  whang  !  fays  the 
glalies,  all  to  ftiivers  !  Marcy  upon  us  !  and  this  be  Lon« 
don  !  would  we  were  aw  weell  i'th'  country  agcen  ! 

Jenny.  What  have  you  to  do,  to  wi(h  us  all  in  the  coun 
try  again,  Mr.  Lubber  ?  I  hope  we  (hall  not  go  into  the 
co'untry  again  thefe  feven  years,  mamma  ;  let  twenty 
coaches  be  pull'd  to  pieces. 

Sir  Fran.  Hold  your  tongue,  Jenny  !— •—  Was  Roger 
in  no  fault,  in  all  this  ? 

J..  Mood.  Noa,    fir,    nor  I  noather Are  not  yow 

afheam'cl,  fays  Roger  to  the  carter,  to  do  fuch  an  unkind 
.thing  by  ftrangers  ?  Noa,  fays  he,  you  bumpkin.  Sir, 
he  did  the  thing  on  very  purpofe  !  and  fo  the  folks  faid 

that  flood  by Very  wtll,  fays  .Roger,  yow   fhall  fee 

what  our  meafter  will  fay  to  ye  !  Your  meaiter  !  fays  he  ; 

your  meafter  may  kifs  my and  fo  he  clapt  his  hand 

juft   rhere,  and   like  your  worfliip.     Flefli !    I  thowght 
they  had  better  breeding  in  this  tawn. 

«S'->  Fran.  I'll  teach  this  rafcal  fome,  I  warrant  him  ! 
Odsbud  !  if  I  take  him  in  hand,  I'll  play  the  devil  with 
him. 

'Sq u.  R-tb.  Ay  do,  feyther,  have  him  before  the  parli- 
mem, 

B  6  fir  Fray. 
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Sir  Fran.  Odfoud !  and  fo  I  will 1  will. make  him 

know  who  I  am  !   Where  does  he  live  ? 

J*  Mood.  I  believe  in  London,  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  What's  the  rafcal's  name  ? 

7.  Mood.  I  think  I  heard  fomebody  call  him  Dick. 
Squ.  Rich.  \\  hat,  my  name  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Where  did  he  go  ? 

J.  Mood.  Sir,  he  went  home. 

Kir  Fran.  Where's  that  ? 

J,  Mo»d.  By  my  troth,  fir,  I  doan't  know!  I  heard 
•him  fay  he  would  crofs  the  lame  ftreet  again  to-morrow  ; 
and  if  we  had  a  mind  to  itaud  in  his  way,  he  would  pool 
us  over  and  over  again. 

Sir  Fran.  Will  he  fo !  Odfzooks !  get  me  a  con- 
Jrable, 

La  W  -ong.  Pooh  !  get  you  a  good  fupper.  Come, 
Sir  Brands,  don't  put  yourfelf  in  a  he.at  for  what  can't 
be  lulpt.  r'.ccidtnts  will  happen  to  people  that  travel 

abroad  to  fee  the  world For  my  part,  I   think  it's  a 

mercy  it  was  not  overturn'd  before  we  were  all  out  on't. 

£:r  Fran.  \Vhy  ay,  that's  true  again,  my  dear. 

La.  Wrong*  i  here  fore  fee  to-morrow  if  we  can  buy 
one  at  fecond-hand,  for  prefent  ufe  :  fo  befpeak  a  new 
one,  and  then  ail's  ealy. 

J.  Mead.  Why  troth,  fir,  I  doan't  think  this  could 
have  held  you  above  a  day  longer. 

Sir  fra-i.  D'ye  think  fo,  John  ? 

J.  Mood,  Why  you  ha'  had  it  ever  fen'  your  worfhip 
were  high-flieriff. 

6VV  Fran.  Why  then  go  and  fee  what  Doll  has  got  us 
for  fupper--  and  come  and  get  off  my  boots. 

[Exs/;n  Sir  Francis  and  J.  Moody. 

La.  Wrrr.g.  In  the  mean  time,  mifs,  do  you  ftep  to 
Handy,  and  bid  her  get  me  fome  frefli  night-cloaths. 

[Exit  Lady  Wronghead. 

Jenny.  Yes,  mama,  and  fome  for  my felf  too. 

[Exit  Jenny. 

'Squ.  Ricb.  Od's-flefh  !  and  what  mun  I  do  all  alone  ? 

I'll  e'en  feek  out  where  t'other  pratty  mifs  is, 

And  ihe  and  I'll  go  play  at  cards  for  kifles.          [Exit, 


C  T   III. 
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ACT  III.    .SCENE  Lord  Townly'j  Houfe. 


Enter  Lord  Townly,  a  Servant  attending. 


L.  Town. 


w 


HO's  there? 
Ser-v.  My  Lord  ! 


•Lady  Grace,  your 


L.  Town.  Bid  them  get  dinner- 
fervant. 

Enter  Lady  Grace. 

La.  Grace.  What,  is  the  houfe  up  already  ?  My  lady 
is  not  dreft  yet ! 

L.  Town.  No  matter — its  three  o'clock — flie  may  break 
my  reft,  but  flie  (hall  nor  alter  my  hours. 

La.  Grace.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  that  now,  for  flie 
dines  abroad. 

L.  To-wn.  That,  I  fuppofc,  is  only  an  excufe  for  her 
.not  being  ready  yet. 

La.  Grace.  No,  upon  my  word,  flie  is  engaged  to  com 
pany. 

L.  Town.  Where,  pray  ? 

La.  Grace.  At  my  lady  Revel's ;  and  you  know  they 
never  dine  'till  ("upper-time. 

L.  Toivn.   No  tru'y flie  is  one  of  thofe  orderly  ladies, 

who  never  let  the  fun  fhine  upon  any  of  their  vices  I— 
But  pr'ythee,  filler,  what  humour  is  flie  in  to-day  ? 

La.  Grace.  O  !  in  tip  top  (pints,  I  can  allure  you— — 
flie  won  a  good  deal  laft  night. 

L.  Town,  i  know  no  difference  between  her  winning  or 
lofine,  while  flie  continues  her  courfe  of  life. 

La.  Gracs.  However  flie  is  better  in  good  humour  than 
bad. 

L.Toivn.  Much  alike:  when  flie  is  in  good  humour, 
other  people  only  are  the  better  for  it  :  when  in  a  very  ill 
humour,  then,  indeed,.  I  feldom  fail  to  have  my  fliare  of 
her. 

La-  Grace.  Well,  we  won't  talk  of  that  now  .  Does 

any  body  dine  here  ? 

L.-Town.  Manly  pmrmfcd  me by  the  way,  madam, 

what  do  you  think  of  his  htft  converfation  ? 

La.  Grace.  1  am  a  little  at  a  ftand  about  it* 

Lt  Town.  How  fo  ? 

La,  Grace* 
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La.  Grace.  Why— —I  don't  know  how  he  can  efcr 
have  any  thoughts  of  me,  that  could  lay  down  fuch  fcvcre 
rules  upon  wives,  in  my  hearing. 

L.  Town.  Did  you  think  his  rules  unreasonable  ? 
La.  Grace.  I  can't  fay  I  did  :  but  he  might  have  had  a 
little  more  complaifance  before  me,  at  leaft. 

L.  Town.  Complaifance  is  only  a  proof  of  good  breed 
ing  :  but  his  plainnefs  was  a  certain  proof  of  his  honefty  ; 
nay,  of  his  good  opinion  of  you:  for  he  would  never  have 
opened  himfelffo  freely,  but  in  confidence  that  your  good 
fenfe  could  not  be  diibbliged  at  it. 

La.  Grace,  My  good  opinion  of  him,  brother,  has 
hitherto  been  guided  by  yours :  but  I  hare  received  a 
letter  this  morning  that  fliews  him  a  very  different  man 
from  what  1  thought  him. 

L.  Town.  A  letter  !  from  whom  ? 

La.  Grace.  That  I  don't  know,  but  there  it  is. 

[Givei  a  letter. 

L.  Town.  Pray  let's  fee.  [Rradi. 

Iht  incioft'd,   maaam,  fill  accidentally  into   ?>:y   i.indi ;    if 

it  no  -way   concerns  you,  you  will  onlj  hdie  the  trouble 

of  reading  this,   from  your  foiccre  Jr:'.nd  and  bumble 

fcrvantt   Unknown,  &c. 

La.  Grace.  And  this  was  the  inclofed.      [Giving  another. 
L.   'Town.  [ReaA.]  To  Charles  Manly,  Efq. 

Tour  manner  of  living  -with  me  of  late,  convinces  mi, 
that  I  now  groiv  as  painful  to  >ou,  as  to  rnyfdf:  but 
however,  though  you  can  l.-jt  me  no  longer,  I  ho*xe 
you  will  not  let  me  live  ivorfe  than  I  did,  before  I  lift 
an  bontjt  income^  for  the  wain  hopes  of  being  ever 
yourtt 

Myrtilla. 
I.   S.     Tit  a7>o<vt-  four  months  Jince  I  received  a 

Jbillin^  from  you. 
Ea.  Grace.  What  think  you  now  ? 

L.  To^va.  I  am  confiderirg 

La.  Grace.  You  fee  it's  diro&ed  to  him . 

L.  Town.  That's  true !  hut  the  poftfcript  feems  to  be  a 
reproach,  that  I  think  he  is  not  capable  of  dcferving. 

La.  Grace.  But  who  could  have  concern  enough  to  fend 
it  to  me  ? 

L.  Town.  I  have  obferved,  that  thefe  fpvt  of.letters  from 
unknown  friends,  generally  come  from  fecrct  enemies. 

ttf.  Gract» 

•      V 
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La.  Grace.  What  would  you  have  me  do  in  it  ? 

L.  Town.  What  I  think  you  ought  to  do fairly  fiicw 

it  him,  and  fay  1  advifed  you  to  it. 

La.  Grace.  Will  not  that  have  a  very  odd  look,  from 
me  ? 

L.  Town.  Not  at  all,  if  you  ufe  my  name  in  it:  if  he 
is  innocent,  his  impatience  to  appear  fo,  will  difcovcr  his 
regard  to  you  :  if  he  is  guilty,  it  will  be  your  beft  way  of 
preventing  his  addrefles. 

La.  Grace.  But  what  pretence  have  I  to  put  him  out  of 
countenance  ? 

L.  Totvn.  I  can't  think  there's  any  fear  of  that. 

La.  Grace.  Pray  what  is't  you  do  think  then  ? 

L.  Tcwn.  Why  certainly,  that  it's  much  more  probable 
this  letter  may  be  all  an  artifice,  than  that  he  is  in  the  leaft 
concern'd  in  it.  • 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Mr.  Manly,  my  lord. 

L.  Tmva.  Do  you  receive  him,  while  I  ftep  a  minute  in 
to  my  lady.  [Exeunt  Lord  Townly  and  Servant. 

Enter  Manly. 

Mat:.  Madam,  your  moft  obedient :  they  told  me,  my 
lord  was  here. 

La.  Grace.  He  will  be  here  prefently  ;  he  is  but  juil 
gone  in  to  my  fitter. 

Man.  So  !  then  my  lady  dines  with  us. 

La.  Grace.  No  ;  flic  is  engaged. 

Man.  I  hope  you  are  not  of  her  party,  madam  ? 

La.  Grace.  Not  till  after  dinner. 

Man.  And  pray  how  may  flic  have  difpofed  of  the  reft 
of  the  day  ? 

La.  Grace.  Much  as  ufual !  flie  has  vifits  'till  about 
eight;  -after  that,  till  court-time,  flie  is  to  be  at  quadiiile, 
at  Mrs.  Idlc's  :  after  the  drawing-room,  flie  takes  a  fliort 
fupper  with  my  lady  Moonlight.  And  from  thence  they 
go  together  to  my  lord  Noble's  aflembly. 

Man.  And  are  you  to  do  all  this  with  her,  madam  ? 

La.  Grace.  Only  a  few  of  the  vifits :  I  would  indeed 
have  drawn  her  to  the  play  ;  but  I  doubt  we  have  fo  much 
upon  our  hands,  that  will  not  be  practicable. 

Man.   But  how  can  you  forbear  all  the  reft  of  it  ? 

La.  Grate.  There's  no  great  merit  in  forbearing  what 
one  is  not  charm'd  with. 

Man, 


40       THE  PROVOKED  HUSBAND:  Or, 

Man.  And  yet  I  have  found  'that  very  difficult,  in  my 
time. 

La,  Grace.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Man.  Why,  I  have  palVd  a  great  deal  of  my  life  in  the 
hurry  of  the  ladies,  though  I  was  generally  better  pleafed 
when  1  was  at  quiet  without  'em. 

La.  Grace.  What  induced  you,  then,  to  be  with  them  ? 

Man.  Idlenefs,  and  the  fafliion. 

La   Grace.  No  miftrefles  in  the  cafe  ? 

Man.  To  fpeak  honeftly  —  yes  —  Being  often  in  the  toy- 
fljop,  there  was  no  forbearing  the  bawbles. 

La.  Grace.  And  of  courfe,  I  fuppofe,  fometimes  you 
were  tempted  to  pay  for  them  twice  as  much  as  they  were 
worth.  Nay,  I  fpeak  only  from  my  little  experience  : 
for  (I'll  be  free  with  you,  Mr.  Manly)  I  don't  know  a  man 
in  the  world,  that,  in  appearance,  might  better  pretend  to 
a  woman  of  the  firft  merit  than  yourfef;  and  yet  I  have 
a  reafon,  in  my  hand  here,  to  think  you  have  your 
failings. 

Man.  I  have  infinite,  madam  ;  but  I  am  fure,  the  want 
•f  ai;  implicit  re  fpeft  for  you,  is  not  among  the  number 
^—  Pray,  what  is  in  your  hand,  madam  f 

La.  Grace.  Nay,  lir,  1  have  no  title  to  it  ;  for  the 
direction  is  to  you.  [Givs>  him  a  letter.. 

Man.  To  me  !   I  don't  remember  the  hand 


-:as  to  >:> 

La.  Grace.  I  can't  perceive  any  change  of  guilt  in  him  ! 
and  his  furprize  feemt>  natural!  {AJide]  --  <^ive  me 
leave  to  tell  you  one  thing  by  the  way,  Mr.  Munly  ;  that 
1  fliould  never  have  (hewn  you  this,  but  that  my  bro.her 
enjoyri'vi  me  to  it. 

Man.  I  take  thnt  to  proceed  f.om  my  lord's  good  opi 
nion  of  me,  madam. 

I.  a.  Grace.  1  hope,  at  leaft,  it  will  ftand  as  an  excufe 
for  my  taking  this  liberty. 

Man.  I  never  yet  faw  you  do  nny  thing,  madam,  that 
wanted  :;n  e-ACP'e;  and,  I  hope,  you  vill  not  £,ive.  ine  an 
ic'frtnce  to  .  iv.  i,  nirury,  by  refufin^the  <-'avour  I  .im  going 
to  falli.  you 

La.  r'rci.f.  I  lon'c  believe  J  fiiall  refufe  any,  that  yon 
think  proper  ..o 

An,:  Only  this,  madam  ;  to  indulge  me  'i>  far  as  to 
let  me  know  how  this  icuer  cuii,.  into  your  hands. 

La.  Gract*  . 
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•La*  Grace.  Inclofed  to  me  in  this,  without  a  name. 

Man.  If  there  be  no  fecret  in  the  contents,  madam-— 

La.  Grace.  Why  -  there  is  an  impertinent  infmuatioa 
in  it  ;  but  as  I  know  your  good  fenfc  will  think  it  fo  too, 
I  will  venture  to  trufl  you. 

Man.  You  oblige  me,  madam. 

[  He  tales  the  other  letter,  and  reads* 

La.  Grace,  \_J4jide.'\  Now  am  I  in  the  oddelt  fit  nation  ! 
tnethinks  our  converfation  grows  terribly  critical  !  '1  his 
inuft  produce  fomething  :  -  O  lud,  would  it  were 
ever  ! 

Man.  Now,  madam,  I  begin  to  have  Come  light  into 
the  poorproje<St  that  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  this. 

La.  Grace.  I  have  np  notion  of  what  could  be  propofcd 
by  it. 

Man.  A  little  patience,  madam—  -Firft,  a3  to  the  in- 
you  mention 


La.  Grace.  O  !   what  is  he  going  tb  fay  no.v  !         [AJi<J(. 

Man.  Tho'  my  intimacy  with  my  lord  may  have  allow'd 
my  vifits  to  have  been  very  frequent  here  of  late;  yet,  iu 
fuch  a  talki:,g  .  nvn  as  this,  you  mud  not  wonder,  if  a 
.great  many  of  thofe  vitits  are  placed  to  your  account  :  and 
this  taken  for  granted,  1  fuppofe,  has  been  told  to  my  lady 
Wronghead,  as  a  piece  of  news,  fince  her  arrival,  not 
.improbably  without  many  more  imaginary  circumihinces. 

La.  Grace.  My  lady  Wronghead  ! 

Man.   Ay,  madam,  for  I  am  politive  thi.-  is  her  hand. 

La.  Grace.  What  view  could  flic  have  in  writing  it  r 

Man.  To  interrupt  any  treaty  of  marriage  fhe  may  have 
heard  I  am  engaged  in  ;  becaufe  if  I  die  without  heirs, 
her  family  experts  that  fome  part  of  my  efhue  may  return 
to  them  again.  But,  I  hope,  flie  is  fo  far  miftaken,  thai 
if  this  letter  has  given  you  the  leaft  uneafincfs—  —  I  fhall 
.think  that  the  happieft  moment  of  my  life. 

La.  Grace.  That  does  not  carry  your  ufual  complaifance, 
Mr.  Manly. 

Man.  Yes,  madam,  becaufe  I  am  fure  I  can  convince 
you  of  my  innocence. 

La.  Grace.  I  am  furc  I  have  no  right  to  enquire  into  it. 

Mar.  Suppofe  you  may  not,  madam  ;  yet  you  may  very 
innocently  have  fo  much  curioiity. 

La.  Grace.  With  wh*t  an  artful  gentlencfs  he  fleals  into 
my  opinion!  [Ajtde.]  Well,  fir,  I  won't  pretend  to  have 

fo 
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fo  little  of  the  woman  in  me  as  to  want  curiofity——  But 
pray,   do  you  fuppofe,    then,  this  Myrtilla  is  a  real  or 
a  fictitious  name  ? 

Man.  Now.  I  recol'eA,  madam,  there  is  a  young  woman 
in  the  houfe  where  my  lady  Wronghead  lodges,  that  I 
heard  Come1,  ody  called  Myrtilla  :  this  letter  may  be  written 
by  her— but  how  it  c:tme  directed  to  me,  I  confefs  is  a 
myftery  ;  that  before  I  ever  prefume  to  fee  your  lady  (hip- 
again,  I  think  myfelf  obliged,  in  honour,  to  find  out. 

[Going* 

La.  Grace.  Mr.  Manly you  are  not  going  ? 

Man.  'Tis  but  to  the  next  ilreet,  madam  ;  I  fhall  be 
back  in  ten  minutes. 

La.  Grace.  Nay  !  but  dinner's  juft  coming  up. 

Man.  Madam,  I  can  neither  eat  nor  reft  till  I  fee  an  end 
of  this  affair! 

La.  Grace.  Kut  this  is  fo  odd!  why  fhould  any  filly 
curiofity  of  mine  drive  you  away  ? 

Man.  Since  you  won't  fuffer  it  to  be  yours,  madam, 
then  it  fliall  be  only  to  fatisfy  my  own  curiofity——— 

[Exit  Manly. 

La.  Grace.  Well and  now,  what  am    1   to  think   of 

all  this  ?  Or,  fuppofe  an  indifferent  perfon  had  heard 
every  word  <^e  have  faid  to  one  another,  what  would  they 
have  thought  on't  ?  Would  it  have  been  very  abfurd  to 
conclude,  he  is  ferioufly  inclined  to  pafs  the  reft  of  his 

life  with  me  ? I  hope  not for  1  am  fure,  the  cafe 

is  terribly  clear  on  my  fide  ! 

Enttr  Mrs.  Trufty. 
Well,  Mrs.  Trufty,  is  my  fifter  dreft  yet  ? 

Trufty.  Yes,  madam  ;  but  my  lord  has  been  courting 
her  fo,  I  think,  'till  they  are  both  out  of  humour. 
.     La.  Grace.  How  fo  ? 

Trufty.  Why,  it  betnm,  madam,  with  his  lordfliipV 
defiring  her  ladyfhip  to  dine  at  home  to  day — upon  which 
my  lady  faid  (he  could  not  be  ready  ;  upon  that,  my  lord 
order'd  them  to  ftay  the  dinner,,  and  then  my  lady  crder'd 
the  coach  ;  then  my  lo  d  took  her  fhort,  and  faid,  he  had 
order'd  the  coachman  to  fet  up  :  then  my  lady  made  him  a 
great  curtefy,  and  faid,  Ihe  would  wait  'till  his  lordfhip'$ 
horfes  had  dined,  and  was  mighty  ^leafant  :  but  for  fear 
pf  the  worft,  madam,  ihs  whifpcr'd  me  to  get  her 

ch-jir  ready.  [Exit  Trufty. 

La,  Gr&c:* 
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La.  Grace.  Oh  !  here  they  come ;  and,  by  their  looks' 
Ibcm  a  little  unfit  for  company.  [Exit  Lady  Grace, 

Enter  Lady  Townly,  Lord  Townly  folio-wing. 

La.  Town.  Well !  look  you,  my  lord  ;  I  can  bear  it  no 
longer  !  nothing  ftill  but  about  my  faults,  my  faults !  an 
agreeable  fubjeft  truly ! 

L.  Town.  Why,  madam,  if  you  won't  hear  of  them  ; 
how  can  I  ever  hope  to  fee  you  mend  them  ? 

La.  Town.  Why,  I  don't  inrend  to  mend  them— — 
I  can't  mend  them  •  you  know  I  have  tried  to  do  it 

an  hundred  times,  and  •  -it  hurts  me  fo  -I  can't  bear 
it  ! 

L.  Town.  And  I,  madam,  can't  bear  this  daily  licen 
tious  abufe  of  your  time  and  charafter. 

La.  Tmvn.  Abufe  !  aftonifhing  !  when  the  univerfe 
knows,  I  am  never  better  company,  than  when  I  am  doing 
what  I  have  a  mind  to!  But  to  fee  this  world  !  that  men 
can  never  get  over  that  filly  fpirit  of  contradiction  •••  •• 
why  but  laft  Thurfday  now— —there  you  wifely  amended 
one  of  my  faults,  as  you  call  them  — you  infifted 

upon  my  not  going  to  the  mafquerade— — — and  pray, 
what  was  the  confequence  !  was  not  I  as  crofs  as  the  Devil, 
all  the  night  after  ?  was  not  I  forced  to  get  company  at 
home  ?  and  was  it  not  almoil  three  o-clock  in  the  morning 
before  I  was  able  to  come  to  myfelf  again  ?  and  then  the 

fault  is  not  mended  neither for  next  time,  I  lhall  only 

have  twice  the  inclination  to  go  :  fo  that  all  this  mending, 
and  mending,  you  fee,  is  but  darning  an  old  ruffle,  to 
make  it  worfe  than  it  was  before. 

L.  Town.  Well,  the  manner  of  women's  living,  of  late, 
is  infupportable  ;  and,  one  way  or  other 

La»  Town.  It's  to  be  mended,  I  fuppofe  !  why  fo  it 
may ;  but  then,  my  dear  lord,  you  muft  give  one  time 
and  when  things  are  at  worft,  you  know,  they  may 
mend  themfelves !  ha  !  ha ! 

L.  Town.  Madam,  1  am  not  in  a  humour,  now,  to 
trifle. 

La.  Toivn.  Why  then,  my  lord,  one  word  of  fair  ar 
gument—to  talk  with  you,  your  own  way  now  •  You 
complain  of  my  late  hours,  and  I  of  your  early  ones— — 

fo  far  are  we  even,  you'll  allow but  pruy  which  gives 

us  the  belt  figure,  in  the  eye  of  the  polite  world  ?  my 
aftive,  fpirited  three  in.  the  morning,  or  your  dull,  dt  owiy 

eleven 
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eleven  a*  night  ?  ISuvv,  I  think,  one  has  the  air  of  a  -voman 
of  quality,  and  t'other  of  a  plodding  mechanic,  that  goes 
to  bed  betimes,  that  he  may  rife  early,  to  open  his  fhup  ! 
•—-faugh  ! 

L.  Tan-n.  Fy,  fy,  madam  !  is  this  your  way  of  iv.i- 
foning  ?  'tis  time  to  wake  you  then— — *' Tis  not  your  ill 
hours  aloue,  that  difturb  me,  but  as  of  ten  the  ill  company, 
that  occation  thofe  ill  hou;s. 

La.  Tu-wn.  Sure  I  don't  underfcuid  you  now,  my  lord  ; 
what  ill  companv  do  1  keep  i 

L.  Town.  Why,  at  bell,  women  that  !ofe  their  money, 
and  men  that  *in  it!  or,  perhaps,  men  that  ire  volun 
tary  bubbles  at  one  cjanic,  in  hopes  a  lady  will  give  them 
fair  play  at  another.  T  en  that  unavoidab'e  mix t'  re  with 
known  rakes,  c<,  nceal'd  thieves,  and  ih  rpers  in  f-m- 

broidery or  what,    to   me,    is    dill    more   (hocking, 

that  herd  of  familiar,  chatte  ing,  crop  ear'd  coxo  , 
who  are  !b  often  like  monkeys,  there  would  be  no  knowing 
them  afunder,  but  that  their  t*ils  hang  from  then  heads, 
and  the  monkey's  grows  where  it  fhouid  do. 

.La.  7W>«.  And  a  hufl^nd  muft  give  eminent  proof  of 
his  fenfe,  that  thinks  their  powder-puffs  dan^en.us  ! 

L.  Town.  Their  being  tools,  madam,  is  not  always  the 
hulband's  fecurity  :  or  if  it  were,  fortune,  fometimes, 
gives  them  advantages  might  make  a  thinking  wom^n 
tremble. 

La.  Town.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

L.  Town.  That  women,  fometimes,  lofe  more  than  they 
are  able  to  pay  ;  and  if  a  creditor  be  a  little  prefling,  the 
lady  may  be  reduced  to  try  if,  infleud  of  gold,  the  gentle 
man  will  accept  of  a  trinket. 

La.  Town.  My  lord,  you  grow  fcurri'ous  ;  you'll  make 
me  hate  you.  I'll  have  you  to  know,  1  keep  company 
with  the  politeft  people  in  town,  and  the  affembiies  I  fre 
quent  are  full  of  fuch. 

L.  Toiun.  So  are  the  churches now  and  then. 

La.  Toiun.  My  friend.5  frequent  them  too,  as  well  as  thf 
aflemblies. 

L.  Town.  Yes,  and  would  do  it  oftener,  if  a  groom  of 
the  chambers  there  were  allow'd  to  furnifli  carda  to  the 
company. 

La.  Tcwn.  I  fee  what  you  drive  at  all  this  while  ;  you 
would  lay  an  imputation  on  my  fame,  to  cover  your  own 

avarice  ! 
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avarice  !  I  might  take  any  pleafures,    I  find,  that  were 
not  expenfivc. 

L.  Town.  Have  a  carr,  madam  ;  don't  let  me  think 
you  only  value  your  chaftity,  to  make  me  reproachable 
for  not  indulging  you  in  every  thing  elfe  that's  vicious— 
I,  madam,  have  a  reputation  too,  to  guard,  that's  dear  to 
me,  as  yours— -The  follies  of  an  ungovern'd  wife  may 
make  the  vvifeft  man  uneafy  :  but  'tis  his  own  fault,  if  ever 
they  make  him  contemptible. 

La    Town.  My  lord — you  would  make  a  woman  mad  ! 
L.  Tuivn.  You'd  make  a  man  a  fool. 
La.   Town.  If  heaven  has  made  you  otherwife,  that  won't 
le  in  my  power. 

L.  Town.  Whatever  may  be  in  your  inclination,  madam, 
I'll  prevent  your  making  me  a  beggar,  at  lealt. 

La.  To iv n.  A  beggar  !   Croefus !   I'm  out  of  patience  f— • 
,  I  won't  come  home  'till  four  to-morrow  morning. 

L.  Town.  That  may  be,  madam  ;  but  I'll  order  the 
doors  to  be  lock'd  at  twelve. 

La.  Town.  Then  I  won't  come  home  'till  to-morrow- 
night. 

/..  Town.  Then,  madam;— you  (hall  never  come  home 

again.  [£.*•//  Lord  Townly. 

"  La.  Town.  What  does  he  mean  !  I  never  heard  fuch  a 

word  from  him  in  my  life  before  !   the  man  always  ufcd  to 

have  manners,  in  his  worft  humours !  there's  fomething, 

that  I  don't  fee,  at  the  bottom  of  all  this but  his 

head's  always  upon  fome  impracticable  Icheme  or  other, 
fo  1  won't  trouble  mine  any  longer  about  him. — Mr.  Man 
ly,  your  fervant. 

F.nttr  Manly. 

Man.  I  afk  pardon  for  my  intrufion,  madam  j  but  I 
hope  my  bufincfs  with  my  lo  d  will  excufe  it. 

La.  Town.  I  believe  you  will  find  him  in  the  next  room, 
fir. 

Man.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  madam  > 
La.  Town.  Sir— —you  have  my  leave,  tho*  you  were  a 
lady. 

Man.  [AJiJe.}  What  a  well-bred  age  do  we  live  in  ! 

[Exit  Manly. 
"Enter  Lsdy  Grace. 

La.  Town.  O  !  my  dear  lady  Grace  !  how  could  you 
leave  roc  io  unmercifully  alone  all  this  while  ? 
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La.  Grace.  I  thought  my  lord  had  been  with  you. 

La.  Town.  Why  yes— —and  therefore  I  wanted  your 
relief;  for  he  has  been  in  fuch  a  flutter  here— — 

La.  Grace.  Blefs  me  !   for  what  ? 

La.  Town.  Only  our  ufual  breakfaft  j  we  have  each  of 
\is  had  out  difh  of  matrimonial  comfort  this  morning  !  we 
have  been  charming  company  ! 

La.  Grace.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  it !  fure  it  muft  be  a 
vaft  happinefs,  when  a  man  and  a  wife  c*n  give  themfelves 
the  fame  turn  of  converfation  ! 

1st.  Town.  O  !   the  pi  ettiefl  thing  in  the  world  ! 

La.  Grace.  Now  I  fhould  be  afraid,  that  where  tw» 
people  are  every  day  together  fo,  they  mull  often  be  in 
want  of  fomethmg  to  talk  upon. 

La.  To-ivft.  O,  my  dear,  you  are  the  mod  miftaken  ia 
the  world  !  married  people  have  thing*  to  talk  of,  child, 
that  never  enter  into  the  imagination  of  others  why, 

here's  my  lord  and  I,  now,  we  have  not  been  married 
above  two  fliort  years,  you  know,  and  we  have  already 
eight  or  ten  things  conftantly  in  bank,  thar,  whenever  we 
vant  company,  we  can  take  up  any  one  of  them  for  two 
hours  together,  and  the  fubjeft  never  the  flatter  :  nay,  if 
we  have  occalion  for  it,  it  will  be  as  frelh  next  day  too, 
as  it  was  the  firft  hour  it  cntertain'd  us. 

La.  Grace.  Certainly,  that  mult  be  vaftly  pretty  ! 

La.  Town.  O !  there's  no  life  like  it !  Why,  t'other 
day,  for  example,  when  you  dined  abroad  ;  my  lord  and 
J,  after  a  pretty  cheerful  titc-a-tite  meal,  fat  down  by  the 
fire-fide,  in  an  tafy,  indolent,  pick-tooth  way,  for  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  as  if  \ve  had  not  thought  of  one  ano 
ther's  being  in  the  room — at  laft,  ftretching  himfelf,  and 
yawning— —My  dear,  fays  he—  :<w  -  you  came  home  very 
late,  latt  night— 'Tvvas  but  juft  turn'd  oi"  two,  fays  I  . .  .  .. 

I  was  a-bed— aw—  by  eleven,  fays  he So  you  etc  every 

night,  fays  I .      \Vcll,  fays  he,  I  am  amazed  you  can 

lit  up  fo  late How  can  \ou  be  amazed,  fays  'l,  at  a 

thing  that  happens  fo  often  ? u^on  which  we  entered 

into  a  conversation and  tho'  this  is  a  point  has  en- 

tertain'd  us  above  fifty  times  already,  we  always  find  fo 
many  pretty  new  things  to  fay  upon  it,  that,  I  believe,  in 
my  foul,  it  will  laft  as  long  as  we  live  ! 

La.  Grate. 
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La.  Grace.  But  pray,  in  fuch  fort  of  family  dialogues 
(tho1  extremely  well  tor  puffing  the  time)  don't  there,  now 
and  then,  enter  fome  little  witty  fort  of  hitternefs  ? 

La.  Town.  O  yes !  which  does  not  do  amifs  at  all!  A 
fmart  repartee,  with  a  zeft  of  recrimination  at  the  head  of 
it,  makes  the  prettieft  fherbet !  Ay»  ay  !  if  we  did  not  mix  a 
litt'e  of  the  acid  with  it,  a  matrimonial  fociety  would  be  fo 
lufcious,  that  nothing  but  an  old  liquorifh  prude  would  be 
able  to  bear  it. 

La.  Grace.  Well— —certainly  you  have  the  molt 
elegant  tafte 

La.  Town.  Tho'  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  dear,  I  rather 
think  we  fqueezed  a  little  too  much  lemon  into  it  this 

bout;  for  it  grew  fo  four  at  latf,  that— —  I  think 1 

almoft  told  him  he  was  a  tool— —and  he  again— — talk'd 
fomething  oddly  of turning  me  out  of  doors  ! 

La.  Grace.  O  !  have  a  care  of  that ! 

La.  Town.  N<»y,  if  he  fhould,  I  may  thank  my  Oivn 
wife  father  for  that  - 

La.  G'ace.   How  fo  ? 

La.  Town.  Why —  when  my  good  lord  firft  open'd 
his  honourable  trenches  before  me,  my  unaccountable  pap:i, 
in  whofe  hands  I  then  was,  gatfe  me  up  at  difcretion  ! 

La.  Giacc.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

La.  To-wn.  He  f  iid,  the  wives  of  this  age  were  come  to 
that  pafs,  that  he  would  not  dcfire  even  his  o.vn  daughter 
fliould  be  trufted  with  pin-money  ;  fo  that  my  whole  train 
of  fe  pa  rate  inclinations  are  left  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  an 
hufband's  odd  humours. 

La.  Graa.  Why,  that,  indeed,  is  enough  to  make  a 
woman  of  fpirit  look  about  her  ! 

La.  Town.  Nay,  but  to  be  fcrious,  my  dear;  what 
would  you,  really,  have  a  woman  do  in  my  cafe  ? 

La.  Grace.  Why  .if  I  had  as  fober  a  hufband  a* 

you  have,  I  would  make  myfelf  the  happieit  wife  in  the 
world,  ry  being  as  fober  as  he. 

La.  Tnv/i.  O  !  you  wicked  thing  !  how  can  you  teize 
one  at  this  rate  ?  when  you  know  he  is  fo  very  fober,  that 
(except  giving  me  money)  there  is  not  one  thing  in  the 
world  he  can  do  to  pleafe  me  !  And  I,  at  the  fame  time, 
partly  by  nature,  and  paitly,  perhaps,  by  keeping  the  bell 
company,  do  with  my  foul  love  almoft  every  thing  he 
hates !  I  do  at  upon  afTemblies !  my  heart  bound;,  ft  a 

ball; 
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ball;  and  at  an  opera— —I  expire!  then  I  love  play,  t» 

diftra&ion  !  cards,  enchant  me  !  and  dice put   me  out 

of  my  little  wits  !  Dear!  dear  hazard  !  oh  !  what  a  flow 
of  fpirits  it  gives  one !  Do  you  never  play  at  hazard, 
child  ? 

La.  Grace.  Oh  !  never  !  I  don't  think  it  fits  well,  upon 
women  :  there's  fomething  fo  mafculine,  ib  much  the  air 
of  a  rake,  in  it !  you  fee  how  it  makes  the  men  fwear  and 
curfe !  and  when  a  woman  is  thrown  into  the-  fame  pafii^a 

La.  Town.  That's  very  true !  one  w  a  little  put  to  it, 
fometimes,  not  to  make  ufe  of  the  fame  words  to  exprefs 
it. 

La.  Grace.  Well— ———and,  upon  ill  luck,  pray  what 
words  are  you  really  forced  to  make  life  of? 

La.  Town.  Why,  upon  a  very  hard  cafe,  indeed,  whert 
a  fad  wrong  word  is  riling  juft'to  one's  tongue's  end,  I  give 
a  great  gulp  •  and  fwallow  it, 

La.  Grace.  Well  and  is  not  that  enough  to  make 

you  forfvvear  play  as  long  as  you  live  ? 

La.  Tffivn.  O  yes!    I  have  forfworn  it. 

La.  Graft.  Scrioufly  ? 

La.  Town.  Solemnly  !  a  thoufand  times  j  but  then  on& 
is  conftantly  forfworn. 

La.  Grace.   And  how  can  you  anfwer  that  ? 

La.  Tuivn.  My  dear,  what  we  fay,  when  we  are  lofers, 
we  look  upon  to  be  no  more  binding,  than  a  lover's  oath, 
01-  a  great  man's  promife.  But  I  beg  pardon,  child  ;  I 
Ihould  not  lead  you  fo  far  into  the  world  ;  you  are  a  prude, 
and  defign  to  live  foberly. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  I  confefs  my  nature  and  my  education 
do,  in  a-  good  degree,  incline  me  that  way. 

La.  To-wn.  Well  !  how  a  woman  of  fpirit,  (for  you  don't 
want  that,  child)  can  dream  of  living  foberly,  'is  to  me 
inconceivable  !  for  you  will  marry,  I  fuppofe  ! 

La.  Grace.  I  can't  tell  but  I  may. 

I.v .   Town.  And  won't  you  live  in  town  ? 

La.  Grace.   Half  the  year,  I  fhould  like  it  very  well. 

La.  To-wn.  My  ftars  !  and  you  would  really  live  in 
London  hu!f  the  year,  to  be  fober  in  it  ? 

La.  Grace.  Why  not  ? 

La.  Town.  Why  can't  you  as  well  go,  and  be  fober,  in 
the  country  ? 

La.  Grace. 
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La.  Grace,  So  I  would— —t'other  half  year. 

La.  'Toiuu.  And  pray,  what  comfortable  icheme  of  life 
would  you  form  now,  ior  your  fummcr  and  winter  fober 
entertainments  ? 

La*  Grace.  A  fcheme,  that  I  think  might  rery  well 
content  us. 

La.  To-ivn.  O  !  of  all  things  let's  hear  it. 

La,  Grace.  Why,  in  fuminer,  I  could  pafs  my  Icifure 
hours  in  riding,  in  reading,  walking  by  a  canal,  or  fitting 
at  the  end  of  it  under  a  great  tree  ;  in  drelling,  dining, 
chatting  with  an  agreeable  friend,  perhaps  hearing  a  little 
mufic,  taking  a  difh  of  tea  or  a  game  at  cards,  foberly  ! 
Managing  my  family,  looking  into  its  accounts,  playing 
with  my  children  (if  I  had  any)  or  in  a  thoufand  innocent 

amufcments foberly  !    and   poffibly,    by  thefe   means, 

I  might  induce  my  hufband  to  be  as  Ibber  as  myfclf. 

La.  Toiu".  Well,  my  dear,  thou  art  an  aftonifhing 
creature  !  for  fure  fuch  primitive  antediluvian  notions  of 
life  have  not  been  in  any  head  thefe  thoufand  years  < 
Under  a  great  tree!  O'  my  foul  -But  I  beg  we  may 

have  the  fober  town-fcheme  too — for  I  am  charmed  with 
the  country  one  ! 

La.  Grace.  You  (hall,  and  I'll  try  to  flick  to  my  fobri- 
ety  there  too. 

La.  Town,  Well,  tho'  I  am  fure  it  will  give  me  the 
vapours,  I  mult  hear  it  however. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  then,  for  fear  of  your  fainting,  ma 
dam,  1  will  fir  ft  fo  far  come  into  the  famion,  that  I  would 

never  be  dreiVd  out  of  it but  ftill  it  fliould  be  foberly. 

For  1  can't  think  it  any  difgrace,  to  a  woman  of  my  private 
fortune,  not  to  wear  her  lace  as  fine  as  the  wedding-iuit  <-f 
a  brft  duchefs.  Tho'  there  is  one  extravagance  I  would 
vecm.re  to  came  up  to  ! 

La.  Town.  Ay  now  for  it 

La.  Grace.  I  would  every  day  be  as  clean  as  a  bri  Je. 

/-.I.   Tir.vn.  Why,  the  men  lay,  that's  a  great  ftep  to  be 

made  one Well  now  you  are  dreil— — pray  let's  lee  to 

what  purpofe  ? 

La.  Grace.  I  would  vifit — th^t  is,  my  real  friends  ;   but 

as  little  for  form  as  poilible 1  would  go  to  coutt  ;   fome- 

times  to  an  aflembly,  nay  piny  at  quadrille foberly  : 

1  would  fee  all  the  good  plays ;  and,  (becaufe  'tis  the 
fafhion)  now  and  then  an  opera— -but  I  would  not  expire 

C  there, 
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there,  for  fear  I  fhould  never  go  again  :  and  laftly,  I  can't 
fay,  but  for  curiofity,  if  I  liked  my  company,   I  might  be 
drawn  in  once  to  a  mafqucrade !   And  this,   1  think,  is  as 
tar  any  woman  can  go foberly. 

La.  Toiun.  Well  !  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  laft  piece 
of  fobriety,  I  xvas  juft  going  to  call  for  fome  furfeit- water. 

La.  Grace.  Why,  don't  you  think,  with  the  farther  aid 
.of  breakfafting,  dining,  taking  the  air,  flipping,  flcepmg, 
not  to  fay  a  word  of  devotion,  the  four- and- twenty  hours 
might  roll  over  in  a  tolerable  manner  ? 

La.  Tou-n.    Tolerable  ?    Deplorable !    Why,    child,    all 
you  propofe  is  but  to  endure  life,  now  I  want  to  enjoy  it. 
Enter  Mrs.  Trudy. 

Frufiy.  M;;dam,  your  ladyfhip's  chair  is  ready. 

La.  To-un.  Have  the  footmen  their  white  flambeaux 
yet  ?  for  Jail  night  I  was  poifon'd. 

Trufly.  Yes,  madam  ;  there  were  fome  come  in  this 
morning.  [Exit  Trufty. 

La.  Town.  My  dear,  you  will  excufe  me  ;  but  you  know 
my  time  is  fo  precious 

La.  Grace.  That  I  beg  I  may  not  hinder  your  leaft 
enjoyment  of  it. 

Lady  Town.  You  will  call  on  me  at  lady  Revel's  ? 

La.  Grace.  Certainly. 

La.  Toivn.  But  1  am  fo  afraid  it  will  break  into  your 
fcheme,  my  dear  ! 

La.  Grace.  When  It  does,  I  will — —foberly  break  from 
you. 

La.  Towx.  Why  then,  'till  we  meet  again,  dear  fifter, 
1  wifh  you  all  tolerable  nappinefs.  [Exit  Lady  Town. 

La.  Grace.  There  file  goes Dafli  !  into  her  ftream 

ofpleafures!  Poor  woman!  fhe  is  really  a  fine  creature! 
and  fometimes  infinitely  agreeable  !  nay,  take  her  out  of 
the  madnefs  of  this  town,  rational  in  her  notions,  and  eafy 
to  live  with  :  but  fhe  is  fo  borne  down  by  this  torrent  of 
vanity  in  vogue,  flic  thinks  every  hour  of  her  life  is  loft 
that  fhe  does  not  lead  at  the  head  of  it.  What  it  will  end 

in,  I  tremble  to  imagine! Ha  !  my  brother,  and  Manly 

with  him  !  I  guefs  what  they  have  been  talking  of — I  fliall 
hear  it  in  my  turn,  I  fuppofe,  but  it  won't  become  me  to 
be  inquifitive.  [£*,V  Lady  Grace. 

Enter 
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Kntfr  Lord  Townly,  ami  Manly. 

L.  Town.  1  did  not  think  my  lady  Wronghead  had  fuch 
a  notable  brain  :  tho'  I  can't  fay  fhe  was  fo  very  wife,  in 
trutVmgthis  iilly  girl,  you  tall  Myrtilla,  with  the  fecret. 

Man.  No,  my  lord,  you  miftake  me  ;  had  the  girl  been 
in  the  fecret,  perhaps  1  had  never  come  at  it  myfelf. 

L.  Toivn.  Why  I  thought  you  faid  the  girl  writ  this 
letter  to  you,  and  that  my  lady  Wronghcad  lent  it  inclofed 
to  my  filler  ? 

Man.  If  you  pleafe  to  give  me  leave,  my  lord  »thg 

f  ift  is  thus -This  ir.clofed  letter  to  lady  Grace  was  a 

real  original  one,  written  by  this  girl,  to  the  Count  we 
have  been  talking  of:  the  Count  drops  it,  and  my  lady 
Wronghead  finds  it :  then  only  changing  the  cover,  me 
feals  it  up  as  a  letter  of  bufineft,  juft  written  by  herfelf  to 
me-:  and  pretending  to  be  in  a  hurry,  gets  this  innocent 
girl  to  write  the  direction  for  her. 

L.  'Twit.  Oh  !  then  the  girl  did  not  know  fhe  was  fu- 
perfcribing  a  billet-doux  of  her  ownf  to  you  ? 

Man.  No,  my  lord ;  for  when  1  firft  queftton'd  her 
about  the  direction,  fhe  own'd  it  immediately  :  but  when 
I  fhew'd  her  that  the  letter  to  the  Count  was  within  it,  and 
told  her  how  it  came  into  my  hands,  the  poor  creature  was 
amazed,  and  thought  herfelf  betray'd  both  by  the  Count 

and   my  lady in  fliort,  upon  this  difcovery,  the  girl 

and  I  grew  fo  gracious,  that  ihe  has  let  me  into  fome 
tianfacrions,  in  my  lady  Wronghead's  family,  which, 
with  my  having  a  careful  eye  over  them,  may  prevent  the 
ruin  of  it. 

/,.  Town.  You  are  very  generous,  to  be  fo  felicitous 
for  a  lady,  that  has  given  you  fo  much  unealinefs. 

Man.  But  t  will  be  mort  unmercifully  revenged  of  her ; 
for  I  will  do  her  the  greatefl  fricndfliip  in  the  world 
againft  her  will. 

L.  Town.  What  an  uncommon  philofophy  art  thou  maf- 
ter  of!  to  make  even  thy  malice  a  virtue  ! 

Man.  Yet,  my  lord,  I  affure  you,  there  is  no  one  acYion 
of  my  life  gives  me  more  pleufure  than  your  approbation  of 
it 

L.  Ton-n.  Dear  Charles  !  my  heart's  impatient,  'till  thou 
art  nearer  to  me  :  aad  as  a  proof  that  I  have  long  wifh'J 

thec  fo whi'e  your  daily  conduct  has  chofen  rather  to 

cleferve  than  alk  my  filter's  favour  ;    lhave  been  as  fccrctly 

C    2  iodufirious 
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induftrious  to  make  her  fenfible  of  your  merit  :   and  fince 
on  this  occafion  you  h^ve  open'd  your  whole  heart  to  me, 
'tis  now  with  equal  p'eafure  I  allure  you,  we  have   both 
fucceeded— — -flie  is  as  firmly  yours  • 
Man.  Impoffible  !  you  flatter  me  1 

L.  Town.  I'm  gUd'you  thirtk  it  flattery  ;  but  flie  herfelf 
ilialj  prove  it  none  :  fhe  dines  with  us  alone  :  when  the 
fervants  are  withdrawn,  I'll  open  a  con  vert'-,  tion,  that  fliyll 

excufe  my  leaving  you  together O  !  Charles  !    had  I, 

like  thee,  been  cautious  in   my  choice,    what  melancholy 
hours  had  this  heart  avoided  " 

Man.  No  more  of  that,  I  beg,   rny  lord 

L.  Town.  But  'twill,  at  leafl,  be  fome  relief  to  my  anxiety 
(however  barren  of  content  the  flute  has  been  to  me)  to  fee 
fo  near  a  friend  and  filler  happy  in  it  :  your  harmony  of  life 
will  be  an  inftance  ho.v  much  the  choice  of  temper  is 
preferable  to  beauty. 

While  your  foft  hours  in  mutual  kindnefs  move, 

You'll  reach,  by  virtue,  what  I  loft  by  lore.       [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE   Mrs,   Motherly'/  Houft. 
Enter  Mrs.  Motherly,  inecling   Myrtilla. 

AJotb.    QO,  niece !  where  is  it  polTible  you  can  have  been 

O  thefe  fix  hours  ? ' 

Myr.  O  madam  !  I  have  fuch  a  terrible  {lory  to  tell  you  ! 
Metb.  A  ftory  !  Ods  my  life  !  What  have  you  done  with 
the  Count's  note  of  five  hundred  pounds  I  feut  you  about  ? 
is  it  fafe  ?  is  it  good  ?  is  it  fccurity  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  yes,  it  is  fafe  :  but  for  its  good nefs mercy 

on  us  !   I  have  been  in  a  fair  way  to  be  h  ,nc;'d  abwut  it  ! 

Jlloth.  The  dickens  !  has  this  rogue  of  a  Count  play'd  us 
another  trick  then  ? 

Myr.  You  fhrfll  hear,  madam  ;  when  I  came  to  Mr.  C..fh, 
the  banker's,  and  fhew'd  him  his  note  for  five  hundred 
pounds,  payable  to  the  Count,  or  order,  in  two  months, 

he   look'd  earneftly  upon  it,  and  de fired  me  to  llep 

into  the  inner  room,  while  he  examined  his  books — 

after  I  had  flaid  about  ten  minutes,  he  came  in  to  me — — — 
cl.tpj  to  :the  door,  and  charges  a  conflable  with  me  for 
forge  17. 

Moth. 
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Moth.  Ah  !  poor  foul  \  and  how  didft  ihou  get  off? 
Myr.  While  I  was  ready  lo  fink  in  this  condition,  I 
hegg'd  him  to  have  a  little  patience,  'till  I  could  fend  for 
Mr.  Manly,  whom  he  knew  to  be  a  gentleman  of  worth 
and  honour,  and  who,  I  was  fure,  would  convince  him, 
whatever  fraud  might  be  in  the  note,  that  I  was  myfelf  an, 

innocent,  abufed  woman and  as    good  luck  would  have 

it,  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour  Mr.  Manly  came fo,  with 
out  mincing  the  nutter,  1  fairly  told  him  upon  xvh^t  defign 
the  Count  had  lodged  that  note  in  your  hands,  and  in  (hort, 
lai  ,  open  the  whole  fcheme  he  had  drawn  us  into  to  make 
our  fortune. 

Mff/'>.  The  devil  you  did  ! 

Myr.  Why  how  do  you  think  it  was  poflible  I  could  any 
othcrways  make  Mr.  Manly  my  friend,  to  help  me  out  of 
th,'  fcrape  I  was  in  ? — To  conclude,  he  foon  made  Mr. 
Cafli  eafy,  and  fern  away  the  conftable  ;  nay  farther 
promised  me,  if  I  would  truft  the  note  in  his  hands,  he 
rake  cu'-e  it  fnoulu  be  fully  p--.id  before  it  was  due, 
and  at  the  fame  time  would  give  me  t.n  amplereven^e  upou 
the  Count  ;  fo  that  all  you  have  to  contider  now,  madam, 
is,  whether  you  think  yourfelf  fafer  in  the  Count's  hands, 
or  Mr.  Manly's  ? 

Moth.  Nay,  nay,  child  ;  there  is  no  choice  in  the 
matter  !  Mr.  Manly  may  be  a  friend  indeed,  if  any  thing 
\\\  our  power  can  make  him  fo. 

Myr.  Well,  madam,  and  now  pray,  how  (land  matter* 
at  home  here  ?  What  has  the  Count  done  with  the  ladies? 

Moth.  Why  every  thing  he  has  a  mind  to  do,  by  this 
time,  I  fuppofe.  He  is  in  as  high  favour  with  mifs  as  he 
is  with  my  l.»dy. 

Myr.  Pray,  where  are  the  ladies  ? 

Math.  Rattling  abroad  in  their  own  coach,  and  the  well- 
bred  Count  along  with  them  :  they  have  been  fcouring  alt 
the  (hops  in  town  over,  buying  fine  things  and  ne.v  clo.uhs, 
from  morning  to  nij>ht  :  they  have  made  one  voyage  already, 
and  have  brought  home  fiich  a  cargo  of  baubles  and  trum 
pery merey  on  the  poor  man  that's  to  pay  for  them  1 

Myr.   Did  not  the  young  'fcjuire  go  with  them  ? 

Moth.  No,  no  ;  mifs  faid,  truly  he  would  but  difgrace- 
their  party  •.  fo  they  even  left  him  aflcep  by  the  kitchen 
fire.  » 

C  3. 


S4       THE  PROVOKKD  HUSBAND;  Or, 

Myr.  Has  not  the  young  Ttjuire  a&cd  afur  me  all  this 
while  }  tor  I  h;id  ;,  iort  of  an  aflignation  with  him. 

Moth.  O  yes  !  he  lias  been  in  a  bitter  taking  about  it. 
At  laft  his  d'ifappointment  grew  fo  uneafy,  that  he  fell  n 
crying  ;  fo  to  quiet  him,  I  fcnt  one  of  the  maids  and  John 

Moody   abroad  with   him,  to  Ihcw  him the  lions,  and 

the  monument.  Ods  me !  there  he  is,  juft  come  home 
•again— —you  may  have  bufincfs  with  him — fo  I'll  even 
turn  you  together.  [£*//. 

Enter  'Squire  Richard. 

•''Squ.  KrV/>.  Soah  !  foah  !   Mrs.    Myrtilla,    whecfe  ban 
yow  been  all  tHs  day,  iorlooth  ? 

Myr.  Nay,  it  you  go  to  that,  Tquire,  where  have  you 
been  pray  ? 

'tqu.  Rub.  Why,  when  1  fun'  'at  yow  were  no  loikly  to 
come  whoam,  I  were  ready  to  hong  myfel — fo  John  Moody, 

and  I,  and  one  o'  your  lafles  have  been ' — Lord  knows 

where——  a  feeing  o'  foights. 

Myr.  Well,  and  pray  what  have  you  feen,  fir  ? 
'$q*.    Ri<h.    Flcfh  !    I    cawnt  tell,    r.of  1  '     fcco 

t very  thing.  1  think.  Kirft  there  we  went  o'  top  o'  the 
what  d'ye-call-it  ?  there,  the  great  huge  ftunc  poft,  up  the 
I  iwnd  and  rawnd  flairs,  thsit  twine  and  twine  about,  juft 
an  as  thof  it  were  a  cork-fcrew. 

Myr.  O,  the  monument  !  well,  and  was  not  it  a  fine  fight, 
from  the  top  of  it  ? 

*<%*/.  Rub,  Sight,  mifs  !    I  know  no' 1  faw  now^ht 

but  fmoak  and   brick    roufen,    and   fteeple  tops then 

there  was  fuch  a  mortal  ting-tang  of  bells,  and  rumbling  of 
carts  and  coaches,  and  then  the  folks  under  one  look'd  fo 
fmall,  snd  made  fuch  a  hum,  and  a  luz,  it  put  me  in 
mind  of  my  mother's  great  glafi  bee-hive,  in  our  garden  in 
the  country. 

Myr.  I  think,  matter,  you  give  a  very  good  account  of 

«• 

'Squ.  Rich.   Ay  !    but  I  did  no'  like  it  :    for  my  head 

——my    head begun   to   turn fo   I  trundled   me 

daxvn  flairs  agen,  like  a  round  trencher. 

Myr.  Well!  but  this  was  not  all  you  faw,   I  fuppofe  ? 
'Squ.  Rich.  NOH  !  noa !  we  went  after  th:;t,  and  law  the 
lions  ;  and  liked  them  better  by  hawlf  ;  they   are   pure 
grim  devils  ;  hch.  hoh  !  1  tovike  a  Itick,  at  d.  gave  one"  of 

them 
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thorn  fuch  a  poke  o'the  noilc— —  I  believe  he  \vovild  Ki' 
ftupt  my  head  off,  an  he  could  ha'  got  me.  Hoh  !  hoh  ! 
hoh  ! 

Myr.  Well,  matter,  when  you  and  I  go  abroad,  I'll 
{lieu-  you  prettier  lights  than  thcfe— — there's  amufquerade 
to-morrow. 

'Jqu.  Rich.  O  laud  !  ay  !  they  fay  that's  a  pure  thing  for 
merry-andrews,  and  thole  ibrt  of  comic 4  mummers — ••  •- 
and  the  Count  tells  me,  that  there  Lids  and  laffes  may  ji^ 
their  tails,  and  eat,  and  drink,  without  grudging,  all  night 
km?. 

My>\  What  would  you  fay  now,  if  I  (hould  get  you 
a  ticket,  and  go  along-  with  you  ? 

'Squ.  Rich.   Ah  ikar  ! 

Myr.  But  have  a  care,  'fquire,  the  fine  ladies  there  ar<r: 
te'ribly  tempting  ;  look  well  to  your  heart,  or  Ads  me  ! 
they'll  whip  it  up,  in  the  trip  of  a  minure. 

\?./«.  Rich.  Ay,    but  they  cawnt  tho' fun  let    'um 

look  to  themlelvcs,  an'  onv  of 'inn  fails  in  love  uith  me 
—  -  mayhap  they  had  as  go;>d  be  quiet. 

Myr.  Why  fure  you  would  not  refufe  a  fine  lady,  would 
you  ? 

'•ty«.  Rich.  Ay,  but  I  would  tho'  unlefs  it  were— one  'at 
1  know  of. 

Myr.  Oh  !  ho  !  then  you  have  left  your  heart  in  the 
country,  I  find  ? 

'Syu.  Rich.   Noa,    noa,    my  heart eh my  heart 

a'ent  awt  o'this  room. 

Myr.  I  am  glad  you  have  it  about  you,  however. 

'«fy«.  Rico.  Nay,  mayhap  not  foa  noather  ;  fomebody 
elfe  may  have  it,  'at  yow  little  think  oL 

Myr.  I  can't  imagine  what  you  mean  ! 

*Squ.  Rich.  Noa  !  why  doant  yo\v  know  how  many  folks 
there  is  in  this  room,  na^v  ? 

Myr.  Very  fine,  mailer,  I  fee  you  have  learnt  the  town 
gallantry  alreadv. 

'Sqx.  Rich.  Why  doan't  you  believe  'at  I  have  akindnefs 
for  yow  then  ? 

Myr.  Fy  !  fy  !  mafter,  ho>v  you  talk  !  befide  you  are 
too  young  to  think  of  a  wife. 

'Squ.  Ric/j.  Ay  !  but  I  caunt  help  thinking  o'  yow,  for 
all  that. 

C  4  Myr. 
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Myr.  How  !  why  Cure,  fir,  >ou  don't  pretend  to  think  of 
me  in  a  dishonourable  way  ? 

'Squ.  Rifh.  Nay,  that's  as  yovv  fee  good— I  did  no' 
think  'at  yow  would  ha'  thowght  of  me  for  a  huiband. 
mavhap  j  unlefs  I  had  means  in  my  own  hands  ;  and 
feyther  allows  me  but  hawlr  a  crown  a  week,  as  yet  a  while. 

Myr.  Oh  !  when  I  like  «ny  body,  'tis  not  want  of  money 
wM  make  me  refufe  them, 

'Sau.  Rich.  Well,  that's  juft  my  mind  now  ;  for  'an  I 
like  a  girl,  mils,  I  would  r.ike  her  in  her  fimick. 

Myi\  Ay,  mailer,  now  you  fpeak  like  a  man  of  honour  : 
this  fhews  Ibmething  or  a  true  heart  in  you. 

'Squ.  R/c!>.  Ay,  and  a  true  heart  you'll  find  me  ;  try 
when  you  will. 

A/».  Hufli !  ruifli  !  here's  your  papa  come  home,  nni 
mv  aunt  W'ith  him. 

'Squ.  Rich.  A  devil  rive  'em,  « hat  do  they  come  naw 
forr 

fy  r.When  you  and  I  get  to  the  mafqucrade,  you  (hall 
fee  what  I'll  fay  to  you. 

•Squ.  Rich.  Well,  hands  upon't  then 

Myr.  There 

y&qit.  Rich.  One  bufs,  and  a  bargain.  \Kiffes  htr."\ 

Ads  wauntiikins  !  as  foft  an  1  plump  as  a  marrow  pudding. 

\Tixruit  federally. 
Enter  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  and  MIS.  Motherly. 

Hir  Ft  an.  What  !  my  wife  and  daughter  abroad,  fay 
you  ? 

Moth*  O  dear  fir,  they  have  been  mighty  bufy  all  the 
day  long  :  they  juft  came  home  to  fnap  up  a  fhort  dinner, 
and  fo  went  out  again. 

Str  F>an.  Well,  well,  I  (han't  ftay  fupper  for  'em,  I  can 
tell  'em  that  :  for,  od's  heart  !  1  have  had  nothing  in  me 
but  a  toaft  and  tankard  fince  morning. 

M-)th.  I  am  afraid,  fir,  thefe  late  parliament  hours  won't 
agree  with  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  truly,  Mrs.  Motherly,  they  don't  do 
right  with  us  country  gentlemen  ;  to  loic  one  meal  out  ot 
three  is  a  hard  tax  upon  a  ^ood  ilomach. 

Moth.   It  is  fo,  indeed,  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  But  hawfumcvcr,  Mrs.  Motherly,  xvhen  we 
confider,  that  what  we  fuffer  13  for  the  good  of  our 
country 

At**. 
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Moth.  Why  truly,  fir,  that  is  fomething. 

Sir  Fran.  O  !  there's  a  great  deal  to  be  laid  for't the 

good  of  one's  country  is  above  all  things a  true-hearted 

Englishman   thinks  nothing  too  much  for  it 1    have 

heard  of  fome  honeit  gentlemen  fo  very  zealous,  that  for 
the  good  of  their  country  •— —  they  would  fometimes  go  to 
dinner  at  midnight. 

Moth.  O  !  the  goodnefs  of  'em  !  Cure  their  country  mud 
have  a  valleileem  for  them  ? 

Sir  Fran.  So  they  have,  Mrs.    Motherly!    they  are  fo. 
refpc&ed  when   they  come  home  to  their  boroughs   after   a 

feflion,  and  fo  beloved th^t  their  country  will  come  and. 

dine  with  them. every  day.  in  the  week. 

Moth.  Dear  me !  what  a  fine  thing  'tis  to  be  fo  po 
pulous  ! 

Sir  Fran.  It  is  a  great  comfort,  indeed  !  and  I  cnn  aflurc 
you,  you  are  a  good  fenfible  woman,  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Moth.  O  dear  fir,  your"  honour's  plcafed  to  com 
pliment. 

Sir-Fran.  No,  no  ;  I  fee  you  know  how  to  value  people 
of  confequence. 

yittb.  Good  lack  !  here's  company,  fir;  will  you  give 
ine  leave  to  get  you  a  little  fomething  'till  the  ladies  come 
home,  fir  ? 

iVr  Fran.  Why  troth,  I  don't  think  it  would  be  am'tfs. 
Moth.  It  ihall  be  done  Ln  a  moment,  fir.  [Exit, 

Enter  Manly. 

Man.   Sir  Francis,  your  fervant. 
•SVr  Fran.   Couiln  Manly  ! 

Man.  I  am  come  to  lee  how  the  family  goes  on  here. 
Sir  Fran.  Troth  !  all  as  buty  as  bees  ;  1  have  been  upon. 
the  wing  ever  fince  eight  o'clock  this  morning. 

Man.  Ey  your  early  hour,  then,  I  luppofe  you  hrtvc 
be.cn  making  your  court  tofome  of  the  great  men. 

Sir  Fran.     Why,  faith!  you    have  hit   it,  fir 1  was 

advifed  to  lofe  no  time  :  fo  I  e'en  went   flrait  forward,  to 
one  great  man  I  had  never  fcen  in  my  life  before.. 

JWi.-rt.  Right  !  that  was  doing  bufinefs  :  but  who  haJ^ 
you  got  to  introduce  you  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  nobody 1  remember'd  I  had  heanl  a. 

wife  man  fay My  fon,  be  bold— — fo  troth  !  I  intro 
duced  myfclf. 

Man.  As  how,  pray  ? 

C    5  SirFrt 
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Sir  Fran.  Why  thus Look  ye— — Pleafe  your  lord- 

fliip,  lays  I,  I  am  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  of  Bumper 
Hall,  and  member  of  parliament  for  tlic  borough  of  Guzzle  - 

do.-,  n Sir,  your  humble  fen  ant,  fays  my  lord  ;    thof  I 

have  not  the  honour  to  know  your  perfon,  I  h^ve  heard 
you  are  a  very  honefi  gentleman,  and  I  am  glad  your  bo 
rough  has  made  choice  of  fo  worthy  a  reprefentative  ;  and 
fo,  fays  he,  Sir  Francis,  have  you  any  iervice  to  command 
me  ?  Naw,  coufin  !  thofe  tail  words,  you  may  be  fure, 
gave  me  no  fmall  encouragement.  And  thof  I  know,  fir, 
you  have  no  extraordinary  opinion  of  my  parts,  yet,  1 
believe,  you  won't  fay  I  miftit  naw  ! 

Man.  Well,  I  hope  I  fhall  have  no  caufe. 

Sir  F.an.  So  when  I  found  him  fo  courteous  My 

lord,  fays  I,  I  did  not  think  to  ha*  troubled  your  lordfhip 
with  bufinefs  upon  my  firft  vifit ;  but  lince  your  lordfhip 
is  pleafed  not  to  ftand  upon  ceremony-— —why  truly,  fays 
I,  I  think  naw  is  as  good  as  another  time. 

Man.  Right !  there  you  pufh'd  him  home. 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  I  had  a  mind  to  let  him  fee  that  I 
was  none  of  your  mealy-mouth'd  ones. 

Man.  Very  good  ! 

Sir  Fran.  So,  in  fliort,  my  lord,  fays  I,  I  have  a  good 
eftate— —  but — —a  -  -  it's  a  leetle  awt  at  elbows;  and 
as  I  dctire  to  ferve  my  king,  as  well  as  my  country,  I  fhall 
be  very  willing  to  accept  of  a  place  at  court. 

Man.  So,  this  was  making  fliort  work  on't. 

Sir  Fran.  1'cod !  I  fhot  him  flying,  coufin  :  fome  of 
your  hawlf-witted  ones  naw,  would  ha'  humm'd  and  haw'd, 
and  dangled  a  month  or  two  after  him,  before  they  durft 
open  their  mouths  about  a  place,  and  mayhap,  not*  ha'  got 
it  at  laft  neither 

Man.  Oh  !  I'm  glad  you're  fo  fure  on't.— 

Sir  ]fra«.  You  fhall  hear,  coufin-'  •  -Sir  Francis,  fays 
my  lord,  pray  what  fort  of  a  phce  may  you  ha'  turn'd  your 
thowghts  upon  ?  My  lord,  fays  I,  beggars  muft  not  be 
chufers  ;  but  cny  place,  fays  I,  about  a"  thoufand  a  year, 
will  be  well  enough  to  be  doing  with  'till  fomething  better 
falls  in—- — for  I  thowght  it  would  not  look  well  to  ftond 
haggling  with  him  at  firft. 

Man.  No,  no,  your  bufinefs  was  to  get  footing  any 
way. 

Sir  Fran. 
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Sir  Fran.  Right !  there's  it !  ah  coufin,  I  fee  you  know 
the  world  ! 

Man.  Ye?,  yes,  one  fees  more  of  it  every  day. — Well! 
but  what  faid  my  lord  to  all  this  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Sir  Francis,  fays  he,  I  frnll  be  glad  to  fcrve 
you  any  « ay  that  lies  in  my  power  ;  fo  he  gave  me  a 
fquecxe  by  the  hond,  as  much  as  to  fay,  Give  yourfelr"  n  > 

trouble I'll  do  your  bufmefs ;  with  that  he  turn'd 

him  abawt  to  fomebody,  with  a  coloured  ribbon  acrofs 
here,  that  look'd  in  my  thoughts  as  if  he  came  for  a  place 
too. 

Man.  Ha  !  fo,  upon  thefc  hopes  you  are  to  make  your 
fortune  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  do  you  think  there's  ony  doubt  of  it, 
fir  < 

Man.  Oh  no,  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt  about  it — for 
jult  as  you  have  done,  I  made  my  fortune  ten  years  a^o. 

S'r  Fran.  Why,  I  never  knew  you  had  a  place,  coufin. 

Man.  Nor  I  neither,  upon  my  faith,  coufin.  But  you, 
perhaps,  may  have  better  fortune  :  for  I  fuppofe,  my  lord 
has  heard  of  what  importance  you  were  in  the  debate  to- 
day — You  have  been  fince  down  at  the  houfe,  I  prefume  ! 

S-r  Fran.  O  yes !  I  would  not  neglect  the  houfe  for  ever 
fo  much. 

Man.  Well !  and  pray  what  have  they  done  there  ? 

ttV  Fran.  Why,  troth  !  I  c«n*t  well  tell  you  what  they 
have  done,  but  I  can  tell  you  what  I  did  :  and  I  think, 
pretty  well  in  the  main  ;  only  I  happen'd  to  make  a  little 
mi  (lake  at  laft,  indeed. 

Man.  How  was  that  * 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  they  were  all  got  there  into  n  fort  of 
a  puzzling  debate,  about  the  good  of  the  nation — and  1 
were  always  for  that, -you  kno\v — but  in  (hort,  the  argu 
ments  were  fo  long  winded  o*  both  fides,  that  waunds  !  I 
did  no*  well  understand  'urn  :  hawfomever  1  was  convinced, 
and  fo  rcfo'ved  to  vote  right,  according  to  my  confcience  — 
fo,  when  they  came  to  put  the  queftion,  as  they  call  it —  I 
don't  know  haw 'twas  T- but  I  doubt  I  cried  Ay!  when  I* 
Ihould  ha'  cried  No ! 

Man.  How  came  that  about  * 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  by  a  miftake,  as  I  tell  you  •  for  there 
was  a  good-humour'd  fort  of  a  gentleman,  one  Mr.  Tother- 
fide  I  think  they  call  him,  that  fat  next  me,  as  foon  as  1  had 

C  6  cried 
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cried  Ay  !  gives  me  a  hearty  fhake  by  the  hand  !  Sir,  iay 
he,  you  are  a  man  of  honour,  and  a  true  Englishman  !  and 
I  fliould  be  proud  to  be  better  acquainted  with  you  —  and  fo 
with  that,  he  takes  me  by  the  fleeve,  along  with  the  crowd, 
intothe  lobby  -  fo,  I  knew  nowght  -  but  od's-flefh  !  I 
xvas  got  o'  th'  wrung  fide  the  poft  -  for  I  were  told  after 
wards,  I  fliould  have  ftaid  where  I  was. 

Man.  And  fo,  if  you  had  not  quite  made  your  fortune 
before,  you  have  clenched  it  now  !  —  Ah  !  thou  head  of  the 
Wrong-heads  !  [A  fide. 

Sir  f  ran.  Odfo  !  here's  my  lady  come  home  at  laft  —  I 
hope,  coufin,  you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  take  a  family 
fupper  with  us  ? 

Man.  Another  time,  Sir  Francis  ;  but  to-night  I  am 
engaged. 

Enter  Lady  Wronghead,  Mifs  Jenny,  and  Count  BafTet. 

La.  Wrong.    Coufin  !    your  fervant  ;    I  hope  you   will 

pardon  my  rudenefs  :  but  we  have  really   been  in  fuch   a 

continual  hurry  here,  that  we   have   not   had   a   leifure 

moment  to  return  your  laftvifit. 

Man.  O  madam  !  I  am  a  man  of  no  ceremony  ;  you  fee 
that  has  not  hindered  my  coming  again. 

La,  Wrong.  You  are  infinitely  obliging  :  but  I'll  redeem 
my  credit  with  you. 

Man.  At  your  own  time,  madam. 

C.  Baf.  I  mult  fay  that  for  Mr.  Manly,  madam  ;  if 
making  people  eafy  is  the  rule  of  good-breeding,  he  is 
certainly  the  befl-bred  man  in  the  world. 

Man.  Soh  !  I  am  not  to  drop  my  acquaintance,  I  find 
-  1  am  afraid,  fir,  1  fliall  grow  vain  upon  your  good 
opinion. 

C.  Baf.  I  don't  know  that,  fir  ;  but  I  am  fure,  what 
you  are  pleafed  to  f.iy,  makes  me  fo. 

Man.  The  moil  impudent  modcfty  that  ever  I  met  with  ! 
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La.  Wren*.  Lard!  how  ready  his  wit  is  !  \Afide, 

S/r  Fran.  Don't  you  think,  fir,  the  Count's  a" 
very  fine  gentleman  ? 

f&an.  O  !  among  the  ladies,  certainly  ; 

Sir  Fran.    And  yet  he's   as   flout  as  a  lion  :  '     . 
waund,  he'll  flbnn  any  thing. 

Man.  Will  he  fo  ?    Why  then,  fir,  take  care  | 
*f  your  citadel. 

Sir  Fran,  Ah  i  you're  a  wag,  coufin. 
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Man.  I  hope,  ladies,  the  town  air  continues  to  agree 
with  you  ? 

Jenny.  O  !  perfectly  well,  fir  !  We  have  been  abroad  in 
our  new  coach  all  day  long — and  we  have  bought  an  ocean 
of  fine  things.  And  to-morrow  we  go  to  the  mafquerade  f 
and  on  Friday  to  the  play  !  and  on  Saturday  to  the  opera  ! 
md  on  Sunday  we  are  to  be  at  the  what  d'ye-call-it— 
affembly,  and  fee  the  ladies  play  at  quadrille,  and  picquet, 
and  ombre,  and  hazard,  and  buffet !  And  on  Monday  we 
are  to  fee  the  king  !  and  fo  on  Tuefday— — — 

La.  Wrong.  Hold,  hold,  mifs  !  you  mull  not  let  your 
tongue  run  fo  fa  ft,  child— —you  forget  !  you  know  I 
brought  you  hither  to  learn  modefty. 

Man.  Ye$,  yes  !  and  (lie  is  improved  with  a  ven 
geance [A/tie. 

Jenny.  Lawrd  !  mama,  I  am  fure  I  did  not  fay  any 
harm  !  and  if  one  muftnotfpeak  in  emi's  turn,  one  may  be 
kept  under  as  long  as  one  lives,  for  ought  I  fee. 

La,  Wrong.  O*  my  confcience,  this  girl  grows  fo  head- 
ftrong 

Sir  Fran.  Ay,  ay,  there's  your  fine  growing  fpirit  for 
you  !  Now  tack  it  dawn  an'  you  can. 

Jenny.  All  I  fuid,  papa,  was  only  to  entertain  my  coufin 
Manly. 

Man.     My  pretty  dear,  I  am  mightily  obliged  to  you. 

Jenny,  Look  you  there  now,  madam. 

La.  Wrong*  Hold  your  tongue,  I  fay. 

Jenny,  [turning  aiuay  and  pouting  J\  \  declare  it,  I  won't 
bear  it  :  (he  is  always  a  fnubbing  me  before  you,  fir  ! — 
1  know  why  (he  does  it,  well  enough—- 

{Afide  to  the  Count. 

C.  Baf.  Hufh  !  hu(h,  my  dear  !  don't  be  uneafy  at  that  ! 
(he'll  fufpecl  us.  [dfide. 

Jenny.  Let  her  fufpecl,  what  do  I  care  -  I  don't  know- 
but  I  have  as  much  reafon  to  fufpccr.  as  (he — tho'  perhaps 
I'm  not  fo  fraid  of  her. 

C.  .Baf.  [4/:dc.]  1'gad,  if  I  don't  keep  a  tight  hand  on 
my  tit,  here,  (he'll  run  away  with  my  project  before  I  can 
bring  it  to  bear. 

La.  Wrong.  \_AJlile\  Perpetually  hanging  upon  him  f 
The  young  harlot  is  certainly  in  love  with  him  :  but  I  muft 
not  let  them  fee  I  think  fo— and  yet  I  can't  bear  it. — Upon 

my 
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my  life,  Count,  you'll  fpoil  that  forward  girl— you  fliould 
not  encourage  her  fo. 

C.  Baf.  Pardon  me,  madam,  I  was  only  advifing  her  to 
obferve  what  your  ladyfhip  faid  to  her. 

Man.  Yes,  truly  her  obfervations  have  been  fomething 
particular.  [;i/fJe. 

C.  Baf.  In  one  word,  madam,  (he  has  a  jealoufy  of  ~| 
your  ladyfhip,  and    I  am  forced  to  encourage  her,  to 
blind  it :  'twill  be  better  to  take  no  notice  of  her  be 
haviour  to  me. 

La.  Wrong.  You  arc  right,  I  will  be  more  cautious,  l^ 

C.  Baf,  To-morrow,   at  the  mafquerade,  we   may 
lofe  her. 

La.  Wrong.  We  fllall  be  obferved.     I'll  fend  you  a 
•  note,  and  fettle  that  affair  •  go  on  with   the  girl, 

and  dcn't  mind  me. 

C.  Baf.  I  have  been  taking  your  part,  my  little  angel. 

La.  Wrong.  Jenny  !  come  hither,  child you  muft 

not  be  fo  hafty,  my  dear     -  I  only  advife  you  for 

your  good. 

Jenny.  Yes,  mama  ;  but  when  I  am  told  of  a  thing 
before  company,  it  always  makes  me  worfe,  you  know. 

Man.  If  I  have  any  fkill  in  the  fair  fex,  mif«,  and  her 

mama,  have  only  quarrell'd,  becaufe  they  are  both  of  a 

mind.     This  facetious  Count  fecms  to  have  made  a  very 

genteel  ftep  into  the  family.  [Afiiie. 

Enter  Myrtilla.     Manly  talks  apart  -with  her. 

La.  Wrong.  Well,  Sir  Francis,  and  what  news  hare  you 
brought  us,  from  Weltmn-.fler,  to-day  ? 

Sir  F>an.    Ne  •.  s,    madam?     1'cod  !   I   have  fome — and 

fuch  as  does  not  come  every  day,  1  can  tell  you A 

word  in  your  ear 1  have  got  a  promife  of  a  place  at 

court  of  a  thoufond  pawnds  a  year,  already. 

La.  Wrong.  Have  you  fo,  fir  ?  And  pray  who  may  you 
thank  for  it  ?  Now!  who's  in  the  right?  Is  not  this 
better,  than  thro  A  ing  fo  much  away,  after  a  (linking  pack 
of  fox-hounds,  in  the  country  ?  No\v  your  family  may  be 
the  better  for  it  ! 

6'rV  Fran.  Nay  !  that's  what  perfuaded  me  to  come  up, 
my  dove.  ^ 

La.  Wrong.  Mighty  well— ——come— ——let  me  have 
another  hundred  pounds  then. 

Sir  Fran. 
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Sir  Fran.  Another !  child  ?  Waunds !  you  have  had 
one  hundred  this  morning,  pray  what's  become  of  that, 
rny  dear  ? 

La.  Wrong.  What's  become  of  it  ?  why  I'll  (hew  you, 
my  love  !  —Jenny  !  have  you  the  bills  about  you  ? 

Jenny.  Yes,  mama. 

La.  Wrong.  XV hat's  become  of  it?  why  laid  out,  my 
dear,  with  fifty  more  to  it,  that  1  was  forced  to  borrow  of, 
the  Count  here. 

Jenny.  Yes,  indeed,  papa,  and  that  would  hardly  do 
neither There's  the  account. 

Sir  F i- an.  [turning  over  the  bills.]  Let's  fee!  let's'  fee! 
what  the  devil  have  we  got  here  ? 

Man.  Then  you  have  founded  your  aunt,  you  fay,-^ 
a-nd  fhe  readily  comes  into  all  I  propofcd  to  you  ? 

Myr.    Sir,    I'll  anfwer,  with   my  life,  Hie  is  mod  j 
thankfully  yours  in  every  article  :   fhe  mightily  defires  :  *^ 
to  fee  you,  fir. 

Man.  I  am  going  home,  directly  :  bring  her  to  my  j 
houfe  in  half  an  hour;  and  it  fhe  makes  good  what  j 
you  tell  me,  you  Hull  both  find  your  account  in  it.  J 

Myr.  Sir,  fhe  (hall  not  fail  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Od's-life  !  madam,  here's  nothing  but  toys 
and  trinkets,  and  fans,  and  clock -ftockings,  by  wholefale. 

La.    Wroig.    There's   nothing  but  what's   proper,  and 

for  your  credit,  Sir  Francis Nay,  you  fee,  I   am   fo 

good  a  houfevvife,  that  in   neceflaries  for  myfelf,  I   have 
fcarce  laid  out  a  (hilling. 

Sir  Fran.  No,  by  my  troth,  fo  it  feems  ;  for  the  devil 
o'  one  thing's  here,  that  I  can  fee  you  have  any  occafion 
for! 

La.  Wrong.  My  dear  !  do  you  think  I  came  hither  to 
live  out  of  the  fafhion  ?  why  the  greateft  diftinftion  of  a 
fine  lady  in  this  town  is  in  the  variety  of  pretty  things  that 
flie  has  no  occaiion  for. 

Jenny.  Sure,  papa,  could  you  imagine,  that  women  of 
quality  wanted  nothing  but  (lays  and  petticoats  ? 

La.  Wrong.  Now,  that  is  fo  like  him  ! 

Man.  So  !  the  family  comes  on  finely.  [AfiJe. 

La.  Wron<£.  Lard  !  if  men  were  always  to  govern,  what 
dowdies  would  they  reduce  their  wives  to  ? 

Sir  Fran, 
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Sir  Fran.  An  hundred  pounds  in  the  morning,  and  want 
another  afore  night  !  Waunds  and  fire  !  the  lord  Mayor 
of  London  could  not  hold  it  at  this  fate ! 

Man.  O  \  do  you  feel  it,  fir  ?  [Afidc. 

La.  Wrong,  My  dear,  you  feem  uneafy  :  let  me  have 
the  hundred  pounds,  and  compo'e  your  felf. 

Sir  Fran.    Compofe   the  devil,    madam  !  why  do  you 

confider  what  a  hundred  pounds  a  day  comes  to  in  a  year  ? 

La.  Wrong.  My  life,  if  1  account  with   you  from    one 

day  to  another,  that's  really  all  that  my  head  is   able  to 

bear  at  a  time But  I'll  tell  you  what  I  confider 

I  confider,  that  my  advice  has  got  you  a   thoufand  pounds 

a  year  this  morning That,    now,  methinks  you,' 

might  confider,  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  A  thoufand  a  year  !  Waunds,  madam,  but  I 
have  not  touch'd  a  penny  of  it  yet  ! 

Man,  Nor  never  will,  I'll  anfwer  for  him.  [Ajide. 

Enter  ^Squire  Richard. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Feyther,  and  you  doan't  come  quickly,  the 
meat  will  be  coal'd  ;  an  I'd  fain  pick  a  bit  with  you. 

La.  Wrong.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Francis  !'  you  are  not  going, 
to  fup  by  yourfelf ! 

Sir  Fran.  No,  but  I'm  going  to  dine  by  myfelf,  and 
that's  pretty  near  the  matter,  madam. 

La.  Wrong.  Had  not  you  as  good  ftay  a  little,  my 
dear  f  we  fhall  all  eat  in  half  a  hour  ;  and  I  was  thinking 
to  afk  my  coufin  Manly  to  take  a  family  morfel  with  us. 

Sir  Fran.  Nay,  for  my  coufm's  good  company,  I  don't 
care  if  1  ride  a  day's  journey,  without  baiting. 

Man,  By  no  means,  Sir  Francis  :  I  am  going  upon  a, 
little  bufinefs. 

Sir  Fran.  Well,  fir,  I  know  you  don't  love  compli 
ments. 

Man..  You'll  excufe  me,  madam  .     - 

La.  Wrong,  Since  you  have  bufinefs,  fir— — 

[Exit  Manly. 
Enter  Mrs.   Motherly. 
O,  Mrs.  Motherly  !   you.- were  faying  this  morning,  you 

had  fome  very  fine  lace  to  fliow  me can't  I  fee  it  now  i 

[Sir  Francis  flares. 

Moth.  Why,  really,  madam,  I  had  made  a  fort  of  a. 
promife,  to  let  the  countefs  of  Nicely  have  the  firft  fight 
of  it,  for  the  birth-day  :  but  your  ladyfhip— — 

La»  Wrong* 
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I. a.  Wrong.  O  !  I  die,  if  I  don't  fee  it  before  her. 

"Sqtt.  Rich.   Woan't  you  goa,  feyther  ?  "j 

Sir  Fran.  Waunds  !  l,d,  1   fhall  lu'  noa  ilo-  >  Apart. 
inach  at  this  rate  !  J 

Moth.  Well,  madam,  though  I  fay  ir,  'tis   the  fweetefl 

pattern  that  ever  came  over and  for  finenefs no 

cobweb  comes  up  to  it  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Ods  guts  and  giz/ard,  madam!  Lace  as  fine 
•j<  a  cobweb  !  why,  what  the  devil's  that  to  coft  now  ? 

M  th.  Nay,  if  Sir  Francis  does  not  like  of  it,  ma 
dam 

La.  Wrong.  He  like  it  !  Dear  Mrs.  Motherly,  he  is  not 
to  wear  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Flefli,  madam,  but  I  fuppofe  I  am  to  pay 
for  it ! 

La.  Wrnng.  No  doubt  ou't !  Think  of  your  thoufand 
a  year,  and  who  got  it  you,  go  !  cat  your  dinner,  and  he 
thankful,  go.  [Driving  him  to  the  ili;or.~\  Come,  Mrs. 
Motherly. 

[Exit  Lady  Wronghead  -with  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Sir  Fran.  \  ery  fine  !  fo  here  I  mun  faft,  'till  I  am 
almoft  famifh'd  for  tlie  good  of  my  country  ;  while  madam 
is  laying  me  out  an  hundred  pounds  a-day  in  lace,  as  fine 
as  a  cobweb,  for  the  honour  of  my  family  !  Ods-flefh  I 
things  had  need  go  well,  at  this  rate  ! 

'Squ.  Rich.  Nay,  nay.  •         •  come  fcyther. 

[Ex.  Sir  Francis  and  'Squire  Richard. 
Enftr  Mrs.  Motherly. 

Motb.  Madam,  my  lady  defires  you  and  the  Count  will 
pleafe  to  come  and  affiit  her  fancy,  in  fome  of  the  new 
iaees. 

C.  Baf.  We'll  wait  upon  her 

[Exit  Mrs.  Moth. 

y<'nny.  So  !  I  told  you  how  it  was  !  you  fee  fhe  can't 
bear  to  leave  us  together. 

C.  Baf.  No  matter,  my  dear :  you  know  flie  has  afk'd 
me  to  Itay  (upper:  fo,  when  your  papa  and  flic  are  a-bed, 
Mrs.  Myrtilla  will  let  me  into  the  houfe  again  ;  then  you 
may  Real  into  her  chamber,  and  we'll  have  a  pretty  fneaker 
of  punch  together. 

Myr.  Ay,  ay,  madam,  you  may  command  me  any 
thing, 

•/••';•.•..   '.Veil  !  th.it  will  be  pur-1  ! 

C.  Baf.. 
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C.  Baf.  But  you  had  belt  go  to  her  alone,  my   life  :  it 

will  look  better  if  I  come  after  you. 

'Jenny.   Ay,    fo   it  will :  and  to-morrow,  you  know   at 

the  mafquerade.     '  And  then  ! — hey  ! 

*  Oh  !   I'll  have  a  hufband  !  ay,  marry  j 
'  For  why  fhould  I  longer  tarry, 

*  For  why  fhould  I  longer  tarry 

4  Than  other  b:ilk  girls  have  done  ? 

•  For  if  \  ftay  'till  I  grow  grey, 

•  They'll  call  me  old  maid,  and  fully  old  jade  ; 

'  So  I'll  no  longer  tarry  ; 

•  But  I'll  have  a  hulband,  ay,  marry, 

4  If  money  can  buy  me  one. 

*  My  mother  fhe  f*ys  I'm  too  cunning  ; 
4  And  ftill  in  my  ears  (lie  is  drumming, 
4  And  Hill  in  my  ears  file  is  drumming, 

4  That  I  fuck  vain  thoughts  fliould  lliun  : 

•  My  fifters  they  cry,  O  fy  !  and  O  fy  ! 

•  But  yet  I  can  fee,  they're  as  coming  as  me  't 
1  So  let  me  have  hufbands  in  plenty  : 

*  I'd  rather  h <ve  twenty  times  twenty, 

*  Thau  die  an  old  maid  undone.'  Ex,  Jtogfig* 

Myr.  So  fir  !  am  rot  I  very  commode  to  you  ? 

C.  Baf.  Well,  child !  and  don't  you  find'  your  account 
in  it  ?  Did  not  1  tell  you  we  might  ftill  be  of  ufe  to  one 
another  ? 

,  3/>r.  Well,  but  how  ftands  your  affair  with  Mifs  in  ths 
main  ? 

C.  Baf.  O  file's  mad  for  the  mafquerade  !  it  drives  lik? 
a  nail,  we  want  nothing  now  but  a  parfon,  to  clinch  it. 
Did  not  your  aunt  fay  (he  could  get  one  at  a  fhort 
warning  ? 

Myr.  Yes,  yes,  my  Lord  TrtvW/s  chaplain  is  her  coufm 
you  know  ;  he'll  do  your  buhnefs  and  mine,  at  the  fame 
time. 

C.  Eaj.  O!  it's  true  !  but  where  fliall  we  appoint  him  ? 

Myr.  Why  you  know  my  lady  Tou  nly's  houfe  is  always 
open  to  the  mafques  upon  a  ball  night,  before  they  go  to 
the  Hay-Market. 

C.  BaJ>  Good.  Mjr* 
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Mvr.  Now  the  clodor  propcfes,  we  fiiou'd  all  come 
thither  in  our  habits,  and  when  the  rooms  arc  full,  ue 
may  ftcal  up  into  his  chamber,  he  fays,  and  there — •— — 

crack he'll  give  us  all  a  canonical  com  million   to  go 

to  bed  together. 

C.  Baf.  Admirable  !  Well,  the  devil  fetch  me,  if  I 
fhall  not  be  hr  artily  glad  to  fee  thce  well  fettled,  child. 

A/jr.  And  may  the  black  gentleman  tuck  me  under  his 
arm  at  the  fame  time,  if  I  fliould  not  think  myfeif  obliged 
to  you,  as  long  as  I  live. 

C.  Baf.  One  kifs,  for  old  acquaintance  fake 1*  gad 

I  (hall  want  to  be  bufy  again  ! 

Myr.  O  you'll  have  one  flnrtly  that  will  find  you  em 
ployment.  But  I  mull  run  to  my  'fquire. 

C.  7? af.  And  I  to  the  ladies To  your  humble  fer- 

vant,  fweet  Mrs.  \Vronghead. 

Afy.  Yours,  as  in  duty  bound,  mod  noble  Count 
Baflet.  [Exit  Myrtilla. 

C.  Baf.  Why  ay  !  Count !  That  title  has  been  of  fome 
ufc  to  me  indeed  !  not  that  I  have  any  more  pretence  to  it, 
than  I  have  to  a  blue  ribband.  Yet,  I  have  made  a  pretty 
confulerablc  figure  in  life  with  it :  I  have  loll'd  in  my  own 
chariot,  dealt  at  aflemblies,  dined  with  ambafladors,  and 
made  one  at  quadrille  with  the  full  women  of  quality 

But Tanpora  muiantur fince  that  dimn'd 

fquadron  at  White's  have  left  me  out  of  their  lail  fecrer, 
I  am  reduced  to  trade  upon  my  own  ftock  of  induftry,  and 
make  my  la(t  puth  upon  a  wife  :  if  my  card  comes  up  right 
(which  I  think  can't  fail)  I  flull  once  more  cut  a  figure, 
and  cock  my  hat  in  the  face  of  the  belt  of  them  !  for  lince 
our  modern  men  of  fortune  are  grown  wife  enough  to  be 
finrpers ;  I  think  (harpers  are  fools,  that  don't  take  uo  the 
airs  of  men  of  quality.  [Ex/f» 
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A  C  T    V.    fhe    SCENE  opens  to  a  Jreffing  ream. 

Lady  Townly,    as  j uft  up,   walks  to  her  ttttcti 
leaning  on  Mrs.  Trulty. 

E  AR   madam,    what    mould    make    your 
^       ladythip  fo  out  of  order  i? 

I. a.  Tvivn.  How  is  it  pofiibte  to  be  well,  where  one  is 
kill'd  for  want  of  flecp  ? 

Trufty.  Dear  me  '  it  was  fo  long  before  you  rtingy 
madam,  I  was  in  hopes  your  ladylhip  had  been  finely 
compofe-f. 

La.  Town.  Compoftd  *  whv  I  have  lain  in  an  inn  here  !* 
this  houfe  is  worfe  than  an  inn  with  ten  llage-coach.es  ! 
What  between  my  lord's  impertinent  people  of  bufineis  hi 
a  morning,  and  the  intolerable  thick  Ihoes  of  footmen  at 
noon,  one  has  not  a  wink  nil  night. 

Triifty.  Indeed,  madam,  it's  a  great  pity  my  lord  can't 
be   perfuaded  into  the  hours  of  people    of  equality 
Though  I  muft  Ly  that,  madam,  yourladyfhip  is  certainly 
the  beft  matrimonial  manager  in  town. 

La.  To-wn.  Oh  !  you  are  quite  miftaken,  Trufty  !  I 
manage  very  ill  !  for,  notwith (landing  all  the  power  1  have, 
by  never  being  over-fond  of  my  lord — yet  1  want  money 
infinitely  oftener  than  he  is  willing  to  give  it  me. 

Trufty.  Ah  !  if  his  Lordihip  could  but  be  brought  to  p!ay 
himfelt,  madam,  then  he  might  feel  what  it  is  to  want 
money. 

La.  Town.  Oh"!  don't  talk  of  it  !  do  you  know  that  I 
am  undone,  Trufty  ? 

Trufty.  Mercy  forbid,  madam  ! 

La.  To-iu//.  Broke  !  ruin'd  !  p'under'd  !— — — -ftripp'd, 
even  to  a  confifcation  of  my  lait  guinea. 

T n<fty.   You  don't  tell  me  fo,  madam  ! 

La.  TVuvj.  And  where  to  raife  ten  pounds  in  the  world 
what  is  to  be  done,  Trulty  ? 

7"rufty.  Truly,  I  wifli  I  were  wife  enough  to  tell  you, 
madam  :  but  may  be  your  ladyfhip  may  have  a  run  of 
better  fortune  upon  fome  of  the  good  company  that  comes 
here  to-night, 

La.  Town*  But  I  have  not  a  ftngle  guinea  to  try  my 
fort  u  n«  ! 
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Trvfty.  Hah  !  that's  a  bad  bufinefs  indeed,  madam  — 
Adad  !  I  have  a  thought  in  my  head,  madam,  if  it  is  not 
too  late 

I. a.  Town.  Out  with  it  quickly  then,  I  bcfeech  thee  ! 

Trufty.  Has  not  the  fteward  Ibmething  of  fifty  pounds, 
madam,  that  you  left  in  his  hands,  to  pay  fomebody  about 
this  time  ? 

La.  Tr,tu>i.  O!  ay!  I  had  forgot ——'twas  to a— 
what's  his  filthy  name  ? 

Trufty.  Now  I  remember,  madam,  'twas  to  Mr.  Lute- 
firing,  your  old  mercer,  that  your  ladyfhip  lurn'd  off", 
about  a  year  ago,  becaufe  he  would  truft  you  no  longer. 

La.  Toivn.  The  very  wretch  1 if  he  has  not  paid   it, 

run  quickly,  clear  Trufty,  and  bid  him  bring  it  hither 
immediately ——— [E*-//  Trudy.]  Well!  fure  mortal 
woman  never  had  fuch  fortune  !  five !  five,  and  nine, 

againft  poor  feven  for  ever  ! No  !  after  that  horrid  bar 

of  my  chance,  that  Lady  Wronghead's  fatal  red  fid  upon 
the  table,  I  law  it  was  impoflible,  ever,  to  win  another 

flake Sit  up  all  night  !   lofc  all  one's  money  1  dream  of 

winning  thoufands  !  wake  without  a  (hilling  !  and  then 

how  like  a  hag   I   look  !   In  fhort the  pleafures  of  life 

are  not  worth  this  diforder  !  If  it  were  not  for  fliame  now, 
I  could  almoft  think  lady  Grace's  fober  fcheme  not  quite  fo 

ridiculous If  my   wife  lord  could  but  hold    his  tongue 

fora  week,  'tis  odds  but  I  fhould  hate  the  to.vn  in  a  tort- 
night— —But  I  will  not  be  driven  out  of  it,  that's  politive! 

[Trufty  returns 

Trufty.  O  madam  !  there  is  no  bearing  it  !  Mr.  Lute- 
ftring  was  juft  let  in  at  th?  door,  as  I  came  to  the  ilair-tuot; 
and  the  fteward  is  now  actually  paying  him  the  money  in 
the  hall. 

La.  Tfl~u.ni.  Run  to  the  flair-cafe  head   again and 

fcream  to  him,  that  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  this  infiant. 

[Trudy  rum  ^.', 

Trufty .     Mr.     Poundage a    hem  !    Mr. 

Poundage,  a  word  with  you  quickly  ! 

PouniL     [within.']      I'll     come     to  you    pre- 
fcnt'lv. 


t'fh 

} 


70      THE  PROVOKED  HUSBAND;  Or, 

Trufiy.  Prefently   won't  do,  man,    you  muft") 
come  this  minute. 

Pound.  I  am  but  juft  paying  a  little  money, 
here. 

Trufty.  Cods  my  life  !  paying  money  ?  is  the 
man  diitra&ed  ?  Come  here,  I  tell  you,  to  my 
lady,  this  moment,  quick  !  J 

[Trufty  returns. 

La.  Toivn.  Will  the  monfter  come  or  no  ? 


Yes,  J  hear  him  now,  madam,  he  is  hobbling  up 
as  fail  as  he  can. 

La.  Tow/i.  Don't  let  him  come  in for  he  will  keep 

fuch  a  babbling  about  his  accompte my  brain  is  not 

able  to  bear  him. 

[Poundage  comes  to    tbc  door  ivilh  a    mcncy-ba%  in    bit 
band. 

Trujty.  Ol  it's  well  you  are  come,  fir!  u here's  the  fifty 
pounds  ? 

Pound.  Why  here  it  is  ;    if  you  had  not  been  in  fuch 

hade,  I  fliou'd  have  paid  it  by  this  time the  man's 

now  writing  a  receipt  below  for  it. 

Trujly.  No  matter  !  my  lady  fays,  you  muft  not  pay 
him  with  that  money,  there  is  not  enough,  it  feema  ;  there's 
a  piftole,  and  a  guinea,  that  is  not  good,  in  it  — —  befides, 

there  is  a  miflake  in  the  accompt  too \_J-uoitcbirig  the  ba^ 

from  him.']  But  die  is  not  at  leifurc  ro  examine  it  no'v  ;  fo 
you  muft  bid  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-um  call  another  time. 

La.  Town.  What  is  all  that  noife  there  ? 

Pcund.   Why  and  itpleafe  your  ladyfliip 

La.  Toivn.  Pr'ythee  !  don't  plague  me  now,  but  do  as 
you  were  order 'd. 

Pound.  Nay,  what  your  ladyfliip  pleafes,  madam — — 

[Exit  Poundage. 

Trufty.  There  they  are,  madam [Pours  the  mcney  out 

if  the  bag.}  The  pretty  things were  fo  near  falling  into 

a  nafly  tjadctman's   hands,    I  proteft  it  made  me  tremble 

tor  them 1   fancy  your  ladyfhip  had  as  good  give  me 

that  bad  guinea,,  for  luck's  fake Thank  you,  madam. 

[Takes  a  guinea. 

La.   Torsn.  Why,  I  did  not  bid  you  take  it. 

7r.v/7y.   No,   but  your  ladyfliip  look'd  as  if  you  were  juft 
to   bid    me,  and  fo  I   was   willing  to  fave  you  the 

La.  7vu.'n, 


trouble  of  fpeaking,  madam. 
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La.  Toivt:.  Well  !    thou    haft   deferved  it,  and    fo,    for 

once but  hark  !    don't  I  hear  the  man  making  a  noife 

yonder  ?   tho*  I  think  now   we  may  compound  f9r   a  little 
of  his  ill  humour. 
Trufty.  rilliOen. 

La.  Town.  Pr'ythee  do.  [Trufl y  gnet  fo  tbc  door. 

Trujty.  Ay  !  they   are   at   it,     madam— he's  in  a   bitter 

paflion  with   poor  Poundage blefs  me  !    I  believe  he'll 

beat  him          mercy  on  us  !    how  the  wretch  f.vears  ! 
La.  Town.  And  a  foher  citizen  too  !  that's  a  fhame  ! 

Trufty.  Hah  !   I  think  all's  filent  of  a  fudden may  be 

the  porter  has  knock'dhim  down I'll  flep  and  fee——— 

[Exit  Trufty. 

La.  Town.  Thofe  trades  people  are  the  troublefomeft 
creatures  !  no  words  will  fatisfy  them  ! 

[Trufty  returns. 

Trjifty.  O  madam  !  undone  !  undone  !  My  lord  has 
jail  bolted  out  upon  the  man,  and  is  hearing  all  his  pitiful 

Vtory  over if  your  ladyfhip  pleafes  to  come  hither,  you 

may  hear  him  yourfclf. 

La.  Tnvu.  No  matter  ;  it  will  come  round  prefently  ; 
I  lliall  have  it  all  from  my  lord,  without  lofing  a  word  by 
the  way,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Truflv.  O  lud!   madam!   here's  my  lord  juft  coming  in. 
La.  Town*    Do   you  get  out   of  the  way  then.    [Exit 
Trufty.]  I  am  afraid  I  want  fpirits  !   but  he  will  foci, 
'em  me. 

Enter  Lord  Townly. 

L.  Town.  How  comes  it,  madam,  that  a  tradefman 
dares  be  clamorous  in  my  houfe,  for  money  due  to  him 
from  you  ? 

La.  Town.  You  don't  expert,  my  lord,  that  I  fhould 
arfwer  for  other  people's  impertinence  ! 

L.  Town.  I  expert,  madam,  you  fhould  anf.vev  for  your 
own  extravagances,  that  are  the  occalion  of  it — I  though: 
I  had  given  you  money  three  months  ago,  to  fatisfy  all 
thefe  fort  o(  people  ! 

La.  Tcivn.  Yes,  but  you  fee  they  never  are  to  be 
fatisfied. 

L.  To-wn.  Nor  am  I,  madam,  longer  to  be  «bufeu  thus! 
what's  become  of  thelaft  five  hundred  I  gave  yo'i  ? 
La.  Town.  Gone. 
i--.  Town.  Gone ;  what  way,  madam  ! 

La.  Town. 
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La.  Town.   Half  the  town  over,  I  believe,  by  this  time. 

I.  To-ivn.  'Tis  well !  I  fee  ruin  will  make  no  impreffion, 
'till  it  falls  upon  you. 

La*  lown.  In  fhort,  my  lord,  if  money  is  always  the 
fubje£t  of  our  converfation,  I  fhall  make  you  no  anfwer. 

L.  Town.  Madam,  madam !  I  will  be  heard,  and  make 
you  anfwer. 

La.  Town.  Make  me!  then  I  muft  tell  you,  my  lord, 
this  is  a  language  I  have  not  been  ufed  to,  and  I  won't  bear 

it. 

L.  Town.  Come  !  come,  madam,  you  fhall  bear  a 
great  deal  more,  before  I  part  with  you. 

La.  Taivn.  My  lord,  if  you  infult  me,  you  will  have  as 
much  to  bear  on  your  fide,  I  can  allure  you. 

L.   Town.    Pooh!  your  fpirit  grows  ridiculous ryou 

have  neither  honour,  worth,  or  innocence  to  fupport  it ! 

La.  'town.  You'll  find,  at  leait,  I  have  relcntment  ! 
and  do  you  look  well  to  the  provocation  ! 

L.  Town.  After  thoie  you  have  given  me,  madam,  'tis 
a^moft  infamous  to  talk  with  you. 

La.  Town.  I  fcorn  your  imputation  and  your  menaces  ! 
the  narrownefs  of  your  heart's  your  monitor  !  'tis  there  ! 
there,  my  lord,  you  are  wounded  ;  you  have  lefo  to  com 
plain  of  than  many  hufbands  of  an  equal  rank  to 

L.  Town.  Death,  madam  !  do  you  prefume  upon  your 
corporal  merit !  that  your  perfon's  lets  tainted  than  your 
mind  !  is  it  there  !  there  alone  an  honefl  hufband  can  i,e 
injured  ?  Have  you  not  every  other  vice  that  can  debafir 
your  birth,  or  ftain  the  heart  of  woman  ?  Is  not  your 
health,  your  beauty,  huiband,  fortune,  family  dilclaim'd, 
for  nights  confumed  in  riot  and  extravagance  ?  The 
ton  does  no  more  ;  if  flie  conceals  her  ihnme,  doto  lei.-  : 
and  fure  fhe  diflblute  avowed,  as  forely  wrongs  my  honour 
and  my  quiet. 

La.  Tcwn,  I  fee,  my  lord,  what  fort  of  wife  might 
pie-ale  you. 

L.  TIWH.  Ungrateful  woman  !  could  you  have  fceu 
yourfdf,  you  in  yourfelf  had  feen  her  I  am  amazed 
our  legiflature  has  left  no  precedent  of  a  divorce  for  this 
more  vilible  injury,  this  adultery  of  the  mind,  as  well  as 
that  of  the  perfon  !  when  a  woman's  whole  heart  is  alie 
nated  to  pleaiures  I  have  no  fhare  in,  what  is't  to  me, 
whether  a  black  ace  or  a  powder'd  coxcomb  has  poffefllon 
of  it  ?  La.  Toivr.* 
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La.  Ta-ivn.  If  you  have  not  found  it  yet,  my  lord,  this 
is  not  the  way  to  get  poH'eflion  of  mine,  depend  upon  it. 
L  Town.  That,  madam,  I  have  long  defpair'd  of; 
and  fiuce  our  happtnefs  cannot  be  mutual,  'tis  fit  that 
with  our  hearts  our  perlons  too  ihould  feparate — Th>s 
houfe  you  deep  no  more  in  !  Though  your  content  might 
grolly  feed  upon  the  dilhonour  of  a  hulband,  yet  my  de- 
lires  would  flarve  upon  the  features  of  a  wife. 

La.  Town.  Your  ityle,  my  lord,  is  much  of  the  fame 
delicacy  with  your  fentiments  of  honour. 

L.  Town.  Madam,  madam  !  this  is  no  time  for  com 
pliments — 1  have  done  with  you. 

La.  To-wn.  If  we  had  never  met,  my  lord,  I  had  not 
broke  my  heart  for  it !  but  have  a  care  !  I  may  not,  per 
haps,  be  fo  eafily  recall'd  as  you  imagine. 

L.  Town.  Recall'd  .'—Who's   there!   [Enter  a  Servant.] 

Defire  my  fitter  and  Mr.  Manly  to  walk.  up.  [Exit  Ser-vattt, 

La.  •/»;<.•«.  My  lord,  you  may  proceed  as  you  pleafe ; 

but  pray  what  indiscretions  have.   I  committed,  that  are 

not  daily  pra&iled  by  a  hundred  other  women  of  quality  ? 

/,.  Ta-ii-n.  'Tis  not  the  number  of  ill  wives,  madam, 

that  makes  the  patience  of  a  hufoand  lefs  contemptible  : 

and  tho'  a  bad  one  may  be  the  beft  man's  lot,  yet  he'll 

make  a  better  figure  in  the  world,  that  keeps  his  mH- 

fortunes  out  of  doors,  than  he  that  tamely  keeps  her 

within. 

I.a.  Trm's.  I  don't  know  what  figure  you  may  make, 
my  lord,  but  I  (hall  have  no  reafon  to  be  afhuaied  of  mine, 
in  whatever  company  I  may  meet  you. 

L.  Toivt;.  Be  fparing  of  your  fpirit,  mndum,  you'll 
need  it  to  uipporc  you,  [Enter  Lady  Gra-:e,'  and  Manly,  j 
Mr  Manly,  I  have  an  ad  of  friendship  to  beg  of  you, 
which  wants  more  apologies  than  words  can  make  for  it. 
Man.  Then  pray  make  none,  my  lord,  that  I  may 
have  the  greater  merit  in  obliging  you. 

L.  Toivn.  Siller,  1  have  the  fame  excufe  to  intreat  of 
you  too. 

La.  Grace.  To  your  requeft,  I  beg,  my  lord.. 

L.  Iowa.  Thus  then as  you  both  were  prefent  at 

my  ill-confider'd  marriage,  I  now  deftre  you  each  xvill 

be  a  witnefs  of  my  determined  feparation. -I  know, 

fir,  your  good  nature,  and   my  fifter's,  muft  be  fhock'd 
at  the  office  I  impofe  on  you  !  But,  as  I  don't  alk  your 

I)  juftifi- 


74.    THE  PROVOKED  HUSU  AND  ;  Or, 
justification  of  iny  caufe,  fo  I  hope  you  are  confcious  — 
that  an  ill  woman  cant'  reproach  you,  if  you  are  filent 
upon  her  fide. 

Man.  My  lord,  t  never  thought  till  now  it  could  be 
difficult  to  oblige  you. 

*  La-  Grace.     \Afede.~\    Heavens !  how  I  tremble  !' 
/,.  Toivn.  For  you,  my  lady  Townly,  I  need  not  here 
repeat   the  provocations  of  my  parting  with  you— the 

world,  I  fear,  is  too  well  inform'd  of  them for  the 

good  lord,  your  dead  father's  fake,  I  will  ftill  fupport 

you  as  his  daxighter As   the  lord  Townly  *s  wife, 

you  have  had  every  thing  a  fond  hufband  could  beftow, 
and  (to  our  mutual  (hame  I  fpeak  it)  more  than  happy 
wives  defire--- — But  thofe  indulgences  muft  end  !  .tate, 
equipage,  and  fplendor  but  ill  become  the  vices  that 

m if ule  'em The  decent  neceflaries  of  life  fiiall  be  fup- 

plied — but  not  one  article  to  luxury  !  Not  even  the  coach 
that  waits  to  carry  you  from  hence,  fhall  you  ever  ufe 
again  !  Your  tender  aunt,  my  lady  Lovemore,  with  tears, 
this  morning,  has  confented  to  receive  you  ;  where  if 
time  and  your  condition  bring  you  to  a  due  reflection, 

your  allowance  (hall  be  increased But,  if  you  ftill 

are  lavifti  of  your  little,  orpine  for  j>aft  licentious  plea- 
fures,  that  little  fhall  be  lefs !  nor  will  I  call  that  foul 
my  friend,  that  names  you  in  my  hearing  ! 

La.  Grace.  My  heart  bleeds  for  her  !  [/ffilr. 

L.  Town.  O  Manly !  look  there  !  turn  back  thy 
thoughts  with  me,  and  witnefs  to  my  growing  love! 
There  was  a  time  when  I  believed  that  f  )rm  incapable 
cf  vice,  or  of  decay  !  there  I  propofed  the  partner  of  an 
eafy  home  !  there  !  I  for  ever  hoped  to  find  a  chearful 
companion,  an  agreeable  intimate,  a  faithful  friend,  a 

\ifeful  help-mate,  and  a  tender  mother But  oh  !  how 

bitter  now  the  difappointment ! 

Man.  The  world  is  different  in  its  fenfe  of  happinefs  : 
offended  as  you  are,  1  know  you  will  \\i\\  be  juft. 
/,.  Town.  Fear  me  not. 

Mun.  This  laft  reproach,  I  fee,  has  uruck  her.    [/f^7'. 

L.  lo^vn.  No,  let  me  not  (though   I  this  moment  raft 

b«r  from  my  heart  for  ever)  let  me  not  urge  her  punifh- 

ment  beyond  her  crimes 1  know  the  world  is  ford  of 

any  tale?  that  feeds  ita  appetite  of  fcandal :  and,  as  I  am. 
iieverities  of  this  kind  fcldora  fail  of  imput»- 

ttorw 
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tioiis  too  grofs  to  mention,  I  here,  before  you  both,  ac 
quit  her  of  the  leaft  iufpicion  railed  againft  the  honour  of 
my  bed.  Therefore,  when  abroad  her  conduft  may  be 
quelVioned,  do  her  fame  that  jufHce. 

La.  Town.  O  fifter  !   [Tumi  to  La.  Grace,  -weeping. 

L.  Tmvn.  When  I  am  fpoken  of,  where  without  favour 
this  action  may  be  canvafs'd,  relate  but  half  my  provo 
cations,  and  give  me  up  to  ceniure.  [Going. 

La.  Town.  Support  me  !  fave  me  !  hide  me  from  die 
world  !  [Falls  on  Lady  Grace';  ns,  k. 

L.  To'Mfi.    [Returning.] 1  had  forgot  me          —  You 

have  no  fhare  in  my  refentmenr,  therefore,  as  you  have 
lived  in  friendfhip  with  her,  your  parting  may  admit  of 
gentler  terms,  than  fuit  the  honour  of  an  injured  hufband. 

[Offers  1o  go  out. 

Man.  [lnterp:>finv.]  My  lord,  you  muft  not,  (hall 
not  leave  her  thus !  One  moment's  flay  can  do  your  caufc 
no  wrong  !  If  looks  can  fpeak  the  anguifti  of  the  heart, 
I'll  anfwer  with  my  life  there's  fomething  labouring  in 
her  mind,  that  would  you  bear  the  hearing,  might  de- 
ferve  it. 

/,.  TO-VM.  Confider  !  fmce  we  no  more  can  meet,  prefe 
not  my  flaying  to  infult  her. 

La.  Town.  Yet  ftay,  my  lord — the  little  I  would  fay, 
will  not  defervc  an  infult  ;  and  undeferved,  I  know  your 
nature  gives  it  not.  But  as  you've  call'd  in  friends  to 
vntnefs  your  refentment,  kt  them  be  equal  hearers  of 
my  laft  reply. 

/..  Ttiivn.  I  (han't  refufe  you  that,  madam— be  it  fo. 

La.  Ta-wn.  My  lord,  you  ever  have  complain'd  I 
wanted  love  ;  but  as  you  kindly  have  allow'd  I  never 
g-jve  it  to  another  ;  fo  when  you  h  ar  the  ftory  of  my 
hearr,  though  you  may  flill  complain,  you  will  not  won 
der  at  my  coldnefi. 

*  La.  Gra<.£.  This  promifes  a  reverfe  of  temper. 

,[//Mr/.' 

Rla*.  This,  my  lord,  you  are  concern'd  to  h%ar  ! 

L.  Tow!.  Proceed,  I  am  attentive. 

La.  Tcivn.  Before  1  was  your  bride,  my  lord,  the 
flattering  world  had  talk'd  me  into  beauty,  which,  at 
my  glafs,  my  youthful  vanity  confirm'd  :  wild  with  that 
fame,  I  thought  mankind  ray  flaves,  I  triumph'd  over 
hearts,  while  ail  my  plcafure  was  their  p;tin  :  yet  was  v 

D    2  ov  •• 
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own  fo  equally  infenfible  to  all,  that  when  a  father's  firni 
•commands  enjoyn'd  me  to  make  choice  of  one,  I  evea 
there  declined  the  liberty  he  gave,  and  to  his  own  elec 
tion  yielded  up  my  youth His  tender  care,  my  lord, 

directed  him  to  you Our  hands  were  join'd  !  but  ftill 

my  heart  was  wedded  to  its  folly  !  Myonlv  joy  was  pow 
er,  command,  fociety,  profufenef?,  and  to  lead  in  plea* 
fures !  The  hufband's  right  to  rule  J  thought  a  vulgar 
law,  '  which  only  the  deform'd  or  meanly  fpirited 
*  obey'd  !'  J  knew  no  directors  but  my  paflions  ;  no 
mafter,  but  my  will !  Even  you,  my  lord,  fometimes 
o'ercome  by  love,  were  pleafed  with  my  delights,  nor 

then  forefaw  this  mad  mifufe  of  your  indulgence • 

And,  though  I  c,ill  myfelf  ungrateful  while  I  own  it, 
yet,  as  a  truth,  it  cannot  be  denied that  kind  indul 
gence  has  undone  md !  it  added  ftrength  to  my  habitual 
failings;  and  in  a  heart  thus  warm  in  wild  unthinking 
life,  no  wonder  if  the  gentler  fenfe  of  love  was  loit. 

L.  Tc'ivn.  O  Manly  !  where  has  this  creature's  -• 
heart  been  buried  !  >  dpart. 

Man.  If  yet  recoverable  — how  vaft  a  treafure  !  J 

La.  To-iun.  What  I  have  fa  id,  my  lord,  is  not  my 
cxcufe,  but  my  confeflion  !  My  errors  (give  'em,  if  you 
pleafe,  a  harder  name)  cannot  be  offended  !  No!  What's 
in  its  nature  wrong  no  words  can  palliate,  no  plea  can 
alter!  What  then  remains  in  my  condition,  but  relig-" 
nation  to  your  pleafure  r  Time  only  can  convince  you  of 
my  future  conduct :  therefore,  'till  I  have  ived  an  ob 
ject  of  forgivenefs,  I  dare  nor  hope  for  pardon —The 

penance  or  a  lonely  contrite  life  were  little  to  the  inno 
cent  ;  but  to  have  dtferved  this  fepaiation,  will  ftrew 
perpetual  thorn?  upon  my  pillow. 

4  La.  Grace.  O  happy,  heavenly  hearing !' 

La.  To-'.'ft.  Sifter,  farewel !  {K'Jpng.  />•».]  Your  virtue 
needs  no  warning  from  the  fliaire  that  falls  on  me  :  but 

when  you  think  I  have  attoned  my  follies  paft per- 

fuade  your  injured  brother  to  forgive  them. 

L.  To-wn.  No,  madam  !  your  error?  thus  renounced, 
this  inftant  are  forgotten  !  So  deep,  fo  due  a  fenfe  of 
them,  has  made  you  what  my  utmult  wifhes  form'd,  and 
all  my  heart  has  fkh'd  for. 

/..  .  Ti.-wn.  [turni-.g  ;~j  Lady  Grace.]  How  odious  does 
this  goodnefs  make  me  ! 

'  La.  Grtce* 
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«  La.  G-ace.  How  amiable  yoxir  thinking  fo  !' 

/..  T'-nvn.  Long-parted  friends,  that  pafs  through  eafy 
voyages  of  life,  receive  hut  cumrnon  gladneis  in  their 
meeting  :  but  from  a.  Ihipwreck  fayed,  we  mingle  tears 
with  our  embraces !  [Embracing  Lady  Tovvnly. 

'.  .  r-.-v;.  What  words  !  what  love!  what  duty  can 
vepay  fuch  obligations  I 

L.  7~.Viu;.  Prcferve  but  this  defire  to  pleafe,  your  power 
is  end  efs ! 

La.  r..:i"i.  Oh! — till  this  moment,  never  did  I  know, 
iny  lord,  1  had  a  heart  to  give  you  ! 

L.  r  <.Ht.  By  Heaven,  this  yielding  hand,  when  firft  it 
gr.ve  you  to  my  wifhes,  presented  not  a  treafure  more 

defirable  ! O  Manly  !  fifter  !  as  you  h.ivc  often 

fhar  d  in,  my  dilquiet,  partake  of  my  felicity  !  my  new 
born  joy  !  See  here  the  bride  of  my  defires  !  this  may  be 
e.illd  my  wedding  day  ! 

La  '}>-,,  .  Sifter !  (for  now  methink>  that  name  i> 
deare'-  to  my  hea  t  than  ever)  let  me  congratulate  the 
huppinefs  that  open-  to  you. 

/Vat*  Long,  long,  and  mutual  may  it  flow     •••  — 

L.  I'D -vw.  '|'o  make  our  happinefs  compleat,  my  dear, 
join  here  with  me  to  give  a  hand,  that  amply  will  repay 
the:  obligation. 

La.  T,>-w,i.  Sifter  !  a  day  like  this  — *— — 

La.  Grace.  Admits  of  no  excufe  againft  the  general 
Joy.  £  ['J?'T;,-»  hr  hami  to  Manly. 

MJN.  A  joy  like  mine •  defpairs  of  words  to  fpeak 

it. 

L.  TO:C'/.  O  Manly  !  how  the  name  of  friend  endears 
the  brother  !  [Enibra(i.->°  him. 

.  Man.  Your  words,  my  lord,  will  warm  me  to  deferve 
them. 

La.  -Toivn.  Sifter,  to  .your  unerring  virtue  I  now  com.' 
mit  -the  guidance  of  my  future  days 

Never  the  paths  of  pleasure  more  to  treid, 

But  where  your  guarded  innocence  fhalllead. 

For  in  the  married  ftatc,  the  world  muft  own, 

Divided  happinefs  was  never  known, 

To  make  it  mutual,  nature  points  the  way: 

Let  hulbands  govern  :  gentle  wives  obey.         [Exsunti 

D  SCENE 
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SCENE,    another    Room   at  Lord  Townly's. 
Enter  Manly  and  a  Servant. 

Sirv.  Sir  Francis  Wronghead,  iir,  defires  to  fpeak  with 
you. 

Man.    Defire  him  to    walk  in. [#*''''    Servant."]  I 

fuppofe  by  this  time  his  wife  worfhip  begins  to  find,  that 
the  balance  of  his  journey  to  London  is  on  the  wrong 
fide.  [Enter  Sir  Francis]  Sir  Francis,  yourfervant  j  how 
came  I  by  the  favour  of  this  extraordinary  vifit  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  coufm  ! 

Man.  Why  that  forrowful  face,  man  ? 

Sir  Fran.  I  have  n,o  friend  alive  but  you 

Man.  I  am  forry  for  that— —but  what's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  Fran.  I  have  play'd  the  fool  by  this  journey,  I  fee 
jio\v for  my  bitter  wife  • 

Man.  What  of  her  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Is  playing  the  devil  ! 

Man.  Why  truly,  that's  a  part  that  moft  of  your  fine 
ladies  begin  with,  as  foon  as  they  get  to  London. 

Sir  Fran.  If  I  am  a  living  man,  coufin,  (he  has  made 
away  with  above  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  fince 
yeflerday  morning  ! 

Man.  Hah  !  I  fee  a  good  houfewife  will  do  a  great 
deal  of  work  in  a  little  time. 

Sir  Fran.  Work  do   they  call  it  ?  Fine  work  indeed  ! 

Man.  Well !  but  how  do  you  mean,  made  away  with 
it  ?  What,  ihe  has  laid  it  out,  may  be— —  but  I  fuppofe 
you  have  an  account  of  it. 

Si-  Fran.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  had  the  account  indeed  ; 
but  I  mun  needs  fay,  it's  a  very  forry  one. 

Man.  Pray  let's  hear. 

S  r  Fran.  Why,  firft,  I  let  her  have  an  hundred  and 
fifty,  to  get  things  handfome  about  her,  to  let  the  world 
lee  that  J  was  ibmebody  !  and  I  thought  that  fuiu  was 
very  genteel. 

Man.  Indeed  I  think  fo  ;  and,  in  the  country,  might 
have  ferved  her  a  twelve-month. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  fo   it  might but  here  In  this  fine 

tawn,  forfooth  !  it  could  not  get  through  four-and  twenty 
hours*  for,  in  half  that  time,  it  was  all  fquandercd 
away  in  baubles,  and  new-fafhion'd  trumpery. 
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.  O!   for  ladies  in  Loodon,  Sir  Francis,    all  thi3 
might  be  neceflary. 

i'/r  Fran.  Noa  !  theere's  the  plague  on't  !  the  devil  o* 
one  ufeful  thing  do  I  fee  for  it,  but  two  pair  of  laced 
(hoes,  and  thoie  rtoml  me  in  three  pauod  three  (hillings  a 
pair  too. 

Man.  Dear  fir  !  this  is  nothing  !  \Vhy  we  have  city 
wives  here,  that,  while  their  good  man  is  felling  three 
penny-worth  of  fugar,  will  give  you  twenty  pound  lor 
a  (hort  apron. 

iVi>  Fran.  Mercy  on  us!  What  a  mortal  poor  devil  is  a 
huiband  ! 

Man.  Well,  but  I  hope  you  have  nothing  elfc  to  com 
plain  of  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  .  would  I   could   fay   fo  too but 

there's  another  hundred  behind  yet,  that  goes  more  to 
my  heart  than  all  thai  went  before  it. 

Man.  And  how  might  that  be  diipofed  of  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Troth,  1  am  ahnoft  afhamed  to  tell  you. 

Man.  Out  with  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  (he  has  been  at  an  aflembly. 

Man.  What,  fince  I  faw  you  !  I  thought  you  had  all 
fupt  at  home  lad  night  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why  fo  we  did —  and  all  as  merry  as  griga 
I*  cod  !    my  heart  was    fo  open,   that    I  toii'd 
another  hundred    into  her  apron,  to  go  out    early  this 
morning  with  -But  the  cloth  was  no  fooner  taken 

away,  than  in  comes  my  lady  Townly  here(  --who 
between  you  and  I — mum  !  has  had  the  devil  to  puy 
yonder — )  with  another  rantipol  dame  of  quality,  and 
out  they  muft  have  her,  they  laid,  to  Introduce  her  at 

my  lady  Noble's  aflembly  forfooth -a  few  words,  you 

may   be  fure,    made  the  bargain fo,    bawnce  !  and 

away  they  drive  as  if  the  devil  had  got  into  the  coach-box 
fo  about  four  or  five  in  the  morning home  comet- 
madam,  with  her  eyes  a  foot  deep  in  her  head 

and  my  poor  hundred  pounds  left  behind  her  at  the 
hazard  table. 

Man.   All  loft  at  dice  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Every  (hilling  -  •  •  •  •  -  among  a  parcel  of 
pig-tail  puppies,  and  pale-faced  women  of  quality. 

Man.  But  pray,  Sir  Francis,  how  came  you,  after  you 
found  her  fo  ill  an  houfewife  of  one  fum,  fo  foon  to  truft 
her  with  another.  D  4  Sir  Iran 
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Sir  Fran.  Why  truly,  I  mun  fay  that  was  partly  n;v 
own  fault :  for  if  1  had  not  been  a  blab  of  my  tongue,  1 
believe  that  laft  hundred  might  have  been  faved. 

Alan.   How  fo  ? 

Sir  Fran.  Why,  like  an  owl,  as  I  was,  out  of  good 
will,  forfooth,  partly  to  keep  her  in  humour,  I  tmift 
needs  tell  her  of  the  thoufand  pounds  a  year  I  had  juft 

jot  the  promife  of 1'  cod  I  flie  lays  her  claws  upon1 

it  that  moment faid  it  was  all  owing  to  her  advice, 

and  truly  flie  would  have  her  fhare  on't. 

Muz.  What,  before  you  had  it  yourfelf  ? 

-  Kir  Fran.  Why  ay  !  that's  what  I  told  her My  dear, 

laid  I,  mayhap  I  mayn't   receive  the  firfl  quajter  on't 
Uiis  half  year.' 

Man.  Sir  Francis,  I  have  heard  you  with  a  great  deal 
of  patience,  and  I  really  feel  companion  for  you. 

•S/>  Fran.  Truly,  and  well  you  may,  coufin  ;  for  I 
don't  fee  that  my  wife's  goodnefs  is  a  bit  better  for 
bringing  to  London. 

Man.  If  you  remember,  1  gave  you  a  hint  of  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Why  ay,  it's  true  you  did  fo  :  but  the  devil 
himfelf  could  not  have  believed  (he  would  have  riu  poft  to 
h;m. 

Man.  Sir,  if  you  ftaybut  a  fortnight  in  thrs  town,  you 
will  every  day  ice  hundreds  as  faft  upon  the  gallop  as 
Jhe  14. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  this  London  is  a  bafe  pbce  indeed— • 
•waunds,  if  things  (hould  happen  to  go  wrong  with  me  r;t 
Weftminfler,  at  this  iate,  how  the  devil  (hall  I  keep  cut 
of  a  goal. 

Man.  Why  truly,  there  feems  to  me  but  one  way  to 
avoid  it. 

Sir  Fran-.  Ah!  would  you  could  tell  me  that  coufin. 

Man.  The  way  lies  plain  before  you,  fir ;  the  fame 
toad  that  brought  you  hither  will  carry  you  fafe  home 
again. 

Sir  Fran.  Od's-flefh  !  coufin,  what  !  and  leave  a  thou 
fand  pounds  a  year  behind  me  ? 

Man.  Pooh!  pooh!  leave  any  thing  behind  you  but 
your  family,  and  you  are  a  f.iver  by  it. 

Sir  Frat.  Ay,  but  confider,  coufin,  what  a  fcnrvy 
figure  fliall  I  make  in  the  country,  if  1  come  dawn  with- 
awt  ic ! 
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Man.  You  will  make  a  much  more  lamentable  figure 
in  a  goal  without  it. 

Sir  Fran.  Mayhap  'at  yow  have  no  great  opinion  of  it 
then,  coufin  ? 

Man.  Sir  Francis,  to  do  you  the  fervice  of  a  real  friend, 
I  muft  fpeak  very  pLinly  to  you  :  you  don't  yet  fee  half  > 
the  ruin  that's  before  you  ! 

Sir  Fran.  Good  lack  !  how  may  yow  mean,  coufin  ? 
Man.  In  one  wurd,  your  whole  affairs  ftand  thus— — 
In  a  week,  you  will  lofe  your  feat  at  Weftminfter  :    in  a. 
fortnight,  my  lady  will  run  you  into  a  goal,  by  keeping 

the  beft  company In   four-and-twenty    hours,    your 

daughter  will  run  away  with  a  fharper,  becaufe  the  haa  • 
not  been  ufed  to  better  company  :  and  your  fon  will  fteai 
into  marriage  with  a  call  miftrefs,  becaufe  he  has  not' 
been  ufed  to  any  company  at  all. 

.SVr  t'ran.  1'th'  name  o'  goodnefs  why  fhould  yow  think 
all  this  ? 

Man.  Becaufe  I  have  proof  of  it  ;  in  ftiort,  I  know 
fo  much  of  thtir  fecrets,  that  if  all  this  is  not  prevented 
to-night,  it  will  be  out  of -your  power  to  do  it  to  morrow 
morning. 

Mr  Fran.  Mercy  upon  us!  yow  frighten  me     •  « 

waunds !  if  what  you  tell  me  be  true,  I'll  Hurt"  my  whole 
family  into  a  ftage-coach,  and  trundle  them  inta  the 
country  again  on  Monday  morning. 

Man.  Stick  to  that,  fir,  and  we  may  yet  find  a  way  fo 
redeem  all :  in  the  mean  time,  place  yourfelf  behind  this 
icreen,  and  for  the  truth  of  what  I  have  told  you,  take- 
the  evidence  of  your  own  ienies :  but  be  fure  you  keep.  • 
clofe  'till  1  give  you  the  fignnl. 

S.;r  Fran.  Sir,  I'll  warrant  you— ———Ah  !  my  lady  [ 
my  lady  Wronghead  !  what  a  bitter  bufinofs  have  you 
drawn  me  into  ! 

Mjn.  Hufli  !  to  your  pod1;  here  comes  one  couple  al 
ready. 

[Sir  Francis  retires  behind  toe  fcrcen.     Ex.  Man*  • 
.Entfr  Myrtilla,  with  'Squire  Richard. 
'Squ.  Rich.  What !  is  this  the  doctor's  chamber  ? 
Myr.  Ye?,  yes ;  fpeak  foftly. 
'Sgu.  Riik.  Well,   but  where  is  he  ? 
Myr.  He'll  be  ready  for  us  prefcntjy,  but  he  fays  he 
cannot  do  us  the  good  turn  without  witntfTes ;  fo,  when 
D  5  the 
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the  Count  and  your  fitter  come,  you  know,  he  and  you 
may  be  fathers  for  one  another. 

'Squ.  Rich.  Well,  well,  tit  for  tat  !  ay,  ay,  that  will 
be  friendly. 

Myr.  And  fee  !  here  they  come. 

Enter  Count  Baflet,  and  Mifs  Jenny. 

C.  Baf.  So,  fo,  here's  your  brother,  and  his  bride, 
before  us,  my  dear. 

Jenny.  Well,  I  vow,  my  heart's  at  my  mouth  dill  ! 
— \  thought  I  fliould  never  have  got  rid  of  mamma  !  but 
while  file  flood  gaping  upon  the  dance,  1  gave  her  the  flip  ! 
— la\vd  !  do  but  feel  bow  it  beats  here. 

C.  Baf.  O  the  pretty  flutterer  !  I  proteft,  my  dear,  you 
have  put  mine  into  the  fame  palpitation  \ 

Jenny.    Ah  !    you  fay   fo  •  but    let's  fee  now 

I.        O  lud  !    I  vow  it  thumps  purely  •         •       well, 

well,  I  fee  it  will  do,  and  fo  where's  the  parfon  ? 

C.  Baf.  Mrs.  Myrtilla,  will  you  be  fo  good  as  to  fee 
if  the  dolor's  ready  for  us  ? 

Myr.  He  only  ftaid  for  you,  fir  :  1*11  fetch  him  im 
mediately.  [Ex.  Myrtilla. 

Jenny.  Pray,  fir,  am  not  I  to  take  place  of  mamma,  when 
I'm  a  countcfs  ? 

C.  Baf.  No  doubt  on't,  my  dear. 

Jenny.  Oh  lud  !  how  her  back  will  be  up  then,  when 
flie  meets  me  at  an  aflembly  !  or  you  and  1  in  our  coach 
and  fix,  at  Hyde-Park  together  ! 

C.  Baf.  Ay  !  or  when  fhe  hears  the  box-keepers,  at  an 
epe:  a,  call  out  The  Countefs  of  Baflet's  fervants. 

Jenny.  Well,  I  fay  it,  that  will  be  delicious  !  And  then, 
mayhap,  to  have  a  fine  gentleman  with  a  ftar  and  a  what- 
d'ye  callum  ribbon,  lead  me  to  my  chair,  with  his  hat 
under  his  arm  all  the  way  !  Hold  up,  fays  the  chnirtrnn  ; 
and  fo,  fays  I,  My  lord,  your  humble  fervant.  I  fuppofe, 
madam,  fays  he,  we  fhall  fee  you  at  my  Udy  Quadrille's ! 
Ay,  ay,  to  be'fure,  my  lord,  fays  I  •  So  in  f^vops  me, 
with  my  hoop  itufFd  up  to  my  forehead  !  and  away  they 
trot,  fwing  !  fwang  J  with  my  tolfils  dangling,  and  my 
flambeaux  blazing,  and— —  O  !  it's  a  charming  thing  to 
be  a  woman  of  quality  ! 

C.  Baf.  Well  !    I   fee  that  plainly,    my   dear,  there's 
ne'er  a  ciuchefs  of  'em  all  will  become  an  equipage,  like 
ou. 
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Jenny.  Well,  well,  do  you  find  equipage,    and  I'll  find 
airs,  I  warrant  you.  [Sings. 

I. 


What  tho'  they  call  me  country  lafs, 
I  read  it  plainly  in  my  glafs, 
That  for  a  duchefs  I  might  pafs  : 

4  O,  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 
Would  fortune  but  attend  my  call, 
At  park,  at  play,  at  ring  and  ball, 
IM  brave  the  proudeil  of  them  all, 

*  With  a  iiand  by clear  the  v 


way. 


II. 


Surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  beaux, 

With  fmart  toupees,  and  powder'd  cloathst 

At  rivals  I'll  turn  up  my  nofe  ; 

*  O,  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 

I'll  dart  fuch  glances  from  thefe  eyes, 
Shall  make  fome  lord,  or  duke  my  prize  ; 
And  then,  O  !  how  I'll  tyrannize, 

*  With  a  itand  by — --clear  the  way. 

III. 

*  O  !  then  for  every  new  delight, 

1  For  equipage  and  diamonds  bright, 

4  Quadrille,  and  plays,  and  balls,  all  night  ; 

1  O,  could  I  fee  the  day  ! 
'  Of  love  and  joy  I'd  take  my  fill, 
4  The  tedious  hours  of  life  to  kill, 

*  In  every  thing  I'd  have  my  will, 

4  With  a  ftand  by— —clear the  way.' 

rSou.  Rich.  Troth  !  I  think  this  mafquerading  the 
merrieft  game  that  ever  I  faw  in  my  life  !  thof  iu  my 
mind,  and  there  were  but  a  little  wreftling,  or  cudgel- 
playing  naw,  it  would  help  it  hugely  !—— .but  what  a- 
rope  makes  the  parfon  l>ay  fo  ? 

C.  Baf.  Oh  !  here  he  comes,  I  believe. 

D  6  Enter 
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Enter  Myrtilla,  -with  a  Confiable. 

Cotifl.  Well,  madam,  pray  which  is  the  party  that  wants 
a  fpice  of  my  office  here  ? 

Myr.  That's  the  gentleman.     [Pointing  to  the  Count. 

C,  Baf.  Hey-day  !  what  !  in  mafquerade,  do&or  ? 

Coiift.  Do&or  !  Sir,  I  believe  you  have  miftaken  your 
man  :  but  if  you  are  called  Count  BafTet,  I  have  a  biilet- 
dou.  in  my  hand  for  you,  that  will  fet  you  right  prefently. 

C.  Baf.    What  the  devil's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Ccnft.  Only  my  Lord  chief  Juitice's  warrant  again  ft 
you  for  forgery,  h>. 

C.  Baf.   Blood  and.  thunder  ! 

Conft.  Aiv!  fo,  iir,  if  you  plcafe  to  pull  off  your  fool's 
frock  there,  I'll  wait  upon  you  to  the  next  juftice  of  peace 
immediate-  !y. 

jfenn\.  O  dear  me  !  what's  the  matter  ?          [Trembling. 

C.  Eaf.  Oh  !  nothing,  only  a  mafquerading  frolic,  my 
dear. 

f%.  Rich.  Oh  ho!  is  that  all? 

Sir  Fran.  No,  firrai,  !  that  is  not  all. 

[Sir  Francis  coming  fijtly  behind  the  *  Squire  knocks 
him  down  -with  his  ca>  >  . 

Enter  Manly, 

*Squ.  Rich.  O  lawd  !  O  lawd  !  he  has  beaten  my  braini 
•ut  ! 

Man.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  Francis,  have  a  little  mercy  upon 
my  ^.oor  godfon,  pray  fir. 

Sir  Fran.  Waunds,  coufin,  I  han't  patience. 

C.  Baf.  Manly  !  nay,  then  I  am  blown  to  the  devil. 


fS%ti.  Rich.  O  my  head  !  my  head  ! 

Enter  Lady  Wronghead. 

La.  I  ['rang.  What's  the  matter  here  gentlemen  ?  for 
heaven's  iake  J  what,  are  you  murdering  my  children  ? 

Couft.  No,  -  no,  madam,  no  murther  !  only  a  little 
fufpicion  of  felony,  that's  all. 

Sir  i-'ran.  [To  Jt>my]  And  for  you,  Mrs.  Hot-upon't,  I 
could  find  it  in  my  heart  to  make  you  wear  that  habit  as 
long  as  you  live,  you  jade  you.  Do  you  know,  huffy, 
t.hat  you  wer.e  within  two  minutes  of  marrying  a  pick 
pocket  ? 

C.  Baf.  So,  fo,  a.ll's  out,  I  find.  [AfiJ*. 

Jenny. 
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O   the  mercy  ! — why   pray,  papa^    is   not   the 
Count  a  man  of  quality  then  ? 
1  Sir  F>-an.  O  yes !  one  ot  the  unhang'd  ones,  it  feems. 

La.  Wrong.  [y//?<"']  Married  !  O  the  confident  thing  I 

there  was  his  urgent  bufmefs  then flighted  for  her  ! 

I   han't  patience! and  for  ought  1  know,    I  have 

been  all  this  while  making  a  friendiliip  with  a  highway 
man  ! 

Man.  Mr.  Conftable  !  fccure  that  door  there. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  my  lady  !  my  lady  !  this  comes  of  your 
Journey  to  London  !  but  now  I'll  have  a  frolic  of  my  own, 
madam  ;  therefore  pack  up  your  trumpery  this  very  night, 
for  the  moment  my  horfes  are  able  to  crawl,  you  and  your 
brats  flull  make  a  journey  into  the  country  again. 

La.  Wrong.  Indeed  you  are  miltaken,  Sir  Francis— I 
fliall  not  ftir  out  of  town  yet,  I  promife  you. 

Sir  Fran.  Not  iHr  !  vvaunds  !   madam — 

Man.  Hold,  fir—  if  you'll  give  me  leave  a  little— I 
fancy  I  fliall  prevail  with  my  lady  to  think  better on't. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  !  coufin  !   you  area  friend  indeed  ! 

Man.  [Apart  to  my  lady.~\  Look  you,  madam,  as  to  the 
favour  you  defign'd  me,  in  lending  this  fpurious  letter  ih- 
clofed  to  my  lady  Grace,  all  the  revenge  J  have  taken,  Is 
to  have  faved  your  fon  and  daughter  from  ruin — —Now  if 
you  will  take  them  fairly  and  quietly  into  the  country, 
again,  I  will  fave  your  ladyfhip  from  ruin. 

La.  Wrong.  What  do  you  mean,  fir  ? 

Man.  Why,  Sir  Francis— — fliall  never  know  what  is 
in  this  letter  ; — look  upon  it.  How  it  came  into  my  hands 
you  fliall  know  at  leifure. 

La.  Wrong.  Ha  !  my  billet  doux  to  the  Count !  and 
an  appointment  in  it  !  I  (hall  fink  with  confuiion  ! 

Man.  What  fliall  1  fay  to  Sir  Francis,  madam  ? 

La.  Wrong.  Dear  fir  !  I  am  in  fuch  a  trembling ! 
preferve  my  honour,  and  I  am  all  obedience  ! 

[Apart  to  Manly. 

Man.  Sir  Francis my  lady  is  ready  to  receive  your 

commands  for  her  journey,  whenever  you  pleafe  to  appoint 
ir. 

Sir  Fran.  Ah  coufin  !  I  doubt  I  am  obliged  to  you  for 
it. 

Man.  Come,  come,  Sir  Francis  !  take  it  as  you  find  it. 
Obedience  in  a  wife  is  a  good  thing,  though  it  were  never 

fo 
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fo  wonderful  (•       •  •  And  now,  fir,    we  have  nothing  t» 
do  but  to  difpofe  of  this  gentleman. 

C.  Baf.  Mr.  Manly  !  fir  !  I  hope  you  won't  ruin  me. 

Man.  Did  not  you  forge  this  note  for  five  hundred 
pounds,  fir  ? 

C.  Baf.  Sir— I  fee  you  know  the  world,  and  therefore 
I  {hall  not  pretend  to  prevaricate--Butas  it  has  hurt  nobody 
yet,  fir!  I  beg  you  will  not  Itigmatize  me  '.---Since  you 
have  fpoil'd  my  fortune  in  one  family,  I  hope  you  won't 
be  fo  cruel  to  a  young  fellow,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power, 
fir,  to  make  it  in  another,  fir. 

Man.  Look  you,  fir,  I  have  not  much  time  to  wafte 
\vith  you  :  but,  if  you  expect  mercy  yourfelf,  you  muft 
Ihew  it  to  one  you  have  been  cruel  to. 

C.  Baf.  Cruel,  fir! 

Man.  Have  not  you  ruin'd  this  young  woman  ? 

C.  Baf.  I,  fir  .' 

Man.  I  know  you  have therefore  you  cnn't  blame 

her,  if,  in  the  fact  you  are  charged  with,  (lie  is  a  principal 
witnefs  againft  you.     However,  you  have  one,  and  one 
only  chance  to  get  off  with.     Marry  her  this  inftant 
and  you  take  off  her  evidence. 

C.  Baf.  Dear  fir  ! 

Man.  No  words,  fir  ;—  a  wife,  or  a  mittimus. 

C.  Baf.  Lord,  fir  !  this  is  the  moft  unmerciful  mercy  I 

Man.  A  private  penance,  or  a  public  one— — — — con- 
ftable  ! 

C.  Baf.  Hold,  fir,  fince  you  are  pleafed  to  give  me  my 
choice,  I  will  not  make  fo  ill  a  compliment  to  the  lady  as 
not  to  give  her  the  preference. 

Man.  It  muft  be  done  this  minute,  fir  :  the  chaplain  you 
expected  is  dill  within  call. 

C.  Baf.  Well,  fir,— r- fince  it  muft  be  fo  Comr, 

fpoufe      •'••  I  am  not  the  firft  of  the  fraternity  that  has  run 
his  head  into  one  noofe,  to  keep  it  out  of  another. 

y/Iyr.  Come,  fir,  don't  repine  :  marriage  is,  at  worft, 
but  playing  upon  the  fquare. 

C.  Baf.  Ay,  but  the  worft  of  the  match  too,  is  the 
devil. 

Man.  Well,  fir,  to  let  you  fee  it  is  not  fo  bad  as  you 
think  it ;  as  a  reward  for  her  honefty,  in  detecting  your 
practices,  inftead  of  the  forged  bill  you  would  have  put 

upon 
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upon  her,  there's  a  real  one,  of  five  hundred  pounds,  to 
begin  a  new  honey-moon  with.  [Gives  it  to  Myrtilla. 

C.  Baf.  Sir,  this  is  fo  generous  an  n& — — 

Man.  No  compliments,  dear  fir— —  I  am  not  at  lei- 

fure  now  to  receive  them. Mr.  Conftable,  will  you  be 

fo  good  as  to  wait  upon  this  gentleman  into  the  next  room, 
and  give  this  lady  in  marriage  to  him  ? 
Conft.  Sir,  I'll  do  it  faithfully. 

C.  Baf.  Well !  five  hundred  will  fenre  to  make  a  hand- 
fome  puih  with,  however. 

[Exsunt  Count,  Myrtilla,  and  Conftable. 
Sir  Fran.  And  that  I  may  be  fure  my  family's  rid  of  him 
for  ever— —come,  my  lady,  let's  even  take  our  children 
along  with  us,  and  be  all  witnefs  of  the  ceremony. 
[Ex.  Sir  Fran.  Lady  Wronghead,  Mils,  sWSquire. 
Man.  Now,  my  lord,  you  may  enter. 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Townly,  andLntiy  Grace. 
L.Town.  So,  fir,  I  give  you  joy  of  their  negociation. 
Man.  You  overheard  it  all,  I  prefume  ? 
La.  Grace.   From  firft  to  laft,  fir. 
L.  Town.  Never  were  knaves  and  fools  better  difpofett 
of. 

Man.  A  fort  of  poetical  juftice,  my  lord,  not  much 
above  the  judgment  of  a  modern  comedy. 

L.  Town.  To  heighten  that  refemblance,  I  think,  fitter, 
there  only  wants  your  rewarding  the  hero  of  the  fable,  by 
naming  the  day  of  his  happinefs. 

l.a.  Grace.  This  day,  to-morrow,  every  hour,  I  hope, 
of  life  to  come,  will  fheiv  I  want  not  inclination  to  com- 
pleat  it. 

Man.  Whatever  I  may  want,  madam,  you  will  always 
find  endeavours  to  deferve  you. 
L.  Town.  Then  all  are  happy. 

La.  Tow;*.  Sifter,  I  give  you  joy  \  «  confurnmate  as  the 
1  happieft  pair  can  boalt.' 

In  you,  methinks,  as  in  a  glafs,  I  fee 

The  happinefs  that  once  advanc'd  to  me. 

So  vifible  the  blifs,  fo  plain  the  way, 

How  was  it  poflible  my  fenfe  could  ilray  ? 

But  now,  a  convert  to  this  truth  I  come, 

'I  hat  married  happinefs  is  never  found  from  home. 

[Exeunt  omnei* 
END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 


fame  powder' d  critics  fay, 

Damn  it  !  this  ibifi  reformed  has  fpoifd  the  play  ! 
**   The  coxcomb  fhould  have  drawn  her  more  in  fajhion,       "I 
"  Have  gratified  her  f after  inclination,  > 

**  Have  tipt  her  a  gallant,  and  clinch"1  d  the  provocation.    J 
But  there  eur  bard  Jlops  Jhort  :    for  'twere  uncivil 
T'  have  made  a  modern  belle,  all  o'er  a  devil ! 
He  hop'd,  in  honour  of  the  fex,   the  age 
Would  bear  one  mended  woman .on  the  Jiage, 

From  whence,  you  fee,   by  common  fenfe's  rules, 
might  be  governed,   were  not  bujbands  fools. 

by  nature  dames  are  prone  to  do, 
They  feldom  ftray  but  when  they  govern  you. 
When .  the  wild  wife  perceives  her  deary  tame, . 
N*  wonder  then  Jhe  plays  him  all  the  game. 
But  men  of  fenfe  meet  rarely  that  dif after  ; 
Women  take  pride  where  merit  is  their  tnajler'. 
Nay,  Jhe  that  with  a  weak  man  wifely  lives, 
Will  fee m  t'  obey  the  due  commands  Jhe  gives  ! 
Happy  obedience  is  no  more  a  wonder, 
When  men  are  men,  and  keep  them  kindly  under. 
But  modern  conj'orts  are  fuch  high-bred  creatures, 
They  think  a  biijband's  power  degrades  their  features  ; 
That  nothing  more'  proclaims  a  reigning  l-eauty, 
TJjan  that  Jhe  never  was  reproached  with  duty  ; 
And  that  the  greatefi  blejjing  heav'n  e'er  J'cnt,  , 
Is  in.  a  fpoufe  incurious  and  content. 

To  give  fuch  dames  a  different  cajl  of  thought, 
By  calling  home  the  mind,  tf.-cfe  fccncs  were  wrought. 
If,  with  a  hand  too  rude, .  the  tajk  is  done, 
We  hope  the  fcbeme,  by  Lady  Gra: .  laid  do  ;ivj, 
With  all  fuch  freedom  vjith  the  fex  attune, . 
That  virtue  there  unfoil'tf,    by  moctijh  art, 
Throws  out  attractions  for  a  Malliy'j  heart. 

"Feu,  you  then,,  ladies,  whofe  unquejlion1  d  lives 
Give  you  the  j'orcmojl  fame  of  hfippy  wives,  . 
Protefl,  for  i.'i  attempt,,  this  beJpl'fs  fi - 
Nor  leave  it  to  the  vulgar  tafle,  .7  trey  • 
Appear  the  frequent  chaw: :o-'s  cj    ;fj  cu^ 
DirCkl  tfje  crowd,  .and give y,ourjelrues  aj. 
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PROLOGUE. 

T  N  this  grave  age,  ivhen  Comedies  are  few, 
•*    We  crave  your  patronage  for  one  that's  new  ; 
Though  'twere  poor  fluff,  yet  bid  the  author  fair, 
And  let  the  Jcarcenefs  recommend  the  'ware. 
Long  have  your  ears  been  ftWd  with  tragic  parts, 
Blood  and  Blank  Verfe,  have  hardened  all  your  hearts  J 
If '  e'er  you  fmile,  'tis  at  feme  party  ftrokes , 
Round-heads  and  Wooden-fhoes  are ft Banding  jokes  } 
The  fame  conceit  gives  claps  and  hijjes  birth, 
You're  grown  fuch  politicians  in  your  mirth  ! 
For  once  ive  try  (tbo*  'tis,  I  own,  unfafe) 
To  pleafe  you  all,  and  make  both  parties  laugh* 

Our  Author,  anxious  for  his  fame  to-night , 
And  bajhful  in  his  flrft  attempt  to  write, 
Lies  cautioujly  obfcure  and  unreveal'  d, 
Like  antient  AcJors  in  a  majk  conceal V. 
Cenfure  when  no  man  knows  who  writes  the  play, 
Were  much  good  malice  merely  thrown  away. 
The  mighty  Critics  will  not  blaft,  for  Jhame, 
A  raw  young  thing  who  dares  not  tell  his  name  : 
Good-natur'd judges  will  th'unknown  defend, 
And  fear  to  blame,  left  they  Jhould  hurt  a  friend1. 
Each  Wit  may  praife  it,  for  his  own  dear  fake, 
And  hint  he  writ  if,  if  the  thing  Jhould  take. 
But,  if  you're  rough,  and  ufe  him  like  a  dog, 

Depend  upon  it he' II  remain  incog. 

If  you  Jhould  hifs,  he  fwears  he'll  hifs  as  high, 
And  like  a  culprit,  join  the  hue  and  cry. 

If  cruel  men  are  ft  ill  averfe  to  /pare 
Thefe  fcenes,  they  fly  for  refuge  to  the  Fair. 
T/JO'  with  a  Ghoft  our  comedy  be  heightened : 
Ladies,  upon  my  word,  you  Jhan't  be  frighten' d  \ 
Oh,   'tis  a  Ghoft  that  feems  to  be  uncivil, 
A  well-fpread,  lufty,  jointure-hunting  devil  : 
An  am'rous  Ghoft,  that's  faithful,  fond,  and  true 't 
Made  up  of  flejh  and  blood — as  much  as  you. 
Then  ev'ry  evening  come  in  flecks  undaunted  ; 
We  never  think  this  houfe  is  too  much  haunted. 
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ACT    I.    SCENE,  a  great  hall. 
Enter  the  Butler,  Coachman,  and  Gardener. 

Butler.  *  1™^  HERE  came  another  coach  to  town  laft 
JL  night,  that  brought  a  gentleman  to  en 
quire  about  this  ilrange  noife  we  hear  in  the  houfe. 
This  fpirit  will  bring  a  power  of  cuftom  to  the  George 
— If  fo  be  he  continues  his  pranks,  I  defign  to  fell  a 
pot  of  ale,  and  fet  up  the  fign  of  the  drum. 

Coach.  I'll  give  madam  warning,  that's  flat — I've 
always  liv'd  in  fober  families.  I'll  not  difparage  my- 
felf  to  be  a  fervant  in  a  houfe  that  is  haunted. 

Card.  I'll  e'en  marry  Nell,  and  rent  a  bit  of  ground 
of  my  own,  if  both  of  you  leave  madam  ;  not  bat  that 

madam's  a  very  good  woman if  Mrs.  Abigail  did 

not  fpoil  her Come,  here's  her  health. 

But.  'Tis  a  very  hard  thing  to  be  a  butler  in  a  houfe 
that  is  diiturbed.  He  made  fuch  a  racket  in  the  cellar 
laft  night,  that  I'm  afraid  he'll  four  all  the  beer  in  my 
barrels. 

Coach.  Why  then,  John,  we  ought  to  take  it  off  as 

faft  as  we  can.     Here's  to  you He  rattled  fo  loud 

under  the  tiles  laft  night,  that  I  verily  thought  the 
houfe  would  have  fallen  over  our  heads.  I  duril  not 
go  up  into  the  cock-loft  this  morning,  if  I  had  not  got 
one  of  the  maids  to  go  along  with  me. 

Card.  I  thought  I  heard  him  in  one  of  my  bed- 
polls 1  marvel,  John,  how  he  gets  into  the  houfe, 

when  all  the  gates  are  (hut. 

But.  Why  look  ye,  Peter,  your  fpirit  will  creep  you 

into  an  auger-hole he'll  whilk  you  through  a  key 

hole,  without  fo  much  as  juitling  againfl  one  of  the 
wards. 

A  3  Coach. 
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Coacb.  Poor  madam  is  mainly  frighted,  that's  cer 
tain  ;  and'  verily  believes  it  K  my  matter  that  was  killM 
jn  the  laft  campaign. 

But,  Out  of  all  manner  of  queftion,  Robin,  'tis  Sir 
George,  Mrs.  Abigail  is  of  opinion  it  can  be  none  but 
his  honour  :  He  always  lov'd  the  wars  ;  and  you  know 
was  mightily  pleas'd  from  a  child  with  the  mufic  of  a 
drum. 

Card.  I  wonder  his  body  was  never  found  after  the 
battle. 

But.  Found !  Why,  ye  fool,  is  not  his  body  here 
about  the  houfe?  Doft  thou  think  he  can  beat  his  drum 
without  hands  and  arms  ? 

Coach.  'Tis  mafter  as  fure  as  I  (land  here  alive  ;  and 
I  verily  believe  I  faw  him  laft  night  in  the  town  clofe. 

Card.  Ay  !  how  did  he  appear  ? 

Coach.  Like  a  white  horfe. 

But.  Pho,  Robin,  I  teH  ye  he  has  never  appear'd  yet 
.but  in  the  fhape  of  the  found  of  a  drum. 

Coacb.  This  makes  one  almoft  afraid  of  one's  o\vn 
fiiadow.  As  I  was  walking  from  the  {table  t'other 
night,  without  my  lanthorn,  I  fell  acrofs  a  beam  that 
lay  in  my  way,  and  faith  my  heart  was  in  my  mouth 
» 1  thought  I  had  tumbled  over  a  fpirit. 

But.  Thou  might'ft  as  well  have  ftumbled  over  a 
Jttraw.  Why  a  fpirit  is  fuch  a  little  thing,  that  I  have 
heard  a  man,  who  was  a  great  fcholar,  fay,  that  he'll 
dance  ye  a  Lancafhire  hornpipe  upon  the  point  of  a 

needle As  I  fat  in  the  pantry  laft  night  counting 

my  fpoons,  the  candle  methought  burnt  blue,  and  the 
fpay'd  bitch  look'd  as  if  fhe  faw  fomething. 

Coach.  Ay,  poor  cur,  flic's  almoft  frighteh'd  out 
of  her  wits. 

Card.  Ay,  I  warrant  ye,  me  hears  him  many  a  time 
and  often,  when  we  don't. 

But.  My  lady  muft  have  him  laid,  that's  certain, 
whatever  it  coft  her. 

Card.  I  fancy  when  one  goes  to  market,  one  might 
hear  of  fomebody  that  can  make  a  fpell. 

Coacb.  Why  may  not  the  parfon  of  our  parifli  lay 
him? 

But* 
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But.  No,  no,  no ;  our  parfon  cannot  lay  him. 

Coach.  Why  not  he  as  well  as  another  man  ? 

But.  Why,  ye  fool,  he  is  not  qualified He  has 

not  taken  the  oaths. 

Card.  Why,  d'ye  think,  John,  that  the  fpirit  would 
take  the  law  of  him  f — Faith,  I  could  tell  you  one  way 
to  drive  him  off. 

Ceach.  How's  that? 

Gard.  I'll  tell  you  immediately  [drinks'] — — I  fancy 
Mrs.  Abigail  might  fcold  him  out  of  the  houfe. 

Coach.  Ay,  me  has  a  tongue  that  would  drown  his 
drum,  if  any  thing  could. 

But.  Pho,  this  is  all  froth;  you  understand  nothing 

of  the  matter The  next  time  it  makes  a  noife,  I 

tell  you  what  oi'ght  to  be  done, 1  would  have 

the  Steward  fpeak  latin  to  it. 

Coach,  Ay,  that  would  do,  if  the  Steward  had  but 
courage. 

Gard.  There  you  have  it — He's  a  fearful  man.  If 
I  had  as  much  learning  as  he,  and  I  met  the  ghoft,  I'd 
tell  him  his  own  :  But  alack  what  can  one  of  us  poor 
men  do  with  a  fpirit,  that  can  neither  write  nor  read  ? 

But.  Thou  art  always  cracking  and  boafting,  Peter ; 
thou  doft  not  know  what  mifchief  it  might  do  thee,  if 
fuch  a  filly  dog  as  thee  mould  offer  to  fpeak  to  it :  For 
ought  I  know,  he  might  flea  thee  alive,  and  make 
parchment  of  thy  fkin  to  cover  his  drum  with. 

Gard.  A  fiddleftick  !  tell  not  me — I  fear  nothing  : 
not  I !  I  never  did  harm  in  my  life ;  I  never  commit 
ted  murder. 

But.  I  verily  believe  thee :  keep  thy  temper,  Peter ; 
after  fupper  we'll  drink  each  of  us  a  double  mug,  and 
then  let  come  what  will. 

Gard.  Why  that's  well  faid,  John;  An  honeft  man 
that  is  not  quite  fober,  has  nothing  to  fear — Here's  to 

ye Why,  how  if  he  mould  come  this  minute,  here 

would  I  Hand.     Ha  !  what  noife  is  that  ? 

But.  and  Coach.  Ha  !  where  ? 

Gard.  The  devil !  the  devil !  Oh  no ;  'tis  Mrs.  Abi 
gail. 

But.  Ay,  faith  !  'tis  (he ;  'tis  Mrs.  Abigail !  A  good 
railtake  !  'tis  Mrs.  Abigail. 

A  4  Enter 
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Enter  Abigail. 

Al.  Here  are  your  drunken  fots  for  you !  Is  this  a 
*ime  to  be  guzzling,when  gentry  are  come  to  the  houfe ! 
Why  don't  you  lay  your  cloth  ;  How  came  you  out  of 
the  ilable's  ?  Why  are  not  you  at  work  in  your  garden  ? 

Card*  Why,  yonder's  the  fine  Londoner  and  madam, 
fetching  a  walk  together;  and  me-thought  they  look'd 
as  if  they  mould  fay  they  had  rather  have  my  room 
than  my  company. 

But.  And  fo  forfooth  being  all  three  met  together, 
we  are  doing  our  endeavours  to  drink  this  fame  drum 
mer  out  of  our  heads. 

Gard.  For  you  mull  know,  Mrs.  Abigail,  we  are  all 
of  opinion  that  one  can't  be  a  match  for  him,  unlefi 
xpr;e  be  as  drunk  as  a  drum. 

Coach.  I  am  refolv'd  to  give  madam  warning  to  hire 
herfelf  another  coachman  j  for  I  came  to  ferve  my  maf- 
ter,  d'ye  fee,  while  he  was  alive  :  but  do  fuppofe  that  he 
Jias  no  further  occafion  for  a  coach,  now  he  walks. 

But.  Truly,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  muft  needs  fay,  that 
this  fame  fpirit  is  a  very  odd  fort  of  a  body,  after  all, 
to  fright  madam  and  his  old  fervants  at  this  rate. 

Gard.  And  truly,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  muft  needs  fay,  I 
ferv'd  my  mafter  contentedly,  while  he  was  living;  but 
I  will  ferve  no  man  living  (that  is,  no  man  that  is  not 
living)  without  double  wages. 

Ab.  Ay,  'tis  fuch  cowards  as  you  that  go  about  with 
idle  ftores,  to  difgrace  the  houfe,  ahd  bring  fo  many 
Grangers  about  it :  You  fail  frighten  yourfelves,  and 
then  your  neighbours. 

Gard.  Frighten'd !  I  fcorn  your  words :  Frighten'd 
quoth-a ! 

Ab.  What,  you  fot,  are  you  grown  pot-valiant  ? 

Gard.  /righten'd  with  a  drum  !  that's  a  good  one  ! 
It  will  do  us  no  harm,  I'll  anfvver  for  it :  It  will  bring 
no  blood-fhed  along  with  it,  take  my  word.  It  foundi 
as  like  a  train-band  drum  as  ever  I  heard  in  my  life. 

But.  Pr'ythce,  Peter,  don't  be  fo  prefumptuous. 

Ab.  Well,  thefe  drunken  rogues  take  it  as  I  could 
wifh.  [Afide. 

Gard.  I  fcom  to  be  frighten'd,  now  I  am  in  foi't ; 

if 
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if  old  Dub-a-dub  fhould  come  into  the  room,  I  would 
take  him  -- 

But.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  tongue. 

Card.  I  would  take  him 

[The  drum  beats  :  The  Gardener  endeavourf  to  get 
off,  and  falls. 

But.  and  Coach.  Speak  to  it,  Mrs.  Abigail. 

Card.  Spare  my  life,  and  take  all  I  have. 

Coach.  Make  off,  make  oft",  good  Butler;  and  let  us 
go  hide  ourfelves  in  the  cellar.  [They  all  run  ojf. 


Ab.  So,  now  the  coaft  is  clear,  I  may  venture  to  call 
out  my  drummer  --  But  firft  let  me  fhut  the  door, 
left  we  be  furpriz'd.  Mr.  Fantome,  Mr.  Fantome!  [He 
leafs.]  Nay,  nay,  pray  come  out:  the  enemy's  fled  — 
I  mult  fpeak  with  you  immediately  -  Don't  Hay  to 
beat  a  parley. 

[The  backfcene  opens,  and  difcc-vers,  Fantome  vjitb 
a  drum. 

Fan.  Dear  Mrs.  Nabby,  I  have  overheard  all  that 
has  been  faid,  and  find  thou  haft  manag'd  this  thing 
fo  well,  that  I  could  take  thee  in  my  arms  and  kifs 
thee  -  If  my  drum  did  not  Hand  in  my  way. 

Ab.  Well,  o'  my  confcience,  you  are  the  merriefl 
ghoft  !  and  the  very  picture  of  Sir  George  Truman. 

Fan.  There  you  flatter  me,  Mrs.  Abigail  :  Sir 
George  had  that  frelhnefs  in  his  looks,  that  we  men  of 
the  town  cannot  come  up  to. 

Ab.  Oh  !  Death  may  have  alter'd  you,  you  know—  - 
Befides  you  muft  confider,  you  loft  a  great  deal  6f  blood 
in  the  battle. 

Fan.  Ay,  that's  right;  let  me  look  never  fo  pale,  this 
cut  crofs  my  forehead  will  keep  me  in  countenance. 

Ab.  'Tis  juft  fuch  a  one  as  my  mafter  received  from  a 
curfed  French  trooper,  as  my  lady's  letter  inform'd  her. 

Fan.  It  happens  luckily  that  this  fuit  of  clothes  of 
Sir  George's  fits  me  fo  well  -  1  think  I  can't  fail 
hitting  the  air  of  a  man  with  whom  I  was  f  j  long  ac 
quainted. 

Ab.  You  are  the  very  man—  —I  vow  I  almoft  ftart 
when  I  look  upon  you. 

A  5  fat. 
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Fan.  But  what  good  will  this  do  me,  if  I  mufl  re 
main  invifible  ? 

Ab.  Pray  what  good  will  your  being  vifible  do  you  ? 
The  fair  Mr.  Fantome  thought  no  woman  could  with- 

ftand  him But  when  you  were  feen  by  my  lady  in 

your  proper  perfon,  after  me  had  taken  a  full  furvey  of 
you,  and  heard  all  the  pretty  things  you  could  fay, 
fhe  very  civilly  difmifs'd  you  for  the  fake  of  that  emp 
ty  noify  creature  Tinfel.  She  fancies  you  have  been 
gone  from  hence  this  fortnight. 

Fan,  Why  really  I  love  that  lady  fo  well,  that  tho* 
I  had  no  hopes  of  gaining  her  for  myfelf,  I  could  not 
bear  to  fee  her  given  to  another,  efpecially  to  fuch  a 
wretch  as  Tinfel. 

Ab.  Well,  tell  me  truly,  Mr.  Fantome,  have  not 
you  a  great  opinion  of  my  fidelity  to  my  dear  lady, 
that  I  would  not  fuffer  her  to  be  deluded  in  this  man 
ner  for  iefs  than  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fan.  Thou  art  always  reminding  me  of  my  promife 
—Thou  malt  have  it,  if  thou  can'it  bring  our  projedl 
to  bear :  Doit  not  know  that  ftories  of  ghofts  and  ap 
paritions  generally  end  in  a  pot  of  money. 

Ab.  Why  truly  now,  Mr.  Fantome,  I  mould  think 
myfelf  a  very  bad  woman,  if  I  had  done  what  I  do  for 
a  farthing  Iefs, 

Fan.  Dear  Abigail,  how  I  admire  thy  virtue  ! 

Ab.  No,  no,  Mr.  Fanteme,  I  defy  the  word  of  my 
enemies  to  fay  I  love  mifchief  for  mifchief's  fake. 

Fan.  But  is  thy  lady  perfuaded  that  I'm  the  gholt  of 
lier  deceafed  hufband  ? 

Ab.  I  endeavour  to  make  her  believe  fo ;  and  tell 
her  every  time  your  dram  rattles,  that  her  hufband  is 
chiding  her  for  entertaining  this  new  lover. 

Fan.  Pr'ythee  make  ufe  of  all  thy  art :  for  I'm  tir'd 
to  death  with  ftrolling  round  this  wide  old  houfe,  like 
s  rat  behind  the  wainfcot. 

Ab.  Did  not  I  tell  you  'twas  the  pureft  place  in  the 
world  for  you  to  play  your  tricks  in  ?  There's  none  of 
the  family  that  knows  eveiy  hole  and  corner  in  it,  be- 
ftdes  myfelf. 

fan.  Ah,  Mrs.  Abigail !  youhavehad  your  intrigues. 
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Ab.  For  you  muft  know  when  I  was  a  romping 
young  girl,  I  was  a  mighty  lover  of  hide  and  feek. 

Fan.  I  believe  by  this  time,  I  am  as  well  acquainted 
with  the  houfe  as  yourfelf. 

Ab.  You  are  very  much  miftaken,  Mr.  Fantome : 
But  no  matter  for  that ;  here's  to  be  your  ftation  to 
night.  This  place  is  unknown  to  any  one  living  be- 
lides  myfelf,  fince  the  death  of  the  joiner,  who,  you 
muft  understand,  being  a  lover  of  mine,  contriv'd  the 
wainfcot  to  move  to  and  fro,  in  the  rrtanner  that  you 
find  it.  I  defign'd  it  for  a  wardrobe  for  ray  lady's  caft 
clothes.  Oh  !  the  ilomachers,  ftays,  petticoats,  com 
modes,  lac'd  fhoes,  and  good  things  that  I  have  had 
in  it  I  -  Pray  take  care  you  don't  break  the  cherry 
brandy  bottle  that  ftands  up  in  the  corner. 

Fan.  Well,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  hire  your  clofet  of  you 
but  for  this  one  night — A  thoufand  pound,  you  know, 
is  a  very  good  rent. 

Ab.  Well,  get  you  gone  :  You  have  fuch  a  way  with 
you,  there's  no  denying  you  any  thing  ! 

Fan.  I'm  thinking  how  Tinfel  will  flare,  when  he 
fees  me  come  out  of  the  wall ;  for  I  am  refolved  to 
make  my  appearance  to-night. 

Ab.  Get  you  in,  get  you  in,  my  lady's  at  the  door. 
Far..  Pray  take  care  me  does  not  keep  me  up  fo  late 
as  (he  did  laft  night,  or  depend  upon't  I'll  beat  the 
tattoo. 

Ab.  I'm  undone,  I'm  undone——  [As  be  if  going  in.  J 
Mr.  Fantome,  Mr.  Fantome,  have  you  put  the  thou 
fand  pound  bond  into  my  brother's  hand  ? 

Fan.  Thou  malt  have  it ;  I  tell  thee  thou  malt  have 
it.  [Fantome  goes  /»« 

Ab.  No  more  words Vanifh,  vanifh. 

Enter  Lady. 

Ab.  [Opening  the  door.]  Oh,  dear  madam,  was  it  you 
that  made  fuch  a  knocking  ?  My  heart  does  fo  beat— 

I  vow  you  have  frighted  me  to  death 1  thought 

verily  it  had  been  the  drummer. 

Lady.  I  have  been  mowing  the  garden  to  Mr.  Tin 
fel  :  He's  moft  infufferably  witty  upon  us  about  this 
ftory  of  the  drum. 

A  6  4t* 


ii  THE   DRUMMER:    Or, 

Ab.  Indeed,  madam,  he's  a  very  loofe  man  :  I'nv 
afraid  'tis  he  that  hinders  my  poor  matter  from  refting 
in  his  grave. 

Lady.  Well,  an  Infidel  is  fuch  a  novelty  in  the  coun 
try,  that  I  am  refolv'd  to  divert  myfelf  a  day  or  two 
fit  leaft  with  the  oddnefs  of  his  converfation. 

Ab.  Ah,  madam  !  the  drum  began  to  beat  in  the 
houfe  as  foon  as  ever  this  creature  was  admitted  to  vi- 
fit  you.  All  the  while  Mr.  Fantome  made  his  ad- 
drefles  to  you  there  was  not  a  moufe  (lining  in  the  fa 
mily  more  than  us'd  to  be 

Lady.  This  baggage  has  fome  defign  upon  me,  more 

than  I  can  yetdiicover,  \AJide. ~\ Mr.  Fantome  was 

always  thy  favourite. 

Ab.  Ay,  and  fhould  have  been  yours  too,  by  my 
confent !  Mr.  Fantome  was  not  fuch  a  flight  fantaftick 

thing  as  this  is Mr.  Fantome  was  the  beft  built 

man  one  fhould  fee  in  a  fummer's  day !  Mr.  Fantom* 
was  a  man  of  honour,  and  lov'd  you.  Poor  foul,  how 
has  he  figh'd  when  he  has  talk'd  to  me  of  my  hard 
hearted  lady — Well !  I'd  as  lief  as  a  thoufand  pound 
yen  would  marry  Mr.  Fantome. 

Lady.  To  tell  thee  truly,  I  lov'd  htm  well  enough 
till  I  found  he  lov'd  me  ib  much.  But  Mr.  Tinfel 
makes  his  court  to  me  with  fo  much  neglecl  and  in 
difference,  and  with  fuch  an  agreeable  faucinefs — Not 
that  I  fay  I'll  marry  him. 

Ab.  Marry  him,  quoth-a  !  No,  if  you  fhould,  you'll 
be  awaken'd  fooner  than  married  couples  generally  aie 
— You'H  quickly  have  a  drum  at  your  window. 

Lady.  I'll  hide  my  contempt  of  Tinfel  for  once,  if 
it  be  but  to  fee  what  this  wench  diives  at.  [Afide. 

Ab.  Why,  fuppofe  your  hufband,  after  this  fair 
warning  he  has  given  you,  fhoiild  found  you  an  alarm 
at  midnight ;  then  open  your  curtains  with  a  face  as 
pale  as  my  apron,  and  cry  out  with  a  hollow  voice, 
-What  doft  thou  do  in  bed  with  this  fpindle-fhank'd 
fellow  ? 

Lady.  Why  wilt  thou  needs  have  it  to  be  my  huf 
band  ?  He  r.ever  had  any  reafon  to  be  offended  at  me. 
I  always  lov'd  him  while  he  was  living;  and  fhould 

prefer 
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prefer  him  to  any  man,  were  he  fo  ftill.  Mr.  Tinfel 
is  indeed  very  idle  in  his  talk ;  but  I  fancy  Abigail,  a 
difcreet  woman  might  reform  him. 

Ab.  That's  a  likely  matter  indeed!  Did  you  ever 
hear  of  a  woman  who  had  power  over  a  man  when  me 
was  his  wife,  that  had  none  while  me  was  his  miftrefs  ? 
Oh  !  there's  nothing  in  the  world  improves  a  man  in 
his  complaifance,  like  marriage  ! 

Lady.  He  is,  indeed,  at  prefent,  too  familiar  in  his 
converfation. 

Ab.  Familiar !  madam ;  in  troth,  he's  downright 
rude. 

Lady,  But  that,  you  know,  Abigail,  {hews  he  has  no 

diflimulation  in  him Then  he  is  apt  to  jeft  a  littl* 

too  much  upon  grave  fubjefts. 

Ab.  Grave  fubje&s!  he jefts  upon  the  church. 

'  Lady.  But  that  you  know,  Abigail,  may  be  only 

'  to  mew  his  wit Then  it  mult  be  own'd  he's  ex- 

'  tremely  talkative. 

'  Ab.  Talkative,  d'ye  call  it !  he's  downright  im- 

•  pertinent. 

'  Lady.  But  that  you  know,  Abigail,  is  a  fign  he 
'  has  been  us'd  to  good  company — Then  indeed  he  is 
'  very  pofitive. 

'  Ab.  Pofitive!  why,  he  contradicts  you  in  every 

*  thing  you  fay. 

'  Lady.  But  then  you  know,  Abigail,  he  has  been 

*  educated  at  the  Inns  of  Court. 

*  Ab.  A  blefied  education  indeed!  it  has  made  him 
'  forget  his  catechifm!' 

L  inly.  You  talk  as  if  you  hated  him. 
Ab.   You  talk  as  if  you  Jov'd  him. 

•  Lady.  Hold  your  tongue ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Tinfel. 
7'ia.  My  dear  widow  ! 

Ab.  My  dear  widow!  marry  come  up  !  [Afede. 

Lady.  Let  him  alone,  Abigail ;  fo  long  as  he  does 
not  call  me  my  dear  wife,  there's  no  harm  done. 
Tin.  I  have   been  moft  ridiculoufly  diverted  fince  I 

left  you Your  fervants  have  made  a  convert  of  my 

.  booby :  his  head  is  fo  fill'd  with  this  footilh  ftory  of  a 

drummer, 
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drummer,    that  I  expeft   the  rogue    will   be  afraid 
hereafter  to  go  upon  a  meffage  by  moon-light. 

Lady.  Ah,  Mr.  Tinfel,  what  a  lofs  of  billet-doux 
would  that  be  to  many  a  fine  lady  ! 

Ab.  Then  you  ftill  believe  this  to  be  a  foolifli  fto- 
ry?  I  thought  my  lady  had   told  you  that  fhe  had 
heard  it  herfelf. 
Tin.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Why,  you  wou'd  not  perfuade  us  out  of  our 
fenfes ! 

Tin.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  There's  manners  for  you,  madam.         [AJtde. 
Lady.  Admirably  rally'd  !  that  laugh  is  unanfwer- 
able  !  Now  I'll  be  hang'd  if  you  could  forbear  being 
witty  upon  me,  if  I  mould  tell  you  I  heard  it  no 
longer  ago  than  laft  night. 
Tin.  Fancy  ! 

Lady.  But  what  if  I  mould  tell  you  my  maid  was 
with  me ! 

Tin.  Vapours  !    vapours !  Pray,  my  dear  widow, 

will  you  anfwermeone  queftion  ? Had  you  ever 

this  noife  of  a  drum  in  your  head  all  the  while  your 
huiband  was  living  ? 

'  Lady.  And  pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  will  you  let  me 
'  afk  you  another  queftion  ?  Do  you  think  we  can 
*  hear  in  the  country  as  well  as  you  do  in  town  I 

*  Tin.'  Believe  me,  madam,  I  could  prefcribe  you 
a  cure  for  thefe  imaginations. 

Ab.  Don't  tell  my  lady  of  imaginations,  fir,  I  have 
heard  it  myfelf. 

Tin.  Hark  thee,  child — art  thou  not  an  old  maid  ? 
Ab.  Sir,  if  tarn,  it  is  my  own  fault. 
Tin.  Whims !    freaks  !    megrims  !    indeed,    Mrs. 
Abigail. 

Ab.  Marry,  fir,  by  your  talk,  one  wouM  believe 

you  thought  every  thing  that  was  good  is  U,  megrim. 

'  Lady.  Why,  truly,  I  don't  very  well  anderltand 

•  what  you  meant  by  your  doctrine  to  me  in  the  gar- 

•  den  juil  now,  that  every  thing  we  faw  was  made  by 

•  chance. 

*  Ab.  A  very  pretty  fubjeft.  indeed  for  a  lover  to 

•  divert  his  miltrefs  with. 

«  L«ffy.  But  I  fuppofe  that  was  only  a  tafte  of  the 

'  ccnveriauoa 
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'  converfation  you  would  entertain  me  with  after 
'  marriage. 

'  Tin.  Oh,  I  fhall  then  have  time  to  read  you  fuch 
'  leftures  of  motions,  atoms,  and  nature — that  you 
'  mall  learn  to  think  as  freely  as  the  bell  of  us,  and 
'  be  convinced,  in  lefs  than  a  month,  that  all  about 
'  us  is  chance-work. 

'  Lady.  You  are  a  very  complaifant  perfon  indeed  ; 
'  and  fo  you  would  make  your  court  to  me,  by  per- 
'  fuading  me  that  I  was  made  by  chance  ! 

'  Tin.  Ha,    ha,    ha!  well   faid,    my  dear!  why, 

*  faith,  thou  wert  a  very  lucky  hit,  that's  certain  ! 

*   Lady.  Pray,  Mr.   Tinfel,  where  did  you    learn 
'  this  odd  way  of  talking  ? 
'  Tin.  Ah,    widow,    'tis   your  country  innocence 

*  makes  you  think  it  an  odd  way  of  talking.' 
Lady,  Tho'  you  give  no  credit  to  (lories  of  appari 
tions,  I  hope  you  believe  there  are  fuch  things  as  fpirits! 

Tin.   Simplicity ! 

Ab.  I  fancy  you  don't  believe  women  have  fouls, 
d'ye,  fir? 

Tin.  Fooli/h  enough  ! 

f  Lady.  I  vow,  Mr.  Tinfel,  I'm  afraid  malicious 
'  people  will  fay  I'm  in  love  with  an  atheifl. 

'  Tin.  Oh,  my  dear,  that's  an  old-falhion'd  word 

*  I'm  a  free-thinker,  child  ! 

'  Ab.  I'm  fure  you  are  a  free-fpeaker  ! 
'  Lady.  Really,  Mr.  Tinfel,  confidering  that  you 
are  fo  fine  a  gentleman,  I'm  amaz'd  where  you  got 
all  this  learning  ?  I  wonder  it  has  not  fpoil'd  your 
breeding. 

'  Tin  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  not  time  to  look 
into  thefe  dry  matters  myfelf,  but  I  am  convinc'd 
by  four  or  five  learned  men,  whom  I  fometimes 
overhear  at  acoffeehoufe  I  frequent,  that  our  fore 
fathers  were  a  pack  of  affes,  that  the  world  has 
been  in  an  error  for  fome  thoufands  of  years,  and 
that  all  the  people  upon  earth,  excepting  thofe  two 
or  three  worthy  gentlemen,  are  impos'd  upon,  cheat 
ed,  bubbled,  abus'd,  bamboozled 

'  Ab.  Madam,  how  can  you  hear  fuch  a  profligate  r* 

*  he  talks  like  the  London  prodigal. 
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'  Lady.  Why  really,  I'm  a  thinking,  if  there  be 
no  fuch  things  as  fpirits,  a  woman  has  no  occafion 

'  for  marrying She  need  not  be  afraid  to  lie  by 

'  herfelf. 

'  Tin.  Ah  !  my  dear!    are  hufbands  good  for  no- 

'  thing  but  to  frighten  away  fpirits  ?  Doit  thou  think 

'  I  could  not  inftruct  thee  in  feveral  other  comforts  of 

4  matrimony. 

'  Lady.  Ah  !  but  you  are  a  man  of  fo  much  know- 

•  ledge,  that  you  would  always  be  laughing  at  my  ig- 

c  norance You  learned  men  are  fo  apt  to  defpife 

'  one ! 

4  fin.  No,  child!  I'd  teach  thee  my  principles, 
'  thou  fhoulft  be  as  wife  as  I  am in  a  week's  time. 

'  Lady.  Do  you  think  your  principles  would  make 
'  a  woman  the  better  wife  ? 

4  fin.  Pr'ythee,  widow,  don't  be  queer. 

'   Lady.  I  love  a  gay  temper,  but  I  would  not  haVfe 

*  you  rally  things  that  are  ferious. 

•  *  fin.  Well  enough,  faith  !    where'a  the  jell    of 
'  rallying  any  thing  elfe  ? 

4  Ab.  Ah,  madam,  did  you  ever  hear  Mr.  Fan- 
'  tome  talk  at  this  rate  ?  \_Afede, 

'  fin.''  But  where's  this  ghoft  !  this  fon  of  a  whore 
of  a  drummer  ?  I'd  fain  hear  him,  methinks. 

Ab.  Pray, , madam,  don't  fuffer  him  to  give  the 
ghoft  fuch  ill  language,  efpecially  when  you  have 
reafon  to  believe  it  is  my  mafter. 

fin.  That's  well  enough,  faith,  Nab  ;  doft  think 
thy  mafter  is  fo  unreafonable  as  to  continue  his  claim 
to  his  reli&  after  his  bones  are  laid  I  Pray,  widow, 
remember  the  words  of  your  contract,  you  have  ful- 

fill'd   them  to  a  tittle Did  not  you  marry  Sir 

George  to  the  tune  of  'till  death  us  do  part  ? 

Lady.  I  muft  not  hear  Sir  George's  memory  treated 
in  fo  flight  a  manner—'  This  fellow  muft  have  been 
4  at  fome  pains  to  make  himfelf  fuch  a  finifh'd  cox- 

*  comb.  {AJide.' 
fin.  Give  me  but  pofleffion  of  your  perfon,  and  I'll 

whirl  you  up  to  town  for  a  winter,  and  cure  you  at 
once.  rOh  !  I  have  known  many  a  country  lady  come 

•  to 
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to  London  with  frightful  flories  of  the  hall-houfe 

being  haunted,    of   fairies,    fpirits,  and  witches  ; 

that  by  the  time  fhe  had  feen  a  comedy,  play'd  at 

an  aflembly,  and  ambled  in  a  ball  or  two,  has  been 

fo  little  afraid  of  bugbears,  that  fhe  has  ventured 

home  at  all  hours  of  the  night. 

'  Ab.  Hum Sauce-box.  [A/Me. 

'  Tin.  'Tis  the  folitude  of  the  country  that  creates 
'  thefe  whimfies  ;  there  was  never  fuch  a  thing  as  a 
*  ghoft  heard  of  at  London,  except  in  the  play- 
-*  houfe' — Oh,  we'd  pafs  all  our  time  in  London. 
'Tis  the  fcene  of  pleafure  and  diverfions,  where 
there's  fomething  to  amufe  you  every  hour  of  th« 
day.  Life's  not  life  in  the  country. 

Lady.  Well  then,  you  have  an  opportunity  of  (hew 
ing  the  fincerity  of  that  love  to  me  which  you  profefs. 
You  may  give  a  proof  that  you  have  an  affection  to 
my  perfon,  not  my  jointure. 

Tin.  Your  jointure  !  How  can  you  think  me  fuch 
3  dog  !  But,  child  !  won't  your  jointure  be  the  fame 
thing  in  London  as  in  the  country  ? 

Lady.  No,  you're  deceiv'd  !  You  muft  know,  it  is 
fettled  on  me  by  marriage-articles,  on  condition  that  I 
live  in  this  old  manfion-houfe,and  keep  it  up  in  repair. 

Tin.  How! 

Ab.  That's  well  put,  madam. 

Tin.  Why,  faith,  I  have  been  looking  upon  this 
houfe,  and  think  it  is  the  prettieft  habitation  I  ever 
faw  in  my  life. 

Lady.  Ay,  but  then  this  cruel  drum  ! 

Tin.   Something  fo  venerable  in  it ! 

Lady.  Ay,  but  the  drum  ! 

Tin.  For  my  part,  I  like  this  Gothic  way  of  build 
ing  better  than  any  of  your  new  orders — —it  would 
be  a  thoufand  pities  it  fhould  fall  to  ruin. 

Lady.  Ay,  but  the  drum  ! 

Tin.  How  pleafandy  we  two  could  pafs  our  time  in 
this  delicious  fituation  !  Our  lives  wou'd  be  a  con 
tinued  dream  ofhappinefs.  Come,  faith,  widow,  let's 
go  upon  the  leads,  and  take  a  view  of  the  country. 

Lady.  Ay,  but  the  drum  !  the  drum  1 

Tin. 
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Tin.  My  dear,  take  my  word  for't  'tis  all  fancy : 
befides,  mould  he  drum  in  thy  very  bed-chamber,  I 
Ihou'd  only  hug  thee  the  clofer. 

Clafp'd  in  the  folds  of  love,  Pd  meet  my  doom, 
And  aft  my  joy*  tbo1  thunder  Jbook  the  room. 

{Exeunt. 


ACT  II.     SCENE    opens  and  difcovers  Vellum  in 
bis  office,  and  a  letter  in  bis  hand. 

Vel.  '"T~*HIS  letter  aftonifneth  ;  may  I  believe  my 
JL     own   eyes— or  rather  my  fpeftacles — 7* 
Humphry  Vellum,  Efa;  Steward  to  the  Lady  Truman, 
Vellum, 

7  doubt  not  but  you  <will  be  glad  to  hear  your  mafter  is 
<tti '"ve ,  and  defigns  to  be  <witb  you  in  half  an  hour.  The 
report  of  my  being  Jlain  in  {he  Netherlands  has,  I  fad, 
produced  fame  dijorders  in  my  family.  I  am  amu  at  the 
George  Inn  ;  if  an  old  man,  with  a  grey  beard,  in  A 
black  cloak,  inquires  after  you,  give  him  admittance. 
He  paffes  for  a  conjurer,  but  is  really 

Tour  faithful  friend,  G.  Truman. 

P.  S.  Let  this  be  a  fecret,  and  you  Jhall  find  your  ac 
count  in  if. 

This  amazeth  me  !  and  yet  the  reafons  why  I  mould 
believe  he  is  ftill  living  are  manifold — Firft,  becaufe 
this  has  often  been  the  cafe  of  other  military  adven 
turers. 

Secondly,  becaufe  this  news  of  his  death  was  firft 
publifh'd  in  Dier's  letter. 

Thirdly,  becaufe  this  letter  can  be  written  by  none 
but  himfelf— I  know  his  hand  and  manner  of  fpel- 
ling. 

Fourthly 

Enter  Butler. 

But.  Sir,  here's  a  ftrange  old  gentleman  that  afks 
for  you;  he  fays  he's  a  conjurer,  but  he  looks  very 
{iifpicious  ;  I  wifti  he  ben't  a  Jefuit. 

yd.  Admit  him  immediately. 

But.  I  wifh  he  ben't  a  Jefuit ;  but  he  fays  he's  no 
thing  but  a  conjurer. 
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Vel.  He  fays  right He  is  no  more  than  a  con 
jurer.  Bring  him  in  and  withdraw.  [£*'*  Butler. 

And  fourthly,  As  1  was  faying,  Becaufe 

Enter  Butler  ioith  £ir  George. 

Sut.  Sir,  here  is  the  conjurer — What  a  devilifh 
long  beard  he  has  !  I  warrant  it  has  been  growing 
thefe  hundred  years.  \_AJlde.  Exit. 

Sir  G.  Dear  Vellum,  you  have  receiv'd  my  letter  } 
but  before  we  proceed,  lock  the  door. 

Vel.  It  is  his  voice.  [Shuts  the  door. 

Sir  G.  In  the  next  place,  help  me  off  with  this 
cumberfome  cloak. 

Vel.  It  is  his  fhape. 

Sir  G.  So,  now  Jay  my  beard  upon  the  table. 

Vel.   \_After  having  hclCd  on   Sir  George  thro*  Us 
.]  It  is  his  face,  every  lineament! 

Sir  G.  Well  now,  I  haye  put  off  the  conjurer  and 
the  old  man,  I  can*  talk  to  thee  more  at  my  eafe. 

Vel.  Believe  me,  my  good  mafter,  I  am  as  much 
rejoic'd  to  fee  you  alive,  as  I  was  upon  the  day  you 
were  born.  Your  name  was  in  all  the  news-papers, 
in  the  lift  of  thofe  that  were  flain. 

Sir  G.  We  have  not  time  to  be  particular.  I  fhall 
only  tell  thee  in  general,  that  I  was  taken  prifoner 
in  the  battle,  and  was  under  clofe  confinement  feve- 
ral  months.  Upon  my  releafe,  I  was  refolv'd  to  fur- 
prife  my  wife  with  the  news  of  my  being  alive.  I 
know\  Vellum,  you  are  a  perfon  of  fo  much  penetra 
tion,  that  I  need  not  ufe  any  further  arguments  to 
convince  you  that  I  am  fo. 

Vel.  I  am — and  moreover  I  queftion  not  but  your 
good  lady  will  likewife  be  convinc'd  of  it.  Her  ho 
nour  is  a  difcerning  lady. 

Sir  G.  I'm  only  afraid  flie  mould  be  convinc'd  of 
it  to  her  forrow.  Is  not  ihe  pleas'd  with  her  imagi 
nary  widowhood  ?  Tell  me  truly,  was  ihe  afflifted  at 
the  report  of  my  death  > 

Vel.   Sorely. 

Sir  G.  How  long  did  her  grief  laft  ? 

Vel.  Longer  than  I  have  known  any  widow's  — — 
at  leaft  three  days. 

Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  Three  days,  fay'ft  thou  ?  Three  whole  days! 
I'm  afraid  thou  flattereft  me ! O  woman  1  wo 
man  ! 

Vel.  Grief  is  twofold. 

Sir  G.  This  blockhead  is  as  methodical  as  ever — 
but  I  know  he's  honeft.  \,^fidt. 

Vel.  There  is  a  real  grief,  and  there  is  a  methodical 
grief:  me  was  drown'd  in  tears  till  fuch  time  as  th« 

taylor  had  made  her  widow's  weeds- Indeed  they 

became  her. 

Sir  G.  Became  her  !  and  was  that  her  comfort  ? 
Truly  a  moft  feafonable  confolation  ! 

Vel.  But  I  muft  needs  fay  me  paid  a  due  regard  to 
jour  memory,  and  could  not  forbear  weeping  wheji 
flie  faw  company. 

Sir  G.  That  was  kind  indeed  !  I  find  (he  griev'd 
'with  a  great  deal  of  good-breeding.  But  how  comet 
this  gang  of  lovers  about  her  ? 

Vel.  Her  jointure  is  contiderable. 

Sir  G.  How  this  fool  torments  me  !  \AJiJe< 

Pel.  Her  perfon  is  amiable — — 

SirG.  Death!  \Afide. 

Vel.  But  her  character  is  unblemiih'd.  She  has 
been  as  virtuous  in  your  abfence  as  a  Penelope 

Sir  G.  And  has  had  as  many  fuitors. 

Vel.  Several  have  made  their  overtures. 

Sir  G.  Several  ! 

VeL   But  (he  has  rejected  all. 

Sir  G.  There  thou  reviv'ft  me ;  but  what  means 
{his  Tinfel  ?  Are  his  vifits  acceptable  f 

Vel.  He  is  young. 

Sir  G.  Does  me  liften  to  him  ? 

Vel.  He  is  gay. 

Sir  G.  Sure  me  could  never  entertain  a  thought  of 
marrying  fuch  a  coxcomb  ! 

Vel.  He  is  not  ill  made. 

Sir  G.  Are  the  vows  and  protections  that  pafs'd 
between  us  come  to  this !  I  can't  bear  the  thought 
of  it !  Is  Tinfel  the  man  defign'd  for  my  worthy  fuc- 
cefibr ? 

Vel. 
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Vel.  You  do  not  confider  that  you  have  been  dead 
{hefe  fourteen  months 

Sir  G.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  dog  ?  \_djide. 

Vel.  And  I  have  often  heard  her  fay,  that  fhe  muft 
jiever  expeft  to  find  a  fecond  Sir  George  Truman- 
meaning  your  ho— nour. 

Sir  G.  I  think  (he  lov'dme;  but  I  muft  fearch  into 
this  ftory  of  the  Drummer,  before  I  difcover  myfelf 
to  her.  I  have  put  on  this  habit  of  a  conjurer,  in  or 
der  to  introduce  myfelf.  It  mult  be  your  bufinefs  to 
recommend  me  as  a  moft  profound  perfon,  that  by  my 
great  knowledge  in  the  curious  arts,  can  filence  the 
drummer,  and  difpoflefs  the  houfe. 

Vel.  I  am  going  to  lay  my  accounts  before  my  lady, 
and  I  will  endeavour  to  prevail  upon  her  ho— nour  to 
admit  the  trial  of  your  art. 

Sir  G.  I  have  fcarce  heard  of  any  of  thefe  ftories, 

that  did  not  arife  from  a  love  intrigue Amours 

raife  as  many  ghofts  as  murders. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  endeavours  to  perfuade  us,  that 
'tis  your  ho— nour  who  troubles  the  houfe. 

Sir  G.  That  convinces  me  'tis  a  cheat ;  for  I  think, 
Vellum,  I  may  be  pretty  well  aflur'd  it  is  not  me. 

Vel.  I  am  apt  to  think  fo  truly.     Ha— ha—ha  ! 

Sir  G.  Abigail  had  always  an  afcendant  over  her 
lady,  and  if  there  is  a  trick  in  this  matter,  depend  up 
on  it  fhe  is  at  the  bottom  of  it.  I'll  be  hang'd  if  this 
ghoft  be  not  one  of  Abigail's  familiars. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  has  of  late  been  very  myfterious. 

Sir  G.  I  fancy,  Vellum,  thou  couldft  worm  it  out 
of  her!  I  know  formerly  there  was  an  amour  between 
you. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  hath  her  allurements,  and  fhe 
knows  I  have  pick'd  up  a  competency  in  your  ho 
nour's  fervice. 

Sir  G.  If  thou  haft,  all  I  aflc  of  thee,  in  return,  is, 
that  thou  wouldft  immediately  renew  thy  addrefles  to 
her.  '  Coax  her  up.'  Thou  haft  fuch  a  filver  tongue, 
Vellum,  as  'twill  be  impoffible  for  her  to  withftand. 
Befides,  fhe  is  fo  very  a  woman,  that  fhe'll  like  thee 
the  better  for  giving  her  the-  pleafure  of  telling  a  fe- 

cret. 
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cret.     In  fhort,  wheedle  her  out  of  it,  and  I  fhall  aft 

by  the  advice  which  thou  giveft  me. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  was  never  deaf  to  me,  when  I 
talk'd  upon  that  fubjeft.  I  will  take  an  opportunity 
of  addreffing  myfelf  to  her  in  the  molt  pathetic  man 
ner. 

Sir  G.  In  the  mean  time  lock  me  up  in  your  of 
fice,  and  bring  me  word  what  fuccefs  you  have.-— — • 
Well,  fure  I  am  the  firft  that  ever  was  employed  to  lay 
himfelf. 

VeL  You  acl:  indeed'a  threefold  part  in  this  houfe, 
you  are  a  ghoft,  a  conjurer,  and  my  ho— nour'd  matter 
Sir  George  Truman ;  he,  he,  he  !  You  will  pardon 
me  for  being  jocular. 

Str'G.  Oh,  Mr.  Vellum,  with  all  my  heart.  You 
know  I  love  you  men  of  wit  and  humour.  Be  as 
merry  as  thou  pleafeft,  fo  thou  doft  thy  bufmefs.  [Mi 
micking  him.~\  You  will  remember,  Vellum,  your  com- 
miffion  is  twofold,  firft  to  gain  admiffion  for  me  to 
your  lady,  and  fecondly,  to  get  the  fecret  out  of  Abi 
gail. 

yd.  It  fufficeth. 

We    SCENE  Jbuta. 
Enter  Lady  fola. 

Latfy.  Women  who  have  been  happy  in  a  firft  mar 
riage,  are  the  moft  apt  to  venture  upon  a  fecond. 
But  for  my  part,  I  had  a  hufband  fo  every  way  fuited 
to  my  inclinations,  that  I  mull  entirely  forget  him, 
before  I  can  like  another  man.  I  have  now  been  a 
widow  but  fourteen  months,  and  have  had  twice  as 
many  lovers,  all  of  'em  profeft  admirers  of  my  per- 
fon,  but  paflionately  in  love  with  my  jointure.  I 
think  it  is  a  revenge  1  owe  my  fex,  to  make  an  exam 
ple  of  this  worthlefs  tribe  of  fellows,  '  who  grow  im 
pudent,  drefs  themfelves  fine,  and  fancy  we  are 
oblig'd  to  provide  for  'em.  But  of  all  my  captives, 
Mr.  Tinfel  is  the  moft  extraordinary  in  his  kind. 
I  hope  the  diverfion  I  give  myfelf  with  him  is  un- 
blameable.  I'm  fure  'tis  neceflary  to  turn  my 

'  thoughts 
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*  thoughts  off  from  the  memory  of  that  dear  man, 

*  who  has  been  the  greateft  happinefs  and  afHiclion  of 
'  my  life.     My  heart  would  be  a  prey  to  melancholy, 

*  if  I  did  not  find  thefe  innocent  methods  of  relieving 
'  it.'    Bat  here  comes  Abigail,  Imuft  teaze  the  bag 
gage,  for  I  find  flie  has  taken  it  into  her  head  that 
I'm  entirely  at  her  difpofal. 

Enter  Abigail, 

Ab.  Madam  !  madam !  yonder's  Mr.  Tinfel  has  as 
good  as  taken  pofleffion  of  your  houfe.  Marry,  he 
fays,  he  muft  have  Sir  George's  apartment  enlarged  ; 
for  truly,  fays  he,  I  hate  to  be  ftraiten'd.  Nay,  he 
was  fo  impudent  as  to  mew  me  the  chamber  where  he 
intends  to  confummate,  as  he  calls  it. 

Lady.  Well  !  he's  a  wild  fellow. 

Ab.  Indeed  he's  a  very  fad  man,  madam. 

Lady.  He's  young,  Abigail,  'tis  a  thoufand  pities 
lie  fhould  be  loft  j  I  mould  be  mighty  glad  to  reform 
him. 

Ab.  Reform  him !  marry,  hang  him  ! 

Lady.   Has  not  he  a  great  deal  of  life  ? 

Ab.  Ay,  enough  to  make  your  heart  ake. 

Lady.  I  dare  fay  thou  think'ft  him  a  very  agreeable 
fellow. 

Ab.  He  thinks  himfelf  fo,  I'll  anfwer  for  hin>. 

Lady.  He's  very  good-natur'd. 

Ab.  He  ought  to  be  fo,  for  he's  very  filly. 

Lady.  Doft  thou  think  he  loves  me  ? 

Ab.  Mr.  Fantome  did,  I  am  fure. 

Lady.  With  what  raptures  he  talk'd  ! 

Ab.  Yes,  but 'twas  in  praife  of  your  jointure-houfe, 

Lady.  He  has  kept  bad  company. 

Ab.  They  muft  be  very  bad  indeed,  if  they  were 
worfe  than  himfelf. 

.     Lady.  I  have  a  itrong  fancy  a  good  woman  might 
reform  him. 

Ab.  It  wou'd  be  a  fine  experiment,  if  it  mou'd  not 
fucceed. 

Lady.  Well,  Abigail,  we'll  talk  of  that  another 
time ;  here  comes  the  fteward,  I  have  no  further  oc- 
eafion  for  you  at  prefent.  [£>/'/ Abigail, 

Entir 
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Enter  Vellum. 

Vel,  Madam,  is  your  ho-nour  at  leifure  to  lock  in 
to  the  account  of  the  laft  week  ?  They  rife  very  high 

Houfe-keeping  is  chargeable  in  a  houfe  that  is  , 

haunted. 

Lady.  How  comes  that  to  pafs  ?  I  hope  the  drum, 
neither  eats  nor  drinks!  But  read  your  account,  Vel 
lum. 

Vel.   [Putting  on.  and  off"  bis  fpeftaclet  in  this  fcene.~\ 

A  hogfhead  and  a  halt  of  ale It  is   not  for  the, 

ghoft's  drinking — but  your  ho-nour's  fervants  fay  they 
muft  have  fomething  to  keep  up  their  courage  again4 
this  ftrange  noife.  They  tell  me  they  expeft  a  dou 
ble  quantity  of  malt  in  their  fmall-beer,  fo  long  as 
the  houfe  continues  in  this  condition. 

Lady.  At  this  rate  they'll  take  care  to  be  frighten 'd 
all  the  year  round,  I'll  anfwer  for 'em.  But  go  on. 

Vel.  Item,  Two  iheep,  and  a — Where  is  the  ox  ? —  . 

Oh,  here  I  have  him and  an  ox Your  ho-nour 

muft  always  have  a  piece  of  cold  beef  in  the  houfe,  ' 
for  the  entertainment  of  fo  many  ftrangers,  who  come 
from  all  parts  to  hear  this  drum.  Item,  Bread,  ten 
peck  loaves — They  cannot  eat  beef  without  bread — 
Item,  Three  barrels  of  table-beer — They  muft  have 
drink  with  their  meat. 

Lady.  Sure  no  woman  in  England  has  a  fteward 
that  makes  fuch  ingenious  comments  on  his  works. 

\Afede. 

Vel.  Item,  To  Mr.  Tinfel's  fervants  five  bottles  of 

port  wine — It  was  by  your  ho-nour's   order Item* 

three  bottles  of  fack,  for  the  ufe  of  Mrs.  Abigail. 

Lady.  I  fuppofe  that  was  by  your  own  order. 

VeL  We  have  been  long  friends,  we  are  your  ho 
nour's  antient  fervants.  Sack  is  an  innocent  cordial, 
and  gives  her  fpirit  to  chide  the  fervants,  when  they 
are  tardy  in  their  bufmefs ;  he,  he,  he  !  pardon  me 
for  being  jocular. 

Lady.  Well,  I  fee  you'll  come  together  at  laft. 

Vel.  Item,  A  dozen  pounds  of  wax  lights,  for  the 
ufe  of  the  fervants. 

Lady.  For  the  ufe  of  the  fervants  !  What  are  the 
9  rogues 
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rogues  afraid  of  fleeping  in  the  dark  !  What  an  un 
fortunate  woman  am  I  !  This  is  fuch  a  particular 
diftrefs,  it  puts  me  to  my  wits  end.  Vellum,  what 
wou'd  you  advife  me  to  do  ? 

VeL  Madam,  your  ho-nour  has  two  points  to  con- 
fider.     Imprimis,  To   retrench  thefe  extravagant  ex- 
pences,  which  fo  many  ftrangers  bring  upon  you. 
Secondly,  To  clear  the  houfe  of  this  invifible  drummer. 

Lady.  This  learned  divifion  leaves  me  juft  as  wife 
as  I  was.  But  how  mull  we  bring  thefe  two  points  t9 
bear  ? 

VeL  I  befeech  your  ho-nour  to  give  me  the  hearing. 

Lady.  I  do.  But  pr'ythee  take  pity  on  me,  and 
be  not  tedious. 

VeL  I  will  be  concife.  There  is  a  certain  perfon 
arrived  this  morning,  an  aged  man,  of  a  venerable 
afpeft,  and  of  a  long  hoary  beard,  that  reacheth  down 
to  his  girdle.  The  common  people  call  him  a  wizard, 
a  white- witch,  a  conjurer,  a  cunning-man,  a  necro 
mancer,  a 

Lady.  No  matter  for  his  titles.  But  what  of  all 
this  ? 

VeL  Give  me  the  hearing,  good  my  lady  !  he  pre 
tends  to  great  fkill  in  the  occult  fciences,  and  is  come 
hither  upon  the  rumour  of  this  drum.  If  one  may 
believe  him,  he  knows  the  fecret  of  laying  ghofts,  or 
of  quieting  houfes  that  are  haunted. 

Lady.  Pho,  thefe  are  idle  ftories,  to  amufe  the 
country-people,  this  can  do  us  no  good. 

VeL  It  can  do  us  no  harm,  my  lady. 

Lady.  I  dare  fay  thou  dolt  not  believe  there  is  any 
thing  in  it  thyfelf. 

VeL  I  cannot  fay  I  do  ;  there  is  no  danger  how 
ever  in  the  experiment.  Let  him  try  his  flcill ;  if  it 
ihou'd  fucceed,  we  are  rid  of  the  drum  ;  if  it  fhou'd 
not,  we  may  tell  the  world  that  it  has,  and  by  that 
means  at  leaft  get  out  of  this  expenfive  way  of  living  ; 
fo  that  it  muft  turn  out  to  your  advantage,  one  way 
or  another. 

Lady.  I  think  you  argue  very  rightly.  But  where 
is  the  man  ?  I  would  fain  fee  him  \  He  muft  be  a  cu- 
riofity, 

B  VeL 
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Pel.  I  have  already  difcours'd  him,  and  he  is  to  be 
with  me,  in  my  office,  half  an  hour  hence.  He  afks 
nothing  for  his  pains  till  he  has  done  his  work;  no 
cure,  no  money. 

Lady.  That  circumftance,  I  muft  confefs,  wou'd 
make  one  believe  there  is  more  in  his  art  than  one 
would  imagine.  Pray,  Vellum,  go  and  fetch  him 
h'ith-r  immediately. 

Vel.  I  am  gone.  He  mall  be  forth-coming  forth 
with.  {Exeunt. 

.     Enter  Butler,  Coachman,  and  Gardener. 

But.  Rare  news,  my  lads,  rare  news  ! 

Gard.  What's  the  matter  ?  haft  thou  got  any  more 
vales  for  us  ? 

But.  No,  'tis  better  than  that. 

Coach.  Is  there  another  flranger  come  to  the  houfe  ? 

But.  Ay,  fuch  a  ftranger  as  will  make  all  our  lives 
cafy. 

Card.  What  !  Is  he  a  lord  ! 

But.  A  lord  !  No,  nothing  like  it — He's  a  conjurer. 

Coach.  A  conj  urer  !  what,  is  he  come  a  wooing  to 
my  lady  ? 

Sut.  No,  no,  you  fool ;  he's  come  a  purpofe  to  lay 
the  fpirit. 

Coach.  Ay  marry,  that's  good  news  indeed  :  but 
where  is  he  ? 

But.  He  is  lock'd  up  with  the  fteward  in  his  office, 
they  are  laying  their  heads  together  very  clofe.  I 
fancy  they  are  cafting  a  figure. 

Gard.  Pr'ythee,  John,  what  fort  of  a  creature  is  a 
conjurer  ? 

But.  Why,  he's  made  much  as  other  men  are,  if  it 
was  not  for  his  long  grey  beard, 

Coach.  Look  ye,  Peter,  it  ftands  with  reafon,  that  a 

conjurer  mould  have  a  long  grey  beard for  did  yc 

ever  know  a  witch  that  was  not  an  old  woman  ? 

Gard.  Why  I  remember  a  conjurer  once  at  a  fair, 
that  to  my  thinking  was  a  very  fmock-fac'd  man,  and 
yet  he  fpew'd  out  fifty  yards  of  green  ferret.  I  fancy, 
John,  if  thoud'ft  get  him  into  the  pantry,  and  give 
Kim  a  cup  of  ale,  he'd  mew  us  a  few  tricks.  Doit 

think 
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think  we  cou'd  not  perfuade  him  to  fwallow  one  of 
thy  cafe-knives  for  his  diverfion  !  He'll  certainly  bring 
it  up  again. 

But.  Peter !  thou  art  fuch  a  wife-acre  !  Thou  doft 
not  know  the  difference  between  a  conjurer  and  a  jug- 
ler.  This  man  muil  be  a  very  great  matter  of  his 
trade.  His  beard  is  at  leafl  half  a  yard  long,  he's 
drefled  in  a  ftrange  dark  cloke,  as  black  as  a  coal : 
your  conjurer  always  goes  in  mourning. 

Gard.  Is  he  a  gentleman  ?  Had  he  a  fword  by  his 
fide  ? 

But.  No,   no,  he's  too  grave  a  man  for  that ;    a 

Conjurer  is  as  grave  as  a  judge but  he  had  a  long 

white  wand  in  his  hand. 

Coach.  You  may  be  fure  there's  a  good  deal  of  virtue 
in  that  wand 1  fancy  'tis  made  out  of  witch-elm. 

Gard.  1  warrant  you  if  the  ghoft  appears,  he'll 
whifk  ye  that  wand  before  his  eyes,  and  ftrike  you 
the  drum-flick  out  of  his  hand. 

,But.  No  ;  the  wand,  look  ye,  is  to  make  a  circle, 
and  if  he  once  gets  the  ghoft  in  a  circle,  then  he  has 
him — let  kim  get  out  again  if  he  can.  A  circle,  you 
muft  know,  is  a  conjurer's  trap. 

Coach.  But  what  will  he  do  with  him,  when  he  has 
him  there  ? 

But.  Why,  then  he'll  overpower  him  with  his  learn 
ing. 

Gard.  If  he  can  once  compafs  him,  and  get  him  in 
Lob's  pound,  he'll  make  nothing  of  him,  but  fpeak  a 
few  hard  words  to  him,  and  perhaps  bind  him  over  to 
his  -good  behaviour,  for  a  thoufand  years. 

Coach.  Ay,  ay,  he'll  fend  him  packing  to  his  grave 
again,  with  a  flea  in  his  ear,  I  warrant  him. 

But.  No,  no,  I  wou'd  advife  madam  to  fpare  no 
coft.  If  the  conjurer  be  but  well  paid,  he'll  take 
pains  upon  the  ghoft,  and  lay  him,  look  ye,  in  the  Red 
Sea — and  then  he's  laid  for  ever. 

C*acb.  Ay  marry,  that  would  fpoil  his  drum  for  him. 

Gard.  Why  John,  there  muft  be  a  power  of  fpirits 

in  that  fame  Red  Sea 1  warrant  ye  they  are  as 

plenty  as  filh. 

B  z  Coach. 
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Coach.  Well,  I  wim,  after  all,  that  he  may  not  be 
too  hard  for  the  conjurer  !  I'm  afraid  he'll  find  a  tough 
bit  of  work  on't. 

Card.  I  wifti  the  fpirit  may  not  carry  a  corner  of  the 
houfe  off  with  him. 

But.  As  for  that,  Peter,  you  may  be  fure  that  the 
fteward  has  made  his  bargain  with  the  cunning-man, 
before-hand,  that  he  mail  fland  to  all  cofts  and  da 
mages. — But  hark  !  yonder's  Mrs.  Abigail,  we  mail 
have  her  with  us  immediately,  if  we  do  not  get  off. 

Card.  Ay,  lads  !  if  we  could  get  Mrs.  Abigail  well 
laid  too— we  mould  lead  merry  lives. 

For  to  a  man  like  me  that's  ftout  and  bold, 

A  ghoft  is  not  fo  dreadful  as  a  fcold.         [£xeunt. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  opens,  and  difcovers  Sir  George 
in  Vellum's  Office. 

Sir  G.  Y  Wonder  I  don't  hear  of  Vellum  yet.  But  I 
J[  know  his  wifdom  will  do  nothing  rafhly. 
The  fellow  has  been  fo  us'd  to  form  in  bufmefs,  that 
it  has  infefted  his  whole  converfation.  But  I  muft  not 
find  fault  with  that  punctual  and  exaft  behaviour, 
which  has  been  of  fo  much  ufe  to  me  ;  my  eftate  is 
the  better  for  it.  [Enter  Vellum.]  Well,  Vellum, 
I'm  impatient  to  hear  your  fuccefs. 

Vel.  Firft  let  me  lock  the  door. 

Sir  G.  Will  your  lady  admit  me  ? 

Vel.  If  this  lock  is  not  mended  foon,  it  will  be  quite 
fpoiled. 

Sir  G.  Pr'ythee  let  the  lock  alone  at  prefent,  and 
anfwer  me. 

Vel.  Delays  in  bufinefs  are  dangerous — I  muft  fend 
for  the  fmith  next  week — and  in  the  mean  time  will 
take  a  minute  of  it. 

Sir  G.  But  what  fays  your  lady  ? 

Vel.  This  pen  is  naught,  and  wants  mending—— 
My  lady,  did  you  fay  ? 

Sir  G.  Does  fhe  admit  me  } 

Vel. 
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Vel.  I  have  gained  admiflion  for  you  as  a  conjurer. 

Sir  G.  That's  enough  !  I'll  gain  admiflion  for  my- 
felf  as  a  hufband.  Does  fhe  believe  there's  any  thing 
in  my  art  ? 

Vel.  It  is  hard  to  know  what  a  woman  believes. 

Sir  G.  Did  me  aflt  no  quelKons  about  me  ? 

Vel.  Sundry — She  defires  to  talk  with  you  herfelf, 
before  you  enter  upon  your  bufmefs. 

Sir  G.  But  when  ? 

Vel.  Immediately  ;  this  inftant. 

Sir  G.  Pugh.  What  haft  thou  been  doing  all  this 
while  r  Why  didft  not  tell  me  fo  ?  Give  me  my  cloke 
— Have  you  met  with  Abigail  ? 

Vel.  I  have  not  yet  had  an  opportunity  of  talking 
with  her.  But  we  have  interchanged  fome  languifhing 
glances. 

Sir  G.  Let  thee  alone  for  that,  Vellum.  I  have 
formerly  feen  thee  ogle  her  through  thy  fpectacles. 
Well  !  this  is  a  molt  venerable  cloke.  After  the  bun" - 
nefs  of  this  day  is  over,  I'll  make  thee  a  prefent  ofit. 
'Twill  become  thee  mightily. 

Vel.  He,  he,  he  !  wou'd  you  make  a  conjurer  of 
your  fteward  f 

Sir  G.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  jocular,  I'm  in  hafte. 
Help  me  on  with  my  beard. 

Vel.  And  what  will  your  ho-nour  do  with  your  caft 
beard  ? 

Sir  G.  Why,  faith,  thy  gravity  wants  only  fuch  a 
beard  to  it ;  if  thou  would'lt  wear  it  with  the  cloke, 
thou  would'ft  make  a  moil  compleat  heathen  philofo- 
pher.  But  where's  my  wand  ? 

Vel.  A  fine  taper  flick  !  It  is  well  chofen.  I  will 
keep  this  till  you  are  fheriffof  the  county.  It  is  not 
my  cuftom  to  let  any  thing  be  loft. 

Sir  G.  Come,  Vellum,  lead  the  way.  You  muft 
introduce  me  to  your  lady.  Thou'rt  the  fitted  fellow 
in  the  world  to  be  mafter  of  the  ceremonies  to  a  con 
jurer.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Abigail  crojpng  tie  ftage.     Tinfel  following. 
Tin.  Nabby,  Nabby,  whither  fo  faft,  child  ? 

B    3  At. 
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Ab.  Keep  your  hands  to  yourfelf.  I'm  going  to 
call  the  fteward  to  my  lady.  f 

Tin.  What,  Goodman  Twofold  ?  I  met  him  walk 
ing  with  a  ftrange  old  fellow  yonder.  I  fuppofe  he 
belongs  to  the  family  too.  He  looks  very  antique.  H» 
muft  be  fome  of  the  furniture  of  this  old  manfion- 
houfe. 

Ab.  What  does  the  man  mean  ?  Don't  think  to 
palm  me,  as  you  do  my  lady. 

Tin.  Pr'ythee,  Nabby,  tell  me  one  thing  ;  what'* 
the  reafon  thou  art  my  enemy  ? 

Ab.  Marry,  becaufe  I'rri  a  friend  to  my  lady. 

Tin.  Doft  thou  fee  any  thing  about  me  thou  doft 
net  like  ?  Come  hither,  hufly,  give  me  a  kifs.  Don'5 
be  ill-natur'd. 

Ab.  Sir,  I  know  how  to  be  civil.  \KiJftt  her.]— 
This  rogue  will  carry  off  my  lady,  if  I  don't  tak« 
care.  [AJide. 

Tin.  Thy  lips  are  as  foft  as  velvet,  Abigail.  I 
muft  get  thee  a  hufband. 

Ab.  Ay,  now  you  don't  fpeak  idly,  I  can  talk  to 
you. 

Tin.  I  have  one  in  my  eye  for  thee.  Doft  thoij? 
love  a  young  lufty  fon  of  a  whore  ? 

Ab.  Lud,  how  you  talk  ! 

TV*.  This  is  a  thundering  dog. 

Ab.  What  is  he  ? 

TV».  A  private  gentleman. 

Ab.   Ay  !  where  does  he  live  ! 

Tin.  In  the  Horfe- Guards But  he  has  one  fault 

I  muft  tell  thee  of.     If  thou  can'ft  bear  with  that, 
he's  a  man  for  thy  purpofe. 

Ab.  Pray',  Mr.  Tinfel,  what  may  that  be  ? 

Tin.  He's  but  five-and- twenty  years  old. 

Ab.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  age,  if  he  has  been  well 
educated. 

Tin.  No  man  better,  child;  he'll  tie  a  wig,  tofs 
a  die,  make  a  pafs,  and  fwear  with  fuch-~a  grace, 
as  would  make  thy  heart  leap  to  hear  him. 

Ab.  Half  thefe  accomplishments  will  do,  provided 
he  has  an  eftatc— —-Pray  what  has  he  ? 

Tin. 
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Fin.  Not  a  farthing. 

^.  Pox  on  him,  what  do  I  give  him  the  hearing 
for  !  \Afide. 

Tin.  But  as  for  that  I  would  make  it  up  to  him. 

Ab.  How? 

Tin.  Why,  look  ye,  child,  as  foon  as  I  have  mar 
ried  thy  lady,  I  defign  to  difcharge  this  old  prig  of  a 
fteward,  and  to  put  this  honeft  gentleman  I  am  fpeak- 
ing  of  into  his  place. 

Ab.  [AJule.]  This  fellow's  a  fool  --  I'll  have  no 
more  to  fay  to  him.  ----  Hark  !  my  lady's  a  coming  ? 

Tin.  Depend  upon  it,  Nab,  I'll  remember  my 
promife. 

Ab.  Ay,  and  fo  will  I  too  —  to  your  coft.       \_AJide. 

{Exit  Abigail. 

Tin.  My  dear  is  purely  fitted  up  with  a  maid  —  But 
I  mall  rid  the  houfe  of  her. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Oh,  Mr.  Tinfel,  I  am  glad  to  meet  you  here. 
I  am  going  to  give  you  an  entertainment,  that  won't 
be  difagreeable  to  a  man  of  wit  and  pleafure  of  the 
town.  There  may  be  fomething  diverting  in  a  con- 
verfation  between  a  conjurer  and  this  conceited  afs. 


Tin.  She  loves  me  to  diftra&ion,  I  fee  that.  [AJide.\ 
•—  Pr'ythee,  widow,  explain  thyfelf. 

Lady.  You  muil  know  here  is  a  ftrange  fort  of  a 
man  come  to  town,  who  undertakes  to  free  the  houfe 
from  this  difturbance.  The  fteward  believes  him  a 
con  j  urer. 

Tin.  Ay  ;  thy  fteward  is  a  deep  one  ! 

Lady.  He's  to  be  here  immediately  It  is  indeed 
an  odd  figure  of  a  man. 

Tin.  Oh  !  I  warrant  you  he  has  ftudied  the  black 
art  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Is  he  not  an  Oxford  fcholar  ? 
Widow,  thy  houfe  is  the  moft  extraordinarily  inha 
bited  of  any  widow's  this  day  in  Chriftendom.  ---  1' 
think  thy  four  chief  domeftics  are  —  a  wither'd  Abi 
gail  —  a  fuperannuated  fteward  —  a  ghoft—  and  a  con 
jurer. 

Lady.   \Mimicking  Tinfel.]  And  you  would  have  it 
B  4  inhabited 
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inhabited  by  a  fifth,  who  is  a  more  extraordinary 
perfon  than  any  of  all  thefe  four. 

Tia.  'Tis    a  fure  fign  a  woman  loves  you,  when 
Ihe  imitates   your  manner,    \Afide. ~\ — Thou'rt  very 
fmart,  my  dear.     But  fee  !  fmoke  the  dodlor. 
Enter  Vellum,  and  Sir  George  ;«  bis  conjurer's  habit. 

Pel.  I  will  introduce  this  profound  perfon  to  your 

ladyfhip,  and  then  leave  him  with  you Sir,  this 

is  her  ho-nour. 

Sir  G.  1  know  it  well.  [Exit  Vellum. 

[AJide,  walking  in  a  mujing  pofture.  ]  That  dear  wo 
man,  the  fight  of  her  unmans  me.  I  cou'd  weep  for 
tendernefs,  did  not  I,  at  the  fame  time,  feel  an  in 
dignation  rife  in  me,  to  fee  that  wretch  after  her  : 
and  yet  I  cannot  but  fmile  to  fee  her  in  the  company 
cfherfirft  and  fecond  hufband  at  the  fame  time. 

Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel,  do  you  fpeak  to  him  ;  you  are 
us'd  to  the  company  of  men  of  learning. 

Tin.  Old  gentleman,  thou  doft  not  look  like  an 
inhabitant  of  this  world ;  I  fuppofe  thou  art  lately 
come  down  from  the  ftars.  Pray,  what  news  is  ftir- 
ring  in  the  Zodiac  ? 

Sir  G.  News  that  ought  to  make  the  heart  of  a 
coward  tremble.  Mars  is  now  entering  into  the  firfl 
houfe,  and  will  fhortly  appear  in  all  his  domal  dig 
nities——— 

Tin.  Mars  ?  Pr'ythee,  Father  Grey-beard,  explain 
thyfelf. 

Sir  G.  The  entrance  of  Mars  into  his  houfe,  por 
tends  the  entrance  of  a  mafter  into  this  family • 

and  that  foon. 

Tin.  D'ye  hear  that,  widow  ?  The  ftars  have  cut 
me  out  for  thy  hufband.  This  houfe  is  to  have  a 
mafter,  and  that  foon — Hark  thee,  old  Gad  bury  ? 
Is  not  Mars  very  like  a  young  fellow  call'd  Tom 
Tinfel  ? 

Sir  G.  Not  fo  much  as  Venus  is  like  this  lady. 

Tin.  A  word  in  your  ear,  doclor ;  thefe  two  pla 
nets  will  be  in  conjunction  by  and  by;  lean  tell 
you  that. 

Sir  G.  [4Jifiet  walking   dijlurfrd.]    Curfe   on  this 

impertinent 
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impertinent  fop  !  I  fhall  fcarce  forbear  difcovering- 
myfelf — Madam,  I  am  told  that  your  houfe  is  vifited 
with  ftrange  noifes. 

Lady.  And  I  am  told  that  you  can  quiet  them.  I 
mult  confefs  I  had  a  curiofity  to  fee  the  perfon  I  had 
heard  fo  much  of;  and,  indeed,  your  afpeft  (hews 
that  you  have  had  much  experience  in  the  world. 
You  muft  be  a  very  aged  man. 

Sir  G.  My  afpedl  deceives  you  :  what  do  you  think 
is  my  real  age  ? 

'Tin.  I  fhould  guefs  thee  within  three  years  of  Me- 
thufelah.  Pr'ythee  tell  me,  Waft  not  thou  born  be 
fore  the  Flood  ? 

Lady.  Truly  I  fhould  guefs  you  to  be  in  your  fe- 
cond  or  third  century.  '  I  warrant  you,  you  have 
'  great  grand-children  with  beards  a  foot  long.* 

Sir  G.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  If  there  be  truth  in  man,  I 
was  but  five-and-thirty  lail  Auguih  O  !  the  ftudy 
of  the  occult  fciences  makes  a  man's  beard  grow  fafter 
than  you  wou'd  imagine. 

Lady.  What  an  efcape  you  have  had,  Mr.  Tinfel, 
that  you  were  not  bred  a  fcholar  ! 

Tin.  And  fo  I  fancy,  dodtor,  thou  think'ft  me  an 
illiterate  fellow,  becaufe  I  have  a  fmooth  chin  ? 

Sir  G.  Hark  ye,  fir,  a  word  in  your  ear.  You  are 
a  coxcomb,  by  all  the  rules  of  phyfiognomy :  but  let 
that  be  a  fecret  between  you  and  me.  \Afide  to  Tinfel.. 

Lady.  Pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  what  is  it  the  do&or 
whifpers  ? 

Tin.  Only  a  compliment,  child,  upon  two  or 
three  of  my  features.  It  does  not  become  me  to  re 
peat  it. 

Lady.  Pray,  do&or,  examine  this  gentleman's 
face,  and  tell  me  his  fortune. 

Sir  G.  If  I  may  believe  the  Hn.es  of  his  face,  he 
likes  it  better  than  I  do,  or —  than  you  do,  fair  lady. 

Tin.  Widow,  I  hope  now  thou'rt  convinced  he's  a 
cheat. 

Lady.  For  my  part,  I  believe  he's  a  witch  go 
on,  doftor. 

Sir  G.  He  will  be  crofs'd  in  love  ;  and  that  foon. 
B  5  2V*. 
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Tin,  Pr'ythee,  Doftor,  tell  us  the  truth.  Doft 
not  them  live  in  Moorfields  ? 

Sir  G.  Take  my  word  for  it,  thou  malt  never  live 
in  my  Lady  Truman's  manfion-houfe. 

fin.  Pray,  old  gentleman,  haft  thou  never  been 
p}>;  -k'd  by  the  beard  when  thou  wert  faucy  ? 

Lady.  Nay,  Mr.  Tinfel,  you  are  angry!  do  you 
think  i  would  marry  a  man  that  dares  not  have  his 
forcuue  told  ? 

Sir  G    Let  him  be  angry 1  matter  not He 

is  but  mort-liv'd.     He  will  foon  die  of 

Tin.  Come,  come,  fpeak  out,  old  Hocus,  he,  he, 
he  !  This  fellow  makes  me  buril  with  laughing. 

\Forces  a  laugh. 

Sir  G.  He  will  foon  die  of  a  fright or  of  the — 

let  me  fee  your  nofe Ay 'tis  fo  ! 

Tin.  You  fon  of  a  whore  !  I'll  run  ye  thro'  the 
body.  I  never  yet  made  the  fun  mine  thro'  a  con 
jurer 

Lady.  Oh,  fy  ;  Mr.  Tinfel !  you  will  not  kill  an 
old  man  ? 

Tin.  An  old  man  !  the  dog  fays  he's  but  five-and- 
thirty. 

Lady.  Oh,  fy  ;  Mr.  Tinfel,  I  did  not  think  you 
could  .have  been  fo  paflidnate.  I  hate  a  paffionate 
man.  Put  up  your  fword,  or  I  muft  never  fee  you 
again. 

Tin.  Hn,  ha,  ha  !  I  was  but  in  jeft,  my  dear.  I 
had  a  mind  to  have  made  an  experiment  upon  the 
doftor's  body.  I  would  but  have  drill'd  a  little  eye 
let  hole  in  it,  and  have  feen  whether  he  had  art 
enough  to  clofe  it  up  again. 

SirG.  Courage  is  but  ill  fhov/n  before  a  lady.  But 
know,  if  ever  I  meet  thee  again,  thou  fiult  find  this 
arm  can  wield  other  weapons  befides  this  wand. 
Tin.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Lady.  Well,  learned  fir,  you  are  to  give  a  proof 
of  your  art,  not  of  your  courage.  Or  if  you  will 

fhew  your  courage,  let  it  be  at  nine  o'clock for 

that  is  the  time  the  noife  is  generally  heard. 

y'ift.  And  look  ye,  old   gentleman,  if  thou  doft 

not 
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not  do  thy  bufmefs  well,  I  can  tell  thee,  by  the  little 
fk/ill  I  have,  that  thou  wilt  be  tofs'd  in  a  blanket 
before  ten.  We'll  do  our  endeavour  to  fend  thee 
back  to  the  ftars  again. 

SirG.  I'll  go  and  prepare  myfelfforthe  ceremo 
nies — And,  lady,  as  you  expeci  they  (hou'd  fucceed 
to  }our  wiihes,  treat  that  fellow  with  the  contempt 
he  deferves.  [Exit  Sir  George. 

Tin.  The  faucielt  dog  I  ever  talked  with  in  my 
whole  1'fe  ! 

Lady.  Methinks  he's  a  diverting  fellow  j  one  may 
fee  he's  no  fool. 

Tin.  No  fool !  Ay,  but  thou  doil  not  take  himi 
for  a  conjurer. 

Lady.  Truly  I  don't  know  what  to  take  him  for; 
I  am  refolv'd  to  employ  him,  however.  When  a 
ficknefs  is  defperate;  we  often  try  remedies  that  we 
have  no  great  faith  in. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Ab.  Madam,  the  tea  is  ready  in  the  parlour  as  you 
ordered. 

Lady.  Come,    Mr.  Tinfel,    we  may  there   talk  of 
the  fubjeft  more  at  leifure.    [Exeunt  Lady  and  Tinfel. 
Abigail  fola. 

Sure  never  any  lady  had  fuch  fervants  as  mine  has ! 
Well,  if  I  get  this  thoufand  pound,  I  hope  to  have 
fome  of  my  ewn.  Let  me  fee — I'll  have  a  pretty 
tight  girl — jull  fuch  as  I  was  ten  years  ago  (I'm 
afraid  I  may  fay  twenty)  {he  fhall  drefs  me  and  flat 
ter  me — for  I  will  be  flatter'd,  that's  pos !  My  lady's 
caft  fuits  will  ferve  her  after  I  have  given  them  the 
wearing.  Befides,  when  I  am  worth  a  thoufani 
pound,  I  lhall  certainly  carry  off  the  fteward — Ma 
dam  Vellum — how  prettily  that  will  found  !  here, 

bring  out  Madam  Vellum's  chaife Nay,  I  do 

not  know  but   it  may  be  a  chariot — It  will  break  the 

attorney's   wife's  heart for  I   mail  take  place  of 

every  body  in  the  parifh  but  my  lady.  If  I  have  a 
fon  he  mail  be  call'd  Fantome.  But  fee  Mr.  Vellum,, 
as  I  cou'd  wifh.  I  know  his  humour,  and  will  do 
my  utmoft  to  gain  his  heart. 

B  6  Enttt 
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Enter  Vellum  *witk  a  pint  of  fack. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail,  don't  I  break  in  upon  you  un- 
feafonably  ! 

Ab.  Oh,  no,  Mr.  Vellum,  your  vifits  are  always 
feafonable  ! 

Pel.  I  have  brought  with  me  a  tafte  of  frefh  canary, 
which  I  think  is  delicious. 

Ab.  Pray  fet  it  down 1  have  a  dram-glafs  jufl 

by  [Brings  in  a  rummer. 

I'll  pledge  you ;  my  lady's  good  health. 

Vel.  And  your  own  with  it fweet  Mrs.  Abi 
gail. 

Ab.  Pray,  good  Mr.  Vellum,  buy  me  a  little  par 
cel  of  this  fack,  and  put  it  under  the  article  of  tea — 
I  would  not  have  my  name  appear  to  it. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail,  your  name  feldom  appears  in 

my  bills         and  yet if  you  will  allow  me  a  merry 

ejcpreffion — You  have  been  always  in  my  books,  Mrs, 
Abigail.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Mr.  Vellum,  you  are  fuch  a  dry 
jefting  man  ! 

Vel.  Why,  truly  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  have  been  look 
ing  over  my  papers and  I  find  you  have  been  a 

long  time  my  debtor. 

Ab.  Your  debtor!  For  what,  Mr.  Vellum  ! 

Vel.  For  my  heart,  Mrs.  Abigail And  our  ac 
counts  will  not  be  balanc'd  between  us  till  I  hav« 
yours  in  exchange  for  it.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  You  are  the  moft  gallant  dun, 
Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.  But  I  am  not  us'd  to  be  paid  by  words  only, 
Mrs.  Abigail  ;  when  will  you  be  out  of  my  debt  ? 

Ab.  Oh,  Mr.  Vellum,  you  make  one  blulh— — 
My  humble  fervice  to  you. 

Vel.  I  muft  anfwer  you,  Mrs.  Abigail,  in  the 
country  ph rafe .  Your  love  is  fujficient.  Ha,  ha, 

ha! 

Ab.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well,  I  muft  own,  I  love  a  merry 
man  ! 

Vel.  Let  me  fee,  how  long  is  it,  Mrs.  Abigail, 
fcnce  I  firfl  broke  my  mind  to  you-— It  was,  I  think, 

undecimt 
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undeclmo  Gulielmi We   have    converfed   together 

thefe  fifteen  years and  yet,   Mrs.  Abigail,  I  muft 

drink  to  our  better  acquaintance.     He,  he,   he- 
Mrs.  Abigail,  you  know  I  am  naturally  jocofe. 

Ab.  Ah,  you  men  love  to  make  fport  with  us  filly 
creatures. 

VcL  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  have  a  trifle  about  me,  which 
I  would  willingly  make  you  a  prefent  of.  It  is  in 
deed  bat  a  little  toy. 

Ab.  You  are  always  exceedingly  obliging. 

Vel.  It  is  but  a  little  toy fcarce   worth  your 

acceptance. 

Ab.  Pray  don't  keep  me  in  fufpence  j  what  is  it, 
Mr.  Vellum  ? 

Vel.  A  filver  thimble. 

Ab.  I  always  faid  Mr.  Vellum  was  a  generous 
lover. 

Vel.  But  I  muft  put  it  on  myfelf,  Mrs.  Abigail — — 
You  have  the  prettieft  tip  of  a  finger — I  mufl  take 
the  freedom  to  falute  it. 

'  Ab.  Oh  fy  !  you  make  me  afham'd,  Mr.  Vel- 
'  lum  ;  how  can  you  do  fo  ?  I  proteft  I  am  in  fuch  a 
'  confufion  •  \_A  feign*  d  ft  niggle. 

'  Vel.  This  finger  is  not  the  finger  of  id^lenefs ;  it 
'  bears  the  honourable  fears  of  the  needle' — But  why 
are  you  fo  cruel  as  not  to  pair  your  nails  ? 

Ab.  Oh,  I  vow  you  prefs  it  fo  hard  !  pray  give  me 
my  finger  again. 

Vel.  This  middle  finger,  Mrs.  Abigail,  has  a  pret 
ty  neighbour A  wedding-ring  would  become  it 

mightily He,  he,  he. 

Ab.  You're  fo  full  of  your  jokes.  ~Ay,  but  where 
muft  I  find  one  for't  ? 

Vel.  I  defign  this  thimble  only  as  the  forerunner 
of  it,  they  will  fet  off  each  other,  and  are — indeed  a 
twofold  emblem.  The  firft  will  put  you  in  mind  of 
being  a  good  houfewife,  and  the  other  of  being  a 
good  wife.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ab.  Yes,  yes,  I  fee  you  laugh  at  me. 

Vel.  Indeed  I  am  ferious. 

Ab.  I  thought  you  had  quite  forfaken  me— I  am 

fure 
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fure  you  cannot  forget  the  many  repeated  vows  and 
promifes  you  formerly  made  me. 

Vel.  I  fhould  as  foon  forget  the  multiplicat  on  ta 
ble. 

Ab.  I  have  always  taken  your  part  before  my  lady. 

Vel.  You  have  fo,  and  I  have  ifern'd  it  in  my  me 
mory. 

Ab.  For  I  have  always  look'd  upon  your  intereft 
as  my  own. 

Vel.  Jt  is  nothing  but  your  cruelty  can  hinder 
them  from  being  fo. 

Ab.  i  mutf  ftnke  while  the  iron's  hot.  [AJtJe.~\ — 
Well,  Mr.  Vellum,  there  is  no  refufing  you,  you 
have  fuch  a  bewitching  tongue  ! 

Vel.  How  ?  Speak  that  rgain  ! 

Ab.  Why  then,  in  plain  Englifh,  I  love  you. 

Vel.  I  am  overjoy'd  ! 

Ab.  I  muft  own  my  paffion  for  you. 

Vel.  I'm  tranfported  !       .\Catchl-ng  her  in  his  arms. 

Ab.  Dear  charming  man  ! 

Vel.  Thou  fum  total  of  all  my  happinefs  !  I  fhall 
grow  extravagant!  I  can't  forbear  I — to  drink  thy 
virtuous  inclinations  in  a  bumper  of  fack.  Y.our 
lady  miift  make  hafte,  my  duck,  or  we  fhall  provide 
a  young  fleward  to  the  eftate,  before  me  has  an  heir 

to  it pr'ythee,  my  dear,  does  (he  intend  to  marry 

Mr.  Tinfel. 

Ab.  Marry  him  !  my  love.  No,  no  !  we  muft  take 
care  of  that !  there  wou'd  be  no  itaying  in  the  houfe 
for  us  if  me  did.  That  young  rake-hell  wou'd  fend 
all  the  old  fervants  a  grazing.  You  and  I  fhou'd  be 
difcaided  before  the  honey-moon  was  at  an  end. 

Vel.  Pr'ythee,  fweet  one,  does  not  this  drum  put 
the  thoughts  of  marriage  out  of  her  head  ? 

Ab.  This  drum,  my  dear,  if  it  be  well  manag'd, 
will  be  no  lefs  than  a  thoufand  pound  in  our  way. 

Vel.   Ay,  fay'ft  thou  fo,  my  turtle  } 

Ab.  Since  we  are  now  as  good   as  man  and  wife— 

I  mean  almofi  as  good  as  man  and  wife 1  ought 

to  conceal  nothing  from  you. 

Vel,  Certainly,  my  dove,  not  from  thy  yoke-fel 
low,  thy  help-mate,  thy  own  flelh  and  blood  ! 

5  Ab* 
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Al.  Hufli !  I  heal-  Mr.  Tinfel's  laugh ;  my  lady  and 
he  are  a  coming  this  way  ;  if  you  will  take  a  turn  with 
out,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  contrivance. 

Vel.  Give  me  your  hand,  chicken. 

Ab.  Here  take  it,  you  have  my  heart  already. 

Vel.  We  mall  have  much  iflue.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     IV. 
Enter  Vellum  and  Butler. 

Vel.  TOHN,  I  have  certain  orders  to  give  you — and 
Jl  therefore  be  attentive. 

But.  Attentive  !  Ay,  let  me  alone  for  that— I  fup- 
pofe  he  means  being  fober.  \Afide* 

Pel.  You  know  I  have  always  recommended  to  you 
a  method  in  your  bufinefs;  I  would  have  your  knives 
and  forks,  your  ipoons  and  napkins,  your  plate  and 
glafies  laid  in  a  method. 

But.  Ah,  Mailer  Vellum,  you  are  fuch  a  fweet- 
fpoken  man,  it  does  one's  heart  good  to  receive, your 
orders. 

Vel.  Method,  John,  makes  bufinefs  eafy,  it  banimes 
all  perplexity  and  confufion  out  of  families. 

But.  How  he  talks!  I  could  hear  him  all  day. 

Vel.  And  now,  John,  let  me  know  whether  your  ta 
ble-linen,  your  fide-board,  your  cellar,  and  every  thing 
elfe  within  your  province,  are  properly  and  methodi^ 
cally  difpos'd  for  an  entertainment  this  evening. 

But.  Mailer  Vellum,  they  mall  be  ready  at  a  quar 
ter  of  an  hour's  warning.  But  pray,  iir,  is  this  enter 
tainment  to  be  made  for  the  conjurer. 

Vel.  It  is,  John,  for  the  conjurer,  and  yet  it  is  not 
for  the  conjurer. 

But.  Why,  look  you,  Mafter  Vellum,  if  it  be  for 
the  conjurer,  the  cook-maid  fhould  have  orders  to  get 
him  fome  dimes  to  his  palate.  Perhaps  he  may  like 
a  little  brimtlone  in  his  fauce. 

Vel.  This  conjurer,  John,  is  a  complicated  creature, 
an  amphibious  animal,  a  perfon,  of  a  two-fold  nature 
*— #ut  he  eats  and  drinks  like  otter  men. 
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But.  Marry,  Mafler  Vellum,  he  fhou'd  eat  and  drink 
as  much  as  two  other  men,  by  the  account  you  give  of 
him. 

Pel.  Thy  conceit  is  not  amifs,  he  is  indeed  a  double 
man,  ha  !  ha!  ha  ! 

But.  Ha  !  I  underftand  you,  he's  one  of  your  her 
maphrodites,  as  they  call  'em. 

Vel.  He  is  married,  and  he  is  not  married He 

hath  a  beard,  and  he  hath  no  beard.     He  is  old,  and 
he  is  young. 

But.  How  charmingly  he  talks !  I  fancy,  Mafler 
Vellum,  you  could  make  a  riddle.  The  fame  man 
old  and  young!  How  do  you  make  that  out,  Mafler 
Vellum  ? 

Vel.  Thou  haft  heard  of  a  fnake  cafling  his  {kin, 
and  recovering  his  youth.  Such  is  this  fage  perfon. 

But.  Nay,  'tis  no  wonder  a  conjurer  mould  be  like 
a  ferpent. 

Vel.  When  he  has  thrown  afide  the  old  conjurer's 
flough  that  hangs  about  him,  he'll  come  out  as  fine  a 
young  gentleman  as  ever  was  feen  in  this  houfe. 

But.  Does  he  intend  to  fup  in  his  flough  ? 

Vel.  That  time  will  fhow. 

But.  Well,  I  have  not  a  head  for  thefe  things.  In 
deed  Mr.  Vellum,  I  have  not  underilood  one  word  you 
have  faid  this  half  hour. 

Vel.  I  did  not  intend  thou  fhould'ft— —  But  to  our 
bufinefs— Let  there  be  a  table  fpread  in  the  great  hall. 
Let  your  pots  and  glafles  be  wafh'd,  and  in  a  readi- 
nefs.  Bid  the  cook  provide  a  plentiful  fupper,  and 
fee  that  all  the  fervants  be  in  their  befl  liveries. 

But.  Ay  !  now  I  underftand  every  word  you  fay. 
But  I  wou'd  rather  hear  you  talk  a  little  in  that  t'other 
way. 

Vel.  I  mail  explain  to  thee  what  I  have  faid  by  and 
by — Bid  Sufan  lay  two  pillows  upon  your  lady's  bed. 

But.  Two  pillows  !  Madam  won't  fleep  upon  'em 
both  !  She  is  not  a  double  woman  too  ? 

Vel.  She  will  fleep  upon  neither.  But  hark,  Mrs. 
Abigail,  I  think  I  hear  her  chiding  the  cook-maid. 

But.  Then  I'll  away,  or  it  will  be  my  turn  next : 

She 
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She  I  am  fure,  fpeaks  plain  Englifh,  one  may  eafily 

underftand  every  word  me  fays.  [Exit  Butler. 

Vellum  folus. 

Vel.*  Servants  are  good  for  nothing  unlefs  they  have 
an  opinion  of  the  perfon's  underftanding  who  has  the 
direction  of  them — But  fee,  Mrs.  Abigail !  me  has  a 
bewitching  countenance,  I  wim  I  may  not  be  tempted 
to  marry  her  in  good  earned. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Ab.  Ha !  Mr.  Vellum. 

Pel,  What  brings  my  fweet  one  hither  ? 

Ab.  I  am  coming  to  fpeak  to  my  friend  behind  the 
wainfcot.  It  is  fit,  child,  he  mould  have  an  account 
of  this  conjurer,  that  he  may  not  be  furpriz'd. 

Vel.  That  would  be  as  much  as  thy  thoufand  pound 
is  worth. 

Ab.  I'll  fpeak  low— Walls  have  ears. 

[Pointing  at  the  Wainfcot. 

Vel.  But  hark  you,  duckling  !  be  fure  you  don't  tell 
him  that  I  am  let  into  the  fecret. 

Ab.  That's  a  good  one  indeed  !  as  if  I  mould  ever 
tell  what  pafles  between  you  and  me. 

Vel,  No,  no,  my  child,  that  muft  not  be!  he!  he! 
he  !  that  muft  not  be  ;  he  !  he  !  he ! 

Ab.  You  will  always  be  waggifh. 

Vel.  Adieu,  and  let  me  hear  the  refnlt  of  your  con«i 
ference. 

Ab.  How  can  you  leave  one  fo  foon  ?  I  mall  think 
it  an  age  'till  I  fee  you  again. 

Vel.  Adieu,  my  pretty  one. 

Ab.  Adieu,  fweet  Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.  My  pretty  one \_As  be  Is  going  cjf. 

Ab.  Dear  Mr.  Vellum. 

Vel.  My  pretty  one  !  [Exit  Vellum. 

Abigail  fola. 

Ab.  I  have  him If  I  can  but  get  this  thoufand 

pound. 

[  Fan  torn e  gives  three  raps  upon  his  drum  behind  the 
wain/cot. 

Ha !  Three  raps  upon  the  drum !  the  fignal 
Mr.  Fantome  and  I  agreed  upon,  when  he  had  a  mind 
to  fpeak  with  me.  [Fantome  raps  again. 
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Ab.  Very  well,  I  hear  you ;  come,  Fox,  come  o*Ut 
of  your  hole. 

SCENE  opens,  and  Fantome  comes  out. 

You  may  leave  your  drum  in  the  wardrobe,  'till 
you  have  occafion  for  it. 

Fan.  Well,  Mrs.  Abigail,  I  want  to  hear  what's  do 
ing  in  the  world. 

Ab.  You  are  a  very  inquifitive  fpirit.  But  I  muft 
tell  you,  if  you  do  not  take  care  of  yourfelf,  you  will 
be  laid  this  evening. 

Fan.  I  have  overheard  fomethifig  of  that  matter. 

But  let  me  alone  for  the  doctor I'll  engage  to  give 

a  good  account  of  him.  I  am  more  in  pain  about 
Tinfel.  When  a  lady's  in  the  cafe,  I'm  more  afraid 
of  one  fop  than  twenty  conjurers. 

Ab.  To  tell  you  truly,  he  prefles  his  attacks  with  ib 
much  impudence,  that  he  has  made  more  progrefs  with 
my  lady  in  two  days,  than  you  did  in  two  months. 

Fan,  I  ihall  attack  her  in  another  manner,  if  thoo 
canft  but  procure  me  another  interview.  There's  no 
thing  makes  a  lover  fo  keen,  as  being  kept  up  in  the 
dark. 

Ab.  Pray  no  more  of  your  diftant  bows,  your  re- 
fpeftful  compliments — Really,  Mr.. Fantome,  you'r* 
only  fit  to  make  love  acrofs  a  tea-table. 

Fan.  My  dear  girl,  I  can't  forbear  hugging  thet 
for  thy  good  advice. 

Ab.  Ay,  now  I  have  fome  hopes  of  you  ;  but  why 
don't  "you  do  fo  to  my  lady  ? 

Fan.  Child,  I  always  thought  your  lady  lov'd  to  be 
treated  with  refpecl. 

Ab.  Believe  me,  Mr.  Fantome,  there  is  not  fo  great 
a  difference  between  woman  and  woman,  as  you  ima 
gine.  You  fee  Tinfel  has  nothing  but  his  faucinefs 
to  recommend  him. 

Fan.  Tinfel  is  too  great  a  coxcomb  to  be  capable 
of  love — And  let  me  tell  thee,  Abigail,  a  man,  who 
is  fmcere  in  his  paffion,  makes  but  a  very  aukward 
profeflion  of  it But  I'll  mend  my  manners. 

Ab.  Ay,  or  you'll  never  gain  a  widow — Come,  I 

muft 
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muft  tutor  you  a  little ;  fuppofe  me  to  be  my  lady,  and 
let  me  fee  how  you'll  behave  yourfelf. 

Fan.  I'm  afraid,   child,   we  han't  time  for  fuch  a' 
piece  of  mummery. 

Ab.  Oh,  it  will  be  quickly  over,  if  you  play  your 
part  well. 

Fan.  Why  then,  dear  Mrs.  Ab— I  mean,  my  ladj 
Truman. 

Ab.  Ay  !  but  you  han't  faluted  me. 

Fan.  That's  right ;  faith  I  forgot  that  circumstance. 
\Kiffes  her.]  Neftar  and  Ambrofia  ! 

Ab.  That's  very  well 

Fan.  How  long  muft  I  be  condemn'd  to  languish  1 
when  (hall  my  fufferings  have  an  end  !  My  life,  mjr 
happinefs,  my  all  is  wound  up  in  you 

Ab.  Weil !  why  don't  you  fqueeze  my  hand  ? 

Fan.  What,  thus  ? 

Ab.  Thus?    Ay Now  throw  your  arm  about 

jny  middle  :  Hug  me  clofer. You  are  not  afraid  of 

hurting  me  !  Now  pour  forth  a  volley  of  rapture  and 
nonfenfe  till  you  are  out  of  breath. 

Fan.  Tranfport  and  ecftafy  !  where  am  I ! — my  lifej 
iny  blifs ! 1  rage,  I  burn,  I  bleed,  I  die. 

Ab.  Go  on,  go  on. 

Fan.  Flames  and  darts Bear  me  to  the  gloomy 

{hade,  rocks,    and   grottoes Flowers,  zephyrs, 

ahd  purling  itreams. 

Ab.  Oh  !  Mr.  Fantome,  you  have  a  tongue  wou'd 
undo  a  veftal  !  You  were  born  for  the  ruin  of  our  fex. 

Fan.  This  will  do  then,  Abigail  ? 

Ab.  Ay,  this  is  talking  like  a  lover,  though  I  only 
reprefent  my  lady,  I  take  a  pleafure  in  hearing  you. 
Well,  o'my  conscience  when  a  man  of  fenfe  has  a  lit 
tle  dafh  of  the  coxcomb  in  him,  no  woman  can  refill 
him.  Go  on  at  this  rate,  and  the  thoufand  pound  is 
as  good  as  in  my  pocket. 

Fan.  1  mail  think  it  an  age  till  I  have  an  opportu 
nity  of  putting  this  leflbn  in  practice. 

Ab.  You  may  do  it  foon,  if  you  make  good  ufe  of 
your  time  ;  Mr.  Tinfel  will  be  here  with  my  lady  at 
eight,  and  at  nine  the  conjurer  is  to  take  you  in  hand. 

Fan.  Let  me  alone  with  both  of  them. 
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Ab.  Well!  forewarn'd,  forearm'd.  Get  into  your 
box,  and  I'll  endeavour  to  difpofe  every  thing  in  your 
favour.  [Fantome  goes  in.  Exit  Abigail. 

Enter  Vellum. 

Vel.  Mrs.  Abigail  is  withdrawn. 1  was  in  hopes 

to  have  heard  what  pafs'd  between  her  and  her  invifi- 
ble  correfpondent. 

Enter  Tinfel. 
Tin.  Vellum  !  Vellum  ! 

Vel.  [Afide.~\  Vellum  !  We  are  methinks  very  fami 
liar  ;  I  am  not  us'd  to  be  call'd  fo  by  any  but  their 

ho-nours What  would  you,  Mr.  Tinfel  ? 

Tin.  Let  me  beg  a  favour  of  thee,  old  gentleman. 
Vel.  What  is  that,  good  fir  ? 
Tin.  Pr'ythee  run  and  fetch  me  the  rent-roll  of  thy 
lady's  cftate. 

Vel.  The  rent-roll? 

Tin.  The  rent-roll  ?  Ay,  the  rent-roll !  Dolt  not 
underftand  what  that  means  ? 

Vel.  Why,  have  you  thoughts  of  purchasing  it! 
Tin.  Thou  haft  hit  it,  old  boy;  that  is  my  very  in 
tention. 

Vel.  The  purchafe  will  be  confiderable. 

Tin.  And  for  that  reafon  I  have  bid  thy  lady  very 

high She  is  to  have  no  lefs  for  it  than  this  entire 

perfon  of  mine. 

Vel.  Is  your  whole  eftate  perfonal,  Mr.  Tinfel — he  ! 
he!  he! 

Tin.  Why,  you  queer  old  dog,  you  don't  pretend  to 
jeft,  d'ye?  Look  ye,  Vellum,  if  you  think  of  being 
continued  my  fteward,  you  muft  learn  to  walk  with 
your  toes  out. 

Vel.   [AJjde."\  An  infolent  companion  ! 
Tin.  Thou'rt  confounded  rich,  I  fee,  by  that  dang 
ling  of  thy  arms. 

Vel.   [Afide.'}   An  ungracious  bird! 
Tin.  Thou    malt  lend   me  a   couple  of  thoufand 
pounds. 

Vel.   [AJide."\  A  very  profligate! 
Tin.  Look  ye,  Vellum,  I  intend  to  be  kind  to  you 
-p-I'll  borrow  fome  money  of  you. 

Vel.  I  cannot  but  fmile  to  confidcr  the  difappointment 

this 
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this  young  fellow  will  meet  with ;  I  will  make  myfelf 
merry  with  him.  [Afide.~\  And  fo,  Mr.  Tinfel,  you  pro- 
raife  you  will  be  a  very  kind  mafter  to  me. 

[Stifling  a  laugh. 

Tin.  What  will  you  give  for  a  life  in  the  houfe 
you  live  in  r 

Vel.  What  do  you  think  of  five  hundred  pounds?— 
Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Tin.  That's  too  little. 

Vel.  And  yet  it  is  more  than  I  lhall  give  you — And 
I  will  offer  you  two  reafons  for  it. 

Tin.  Pr'ythee  what  are  they  ? 

Pel.  Firft,  becaufe  the  tenement  is  not  in  your  dif- 
pofal,  and,  Secondly,  becaufe  it  never  will  be  in  your 
difpofal,  and  fo  fare  you  well,  good  Mr.  Tinfel.  Ha ! 
ha !  ha  !  You  will  pardon  me  for  being  jocular. 

[Exit  Vellum. 

TIM.  This  rogue  is  as  fancy  as  the  conjurer  :  I'll  be 
hang'd  if  they  are  not  akin. 

Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel !  what,  all  alone !  You  free-think 
ers  are  great  admirers  of  folitude. 

Tin.  No,  faith,  I  have  been  talking  with  thy  ftew- 
ard ;  a  very  grotefque  figure  of  a  fellow,  the  very  pic 
ture  of  one  of  our  benchers.  How  can  you  bear  his 
converfation  ? 

Lady.  I  keep  him  for  my  fteward,  and  not  my  com 
panion.  He's  a  fober  man. 

Tin.  Yes,  yes,  he  looks  like  a  put,  a  queer  old  dog, 
as  ever  I  faw  in  my  life :  We  muft  turn  him  off,  widow. 
He  cheats  thee  confoundedly,  I  fee  that. 

Lady.  Indeed  you're  miilaken ;  he  has  always  had 
the  reputation  of  being  a  very  honefl  man. 

Tin.  What !  1  fuppofe  he  goes  to  church. 

Lady.  Goes  to  church  !  fo  do  you  too,  I  hope. 

Tin.  I  would  for  once,  widow,  to  make  fure  of  you. 

Lady.  Ah,  Mr.  Tinfel,  a  hufband  who  would  not 
continue  to  go  thither,  would  quickly  forget  the  pro- 
mifes  he  made  there. 

Tin.  Faith,  very  innocent,  and  very  ridiculous ! 
Well  then,  I  warrant  thee,  widow,  thou  wouldlt  not 
for  the  world  marry  a  fabbath-breaker ! 

3  Lady* 
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Lady.  Truly  they  generally  come  to  a  bad  end.  1 
remember  the  conjurer  told  you,  you  were  mort-liv'd. 

Tin.  The  conjurer!  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Lady.  Indeed  you're  very  witty  ! 

'  Tin.  Indeed  you're  very  handlbme.  \KiJfes  her  hand. 

*  Lady.  I  wifh  the  fool  does  not  love  me.'       [Afede. 

Tin.  Thou  art  the  idol  I  adore  :  Here  muft  I  pay  my 
devotion— — Pr'ythee,  widow,  haft  thou  any  timber 
upon  thy  eftate. 

Lady.  The  moft  impudent  fellow  I  ever  met  with. 

\4fi4t. 

Tin.  I  take  notice  thou  haft  a  great  deal  of  old  plat« 
here  in  the  houfe,  widow. 

Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel,  you  are  a  very  obferving  man. 

Tin.  Thy  large  filver  ciftern  would  make  a  very 
good  coach ;  and  half  a  dozen  falvers  that  I  faw  on 
the  fide-board,  might  be  turned  into  fix  as  pretty 
horfes  as  any  that  appear  in  the  ring. 

Lady..  You  have  a'very  good  fancy,  Mr.  Tinfel. — 
What  pretty  transformations  you  could  make  in  my 
houfe But  I'll  fee  where  'twill,  end.  [4Jtde. 

Tin.  Then  I  obferve,  child,  you  have  two  or  three 
fervices  of  gilt  plate  j  we'd  eat  always  in  china,  my 
dear. 

Lady.  I  perceive  you  are  an  excellent  manager 

How  quickly  you  have  taken  an  inventory  of  mjr 
goods ! 

Tin.  Now,  hark  ye,  widow,  to  fliew  you  the  love 
that  I  have  for  you 

Lady.  Very  well ;  let  me  hear. 

Tin.  You  have  an  old-falhion'd  gold  caudle  cup, 
with  a  figure  of  a  faint  upon  the  lid  on't. 

Lady.  I  have  ;  What  then  ? 

Tin.  Why  look  ye,  I'd  fell  the  caudle-cup  with  the 
old  faint  for  as  much  money  as  they'd  fetch,  which  I 
would  convert  into  a  diamond  buckle,  and  make  you 
a  prefent  of  it. 

Lady.  Oh  you  are  generous  to  an  extravagance. 
But,  pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  don't  difpofe  of  my  goods 
before  you  are  fure  of  •my  perfon.  I  find  you  have 
taken  a  great  affeclion  to  my  moveables. 

Tin.  My  dear,  I  love  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you. 

Ladj. 
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Lady.  I  fee  you  do,  fir;  you  need  not  make  any  pro% 
teftations  upon  that  fubjeft. 

'Tin.  Pho,  pho,  my  dear,  we  are  growing  ferious  ; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  that's  the  very  next  ftep  to  being 
dull.  *  Come,  that  pretty  face  was  never  made  to  look 

*  grave  with.' 

Lady.  Believe  me,  fir,  whatever  you  think,  marriage 
is  a  ferious  fubjeft. 

Tin.  For  that  very  reafon,  my  dear,  let  us  run  over 
it  as  faft  as  we  can. 

'  Lady.  I  mould  be  very  much  in  hafte  for  a  hufband, 
'  if  I  married  within  fourteen  months  after  Sir  George's 

*  deceafe. 

f  Tin.  Pray,  my  dear,  let  me  afk  you  a  queftion  : 

*  Doft  not  thou  think  that  Sir  George  is  as  dead  at 
c  prefent  to  all  intents  and  purpofes,  as  he  will  be  a 
«  twelve-month  hence  ? 

*  Lady.  Yes;  but  decency!  Mr.  Tinfel.» 

•  Tin.  Or  doft  thou  think  thou'lt  be  more  a  wid<nr 
«.  then,  than  thou  art  now  ? 

'  Lady.  The  world  would  fay  I  never  lov'd  my.  firft 

*  hufband. 

'  Tin.  Ah,  my  dear,  they  would  fay  you  lov'd  your 
r  fecond  ;  and  they  would  own.  I  deferv'd  it,  for  I  ftiall 

*  love  thee  moil  inordinately. 

t   Lady,  But  what  would  people  think? 
'  Tin.  Think!  why  they  would  think  thee  the  mir 
ror  of  widowhood That  a  woman  mould  li,ve 

fourteen  whole  months  after  the  deceafe  of  her 
fpoufe,  without  having  engag'd  herfelf.  Why, 
about  town,  we  know  many  a  woman  of  quality's 
fecond  hulband,  feveral  years  before  the  death  of 
the  firft. 

'  Lady.  Ay,  I  know  you  wits  have  your  common- 
c  place  jefts  upon  us  poor  widows.' 

Tin.  I'll  tell  you  a  ftory,  widow;  I  know  a  certain 
lady,  who,  considering  the  crazinefs  of  her  hulband, 
had,  in  cafe  of  mortality,  engag'd  herfelf  to  two  young 
fellows  of  my  acquaintance.  They  grew  fuch  defjpe- 
rate  rivals  for  her,  while  her  hulband  was  alive,  that 
one  of  them  pink'd  the  other  in  a  duel.  But  the  good 
lady  was  no  fooner  a  widow,  but  what  did  my  dow 
ager 
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ager  do?  Why,  faith,  being  a  woman  of  honour,  fhe 
married  a  third,  to  whom,  it  feems,  ihe  had  given 
her  firft  promife. 

Lady.  And  this  is  a  true  ftory  upon  your  own  know 
ledge? 

T in.  Every  tittle,  as  I  hope  to  be  married,  or  never 
believe  Tom  Tinfel. 

Lady.  Pray,  Mr.  Tinfel,  do  you  call  this  talking 
like  a  wit  or  like  a  rake  ? 

'  Tin.  Innocent  enough.  He  !  he !  he  !  why, 
<  where's  the  difference,  my  dear  ? 

«  Lady.  Yes,  Mr.  Tinfel,  the  only  man  I  ever  lov'd 
'  in  my  life,  had  a  great  deal  of  the  one,  and  nothing 

*  of  the  other  in  him.' 

Tin.  Nay,  now  you  grow  vapourim  ;  thou'lt  begin 
to  fancy  thou  hear'ft  the  drum  by  and  by. 

Lady.  If  you  had  been  here  laft  night  about  this 
time,  you  would  not  have  been  fo  merry. 

Tin.  About  this  time,  fay 'ft  thou  J  Come,  faith, 
for  humour's  fake,  we'll  fit  down  and'uften. 

Lady.  I  will,  if  you'll  promife  to  be  ferious. 

Tin.  Serious !  never  fear  me,  child,  ha !  ha"1  ha ! 
Doft  not  hear  him  ? 

Lady.  You  break  your  word  already.     '  Pray  Mr. 

•  Tinfel,  do  you  laugh  to  mew  your  wit  or  your  teeth  ? 
'  Tin.  Why  both,  my  dear I'm  glad,  however, 

*  that  me  has  taken  notice  of  my  teeth.  \_Afide. ,]  But 
'  you  look  ferious,  child ;  I  fancy  thou  hear'ft  the  drum, 

•  doft  not  ? 

'  Lady.  Don't  talk  fo  rafhly.' 

Tin.  Why,   my  dear,    you  could   not  look  more 

frighted  if  you  had  Lucifer's  drum-major  in  your 

houfe. 

'  Lady.  Mr.  Tinfel,  I  muft  define  to  fee  you  no 
more  in  it,  if  you  do  not  leave  this  idle  way  of  talk 
ing. 

'  Tin.  Child,  I  thought  I  had  told  you  what  is  my 
opinion  of  fpirits,  as  we  were  drinking  a  dim  of  tea 

but  juft  now There  is  no  fuch  thing,  I  give  thec 

my  word. 

•  Lady.  Oh,  Mr.  Tinfel,  your  authority  muft  be  of 

great  weight  to  thofe  that  know  you. 

1  Tin. 
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'  Tin.  For  my  part,  child,  I  have  made  myfelf  eafy 
c  in  thofe  points. 

'  Lady.  Sure  nothing  was  ever  like  this  fellow's 
*  vanity,  but  his  ignorance.  \_Ajlde. 

*  Tin.'  I'll  tell  thee  what  now,  widow 1  would 

engage  by  the  help  of  a  white  fheet,  and  a  penny 
worth  of  link  in  a  dark  night,  to  frighten  you  a  whole 
country  village  out  of  their  fenfes,  and  the  vicar  into 
the  bargain.  [Drum  beats.]  Hark!  hark!  what  noife 
is  that !  Heaven  defend  us !  This  is  more  than  fancy. 

Lady.  It  beats  more  terrible  than  ever. 

Tin.  'Tis  very  dreadful !  What  a  dog  have  I  been 
to  fpeak  againft  my  confcience  only  to  mew  my  parts! 

Lady.  It  comes  nearer  and  nearer.  I  wifh  you  have 
not  anger'd  it  by  your  foolifh  difcourfe. 

Tin.  Indeed,  madam,  I  did  not  fpeak  from  my 
heart :  I  hope  it  will  do  me  no  hurt,  for  a  little  harm- 
lefs  rallery. 

Lady.  Harmlefs,  d'ye  call  it  ?  It  beats  hard  by  us, 
as  if  it  wou'd  break  thro'  the  wall ! 

Tin.  What  a  devil  had  I  to  do  with  a  white  meet  ? 
[Scene  opens,  and  dif covers  Fantome. 
Mercy  on  us  !  it  appears. 

Lady.  Oh!  'tis  he!  'tis  hehimfelf!  'tis  Sir  George! 
'tis  my  hufband  !  [She  faints. 

Tin.  Now  would  I  give  ten  thoufand  pounds  that 
I  were  in  town.  [Fantome  advances  to  him  drumming.] 
I  beg  ten  thoufand  pardons :  I'll  never  talk  at  this 
rate  any  more.  [Fantomey?///  advances  drumming.]  By 
my  foul,  Sir  George,  I  was  not  in  earneft.  [Falls  on 
his  knefs.~\  Have  compaffion  on  my  youth,  and  confi- 
der  I  am  but  a  coxcomb — [Fantome  points  to  the  door.] 

But  fee  he  waves  me  off Ay,  with  all  my  heart 

What  a  devil  had  I  to  do  with  a  white  fheet  ? 
[Hefteals  off  the  ft  age,  mending  his  pace  as  the  drum  beats. 

Fan.  The  fcoundrel  is  gone,  and  left  his  miftrefs 
behind  him  ;  I'm  miftaken  if  he  makes  his  love  in  this 
houfe  any  more.  I  have  now  only  the  conjurer  to  deal 
with.  I  don't  queilion  but  I  mall  make  his  reverence 
fcamper  as  fall  as  the  lover;  and  then  the  day's  my 
own.  But  the  fervants  are  coming,  I  muft  get  into 
my  cupboard.  [He gees  in. 

C  Enter 
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Enter  Abigail  and  Servants. 

Ab.  Oh,  my  poor  lady !  This  wicked  drum  has 
frighted  Mr.  Tinfel  out  of  his  wits,  and  my  lady  into 
a  fwoon.  Let  me  bend  her  a  little  forward.  She  re 
vives.  Here,  carry  her  into  the  fre(h  air,  and  fhe'll 
recover.  [They  carry  her  off.~\  This  is  a  little  barbarous 
to  my  lady ;  but  'tis  all  for  her  good  :  And  I  know  her 
fo  well,  that  flie  would  not  be  angry  with  me,  if  me 
knew  what  I  was  to  get  by  it.  And  if  any  of  her 
friends  mould  blame  me  for  it  hereafter, 

/'//  c lap  my  hand  upon  my  purfe,  and  tell  'em, 
"Twasfor  a  thoufand  pounds ,  and  Mr.  Vellum. 


A  C  T    V. 

Enter  Sir  George  in  his  conjurer's  habit,  the  Butler 
marching  before  him  i»ith  fwo  large  candles,  and  the 
two  fervants  coming  after  him,  one  bringing  a  little 
table,  and  another  a  chair. 

Sutler.    A    N'T  pleafe  your  worlhip,  Mr.  Conjurer, 
ji\.  tne  Steward  has.  given  us  all  orders  to  do 
\vhatfoever  you  mail  bid  us,  and  to  pay  you  the  fame 
refpeft,  as  if  you  were  our  mafter. 

Sir  G.  Thou  fay 'ft  well. 

Gard.  An't  pleafe  your  conjurer's  worfhip,  ihall  I 
fet  the  table  down  here  ? 

Sir  G.  Here,  Peter. 

Gard.  Peter! He  knows  my  name  by  his  learn 
ing.  \_AJide. 

Coach.  I  have  brought  you,  reverend  lir,  the  largeft 
elbow-chair  in  the  houfe ;  'tis  that  the  Steward  fits  in 
when  he  holds  a  court. 

Sir  G.  Place  it  there. 

But.  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  want  any  thing  elfe  ? 

Sir  G.  Paper,  and  a  pen  and  ink. 

'But.  Sir,  I  believe  we  have  paper  that  is  fit  for 
your  purpofe !  my  lady's  mourning  paper,  that  is 
black'd  at  the  edges*— ——.Would  you  choofe  to  write 
with  a  crow-quill  ? 

Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  There  is  none  better. 

But.  Coachman,  go  fetch  the  paper  and  ftandim 
out  of  the  little  parlour. 

Coach.  [To  Gard.~\  Peter,  pr'ythee  do  thou  go  along 

with  me I'm  afraid You  know  I  went  with  you 

laft  night  into  the  garden,  when  the  cook-maid  wanted 
a  handful  of  parfley. 

But.  Why,  you  don't  think  I'll  ftay  with  the  con 
jurer  by  myfelf ! 

Gard.  Come,  we'll  all  three  go  and  fetch  the  pen 
and  ink  together.  \Exeunt  fer*v ants. 

Sir  G.folus.  There's  nothing  I  fee  makes  fuch  ftrong 
alliances  as  fear.  Thefe  fellows  are  all  enter'd  into  a 
confederacy  again  ft  the  ghoft.  There  muft  be  abun 
dance  of  bufinefs  done  in  the  family  at  this  rate.  But 
here  comes,  the  triple-alliance.  Who  could  have 
thought  thefe  three  rogues  cou'd  have  found  each  of 
'em  an  employment  in  fetching  a  pen  and  ink  ! 
Enter  Gardiner  nuitb  a  fleet  of  paper,  Coachman  with 
aftandijb,  and  Butler  <with  a  fen. 

Gard.  Sir,  there  is  your  paper. 

Coach.  Sir,  there  is  your  ftandifh. 

But.  Sir,  there  is  your  crow-quill  pen— — I'm  glad 
I  have  got  rid  on't.  [Afide. 

Gard.  [Afide.]  He  forgets  that  he's  to  make  a  circle 
— Dodlor,  mail  I  help  you  to  a  bit  of  chalk? 

Sir  G.  It  is  no  matter. 

But.  Look  ye,  fir,  I  fhow'd  you  the  fpot  where  he's 
heard  ofteneft,  if  your  worfhip  can  but  ferret  him  out 
of  that  old  wall  in  the  next  room  • 

Sir  G.  We  mall  try. 

Gard.  That's  right,  John.  His  worfhip  muft  let 
fly  all  his  learning  at  that  old  wall. 

But.  Sir,  if  I  was  worthy  to  advife  you,  I  wou'd 
have  a  bottle  of  good  Odlober  by  me.  Shall  I  fet  a 
cup  of  ftingo  at  your  elbow  ? 

Sir  G.  I  thank  thee We  fhall  do  without  it. 

Gard.  John,  he  feems  a  very  good-natur'd  man  for 
a  conjurer. 

But.  I'll  take  this  opportunity  of  enquiring  after  a 

bit  of  plate  I  have  loft.     I  fancy,  whilft  he  is  in  my 

C  2  lady's 
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lady's  pay,  one  may  hedge  in  a  queftion  or  two  into 
the  bargain.  Sir,  fir,  may  I  beg  a  word  in  your  ear? 

Sir  G.  What  wouldft  thou  ? 

But.  Sir,  I  know  I  need  not  tell  you,  that  I  loft  one 
of  my  filver  fpoons  laft  week. 

Sir  G.  Mark'd  with  a  fwan's  neck 

But.  My  lady's  creft?  He  knows  every  thing.  \_AJide. 
How  wou'd  your  worfhip  advife  me  to  recover  it  again  I 

Sir  G.  Hum ! 

But.  What  muft  I  do  to  come  at  it  ? 

Sir  G.  Drink  nothing  but  fmall-beerfora  fortnight— 

But.  Small-beer  !  rot-gut ! 

SirG.  If  thou  drink'ft  a  fingle  drop  of  ale  before 

fifteen  days  are  expir'd It  is  as  much as  thy 

fpoon is  worth. 

But.  I  fhall  never  recover  it  that  way ;  I'll  e'en  buy 
a  new  one.  \Afidt, 

Coach.  D'ye  mind  how  they  whifper  ? 

G?.rd.  I'll  b«  hang'd  if  he  be  not  afldng  him  fome- 
thing  about  Nell. 

Coach.  I'll  take  this  opportunity  of  putting  a  queftion 
to  him  about  poor  Dobbing :  I  fancy  he  could  give  me 
better  counfel  than  the  farrier. 

But.  [To  Card.]  A  prodigious  man  !  he  knows  every 
thing:  now  is  the  time  to  find  out  thy  pick-ax. 

Gard.  I  have  nothing  to  give  him ;  does  not  he  ex- 
-pec~l  to  have  his  hand  crofs'd  with  filver? 

Coach.  [To  Sir  G.]  Sir,  may  a  man  venture  to  alk 
you  a  queftion  ? 

Sir  G.  Afk  it. 

Coach.  I  have  a  poor  horfe  in  the  liable  that's  be- 
%vitch'd 

Sir  G.  A  bay  gelding. 

Coach.  How  cou'd  he  know  that  ?  [AJide. 

Sir  G.  Bought  at  Banbury. 

Coach.  Whew — fo  it  was  o'my  confcience.  \Whijlhs. 

SirG.  Six  years  old  laft  Lammas. 

Coach.  To  a  day.  \_Ajtde. ~\  Now,  fir,  I  would  know 
whether  the  poor  bealt  is  bcwitch'd  by  goody  Crouch 
or  goody  Fly. 

Sir  G.  Neither. 
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Coach.  Then  it  muft  be  goody  Gurton  ;  for  fhe  is  the 
next  oldeft  woman  in  the  pariih. 

Card.  Haft  thou  done,  Robin  ? 

Coach.  [To  GardJ}  He  can  tell  thee  any  thing. 

Gard.   [To  Sir  G.]  Sir,  I  wou'd  beg  to  take  you  3 
little  further  out  of  hearing . 

Sir  G.  Speak. 

Gcn-d.  The  Butler  and  I,  Mr.  Doftor,  were  both  of 
us  in  love  at  the  fame  time  with  a  certain  perfon. 

Sir  G.  A  woman. 
.  Gard.  How  cou'd  he  know  that  ?  [Afide. 

Sir  G.   Go  on. 

Gard.  This  woman  has  lately  had  two  children  at 
a  birth. 

Sir  G.  Twins. 

Gard.  Prodigious !  where  could  he  hear  that?  [Afide. 

Sir  G.  Proceed. 

Gard.  Now,  becaufe  I  us'd  to  meet  her  fometimes 
in  the  garden,  me  has  laid  them  both 

Sir  G.  To  thee. 

Gard.  What  a  pow'r  of  learning  he  mufl  have  !  he 
knows  every  thing.  [Ajide* 

Sir  G.  Hail  thou  done  ? 

Gard.  I  wou'd  delire  to  know  whether  I  am  really 
father  to  them  both. 

Sir  G.  Stand  before  me,  let  me  furvey  thee  round. 
[Lays  his  ivand  upon  bis  head  and  makes  him  turn  about. ~\ 

Coach.  Look  yonder,  John,  the  filly  dog  is  turning 
about  under  the  conjurer's  wand.  If  he  has  been  faucy 
to  him,  we  mall  fee  him  pufPd  off  in  a  whirlwind  im 
mediately. 

Sir  G.   Twins,  doft  thou  fay?          [Still  turning  him* 

Gard.   Ay,  are  they  both  mine,  d'ye  think  ? 

Sir  G.  Own  but  one  of  them. 

Gard.  Ay,  but  Mrs.  Abigail  will  have  me  take  care 

of  them  both She  is  always  for  the  Butler • 

if  my  poor  matter  Sir  George  had  been  alive,  he  wou'd 
have  made  him  go  halves  with  me. 

Sir  G.   What,  was  Sir  George  a  kind  mailer  ? 

Gard.  Was  he  \  Ay,  my  fellow- fervants  will  bear 
me  wicnefs. 

C  3  Sir  G. 
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Sir  G.  Did  ye  love  Sir  George  ? 
But.  Every  body  lov'd  him 

Coach.  There  was  not  a  dry  eye  in  the  parifh  at  the 
news  of  his  death 

Card.  He  was  the  bed  neighbour 

But.  The  kindeft  hufband — 

Coach.  The  trueft  friend  to  the  poor 
But.  My   good   lady  took   on   mightily,    we   all 
thought  it  would  have  been  the  death  of  her     • 

Sir  G.  I  proteft  thefe  fellows  melt  me  !  I  think  the 
time  long  till  I  am  their  matter  again,  that  I  may  be 
kind  to  them.  \_Afide. 

Enter  Vellum. 

VeL  Have  you  provided  the  doftor  every  thing  he 
has  occafion  for  ?  if  fo — you  may  depart. 

\Exeunt  fervants. 

Sir  G.  I  can  as  yet  fee  no  hurt  in  my  wife's  beha 
viour  :  but  ftill  have  fome  certain  pangs  and  doubts, 
that  are  natural  to  the  heart  of  a  fond  man.  '  I  muft 
'  take  the  advantage  of  my  difguife,  to  be  thoroughly 
f  fatisfied.  It  would  neither  be  for  her  happinefs, 
'  nor  mine,  to  make  myfelf  known  to  her,  till  I  am 
'  fo.  \_AJide. *~\  Dear  Vellum  !  I  am  impatient  to  hear 
fome  news  of  my  wife  ;  how  does  (he  after  her  fright  ? 
Vel.  It  is  a  faying  fome  where  in  my  lord  Coke, 

that  a  widow 

Sir  G.  I  afk  of  my  wife,  and  thou  talk'ft  to  me  of 

my  lord  Coke Pr'ythee  tell  me  how  fhe  does,  for 

I  am  in  pain  for  her. 

Vel.  She  is  pretty  well  recover'd.  Mrs.  Abigail 
has  put  her  in  good  heart ;  and  I  have  given  her 
great  hopes  from  your  {kill. 

SirG.  That,  I  think,  cannot  fail,  fince  thou  haft 
got  this  fecret  out  of  Abigail  !  But  I  could  not  have 
thought  my  friend  Fantome  would  have  ferv'd  me 

thus 

Vel.  You  will  fancy  you  are  a  living  man— — — 
Sir  G.  That  he  mould  endeavour  to  enfnare  my 

wife 

Vd.  You  have  no  right  in  her  after  your  demife. 

Death  extinguiihes  all  property — Quoad  bane It  is 

a,  maxim  in  the  law. 

Sir  G, 
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Sir  G.  A  pox  on  your  learning  !  Well,  but  what 
is  become  of  Tinfel  ? 

Vel.  He  rufh'd  out  of  the  houfe,  call'd  for  his  horfe, 
clapp'd  fpurs  to  his  fides,  and  was  out  of  fight  in  lef» 

time  than  I can tell ten. 

Sir  G.  This  is  whimfical  enough  !  My  wife  will 
have  a  quick  fucceffion  of  lovers,  in  one  day Fan- 
tome  has  driven  out  Tinfel,  and  I  mall  drive  out 
Fantome. 

VeL  Even  as  one  wedge  driveth  out  another — he, 
he,  he  !  you  muft  pardon  me  for  being  jocular. 
"  Sir  G.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  provoking  blockhead? 
but  he  means  me  well — '  Well,  I  muft  have  fatisfac- 
'  tion  of  this  traitor  Fantome  ;  and  cannot  take  a 
'  more  proper  one,  than  by  turning  him  out  of  my 
'  houfe,  in  a  manner  that  mall  throw  fhame  upon 
'  him,  and  make  him  ridiculous  as  long  as  he  lives.' 
—You  muft  remember,  Vellum,  you  have  abundance 
of  bufmefs  upon  your  hands,  and  I  have  but  juft 
time  to  tell  it  you  over ;  all  I  require  of  you  is  dif- 
patch,  therefore  hear  me. 

VeL  There  is  nothing  more  requifite  in  buiinefs 
than  difpatch . 

Sir  G.  Then  hear  me. 

VeL  It  is  indeed  the  life  of  bufinefs 

Sir  G.  Hear  me  then,  I  fay. 

Vel.  And  as  one  has  rightly  obferv'd,  the  benefit 
that  attends  it  is  fourfold.  Firft 

Sir  G.  There  is  no  bearing  this  !  Thou  art  going 
to  defcribe  difpatch,  whenthou  fhould'ft  be  praftifing 
it. 

Vel.  But  your  ho-nour  will  not  give  me  the  hear 
ing 

SirG.  Thou  wilt  not  give  me  the  hearing.  \Anprily. 

Vel.  I  am  ftill. 

Sir  G.  In  the  firft  place,  you  are  to  lay  my  wig, 
hat,  and  fword  ready  for  me  in  the  clofet,  and  one  of 
my  fcarlet  coats.  You  know  hew  Abigail  has  de- 
icribed  the  ghoft  to  you. 

VeL  It  mail  be  done.   • 

Sir  G.  Then  you  mult  remember,  whilft  I  am  lay 
ing 
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ing  this  ghoft,  you  are  to  prepare  my  wife  for  the  re 
ception  of  her  real  hufband  ;  xtell  her  the  whole  ftory, 
and  do  it  with  all  the  art  you  are  mailer  of,  that  the 
furprife  may  not  be  too  great  for  her. 

Vel.  It  fhall  be  done — But  fmce  her  ho-nour  ha« 
feen  this  apparition,  fhe  defiresto  fee  you  once  more, 
before  you  encounter  it. 

Sir  G.  I  ihall  expeft  her  impatiently.  For  now  I 
can  talk  to  her  without  being  interrupted  by  that  im 
pertinent  rogue  Tinfel.  I  hope  thou  haft  not  told 
Abigail  any  thing  of  the  fecret. 

Pel.  Mrs.  Abigail  is  a  woman  ;  there  are  many 
reafons  why  fhe  fhould  not  be  acquainted  with  it :  I 
fhall  only  mention  fix 

Sir  G.  Hufh.  here  fhe  comes  !  O  my  heart  ! 

Enter  Lady  and  Abigail. 

\_Afede,  'while  Vellum  talks  in  dumb-Jbe<w  to  Lady.] 
O  that  lov'd  woman  !  How  I  long  to  take  her 
in  my  arms !  If  I  find  I  am  ftill  dear  to  her  memory, 
it  will  be  a  return  to  life  indeed !  But  I  muft  take 
care  of  indulging  this  tendernefs,  and  put  on  a  beha 
viour  more  fuitablc  to  my  prefent  character.  [Walks 
at  a  diftance  in  a  penfi<ve  pojlure ,  waving  his  ivand.] 

Lady.   \to  Vellum.]  This  is  furprifing  indeed  !   So 
all  the  fervants  tell  me ;  they  fay  he   knows   every 
thing  that  has  happened  in  the  family. 
.  Ab.  {Afide.~\  A  parcel  of  credulous  fools,  they  firft 
tell  him  their  fecrets,  and  then  wonder  how  he  comes 
to  know  them. 
[Exit  Vellum,  exchanging  fond  looks  luith  Abigail.] 

Lady.  Learned  fir,  may  I  have  fome  conrerfation 
with  you,  before  yon  begin  your  ceremonies  ? 

Sir  G.  Speak  !  but  hold — firft  let  me  feel  ycur 
pulfe. 

Lady.  What  can  you  learn  from  that  ? 

Sir  G.  I  have  already  learn'd  a  fecret  from  it,  that 
willaftonifh  you. 

Lady.   Pi       what  is  it  ? 

Sir  G.  You  will  have  a  hufband  within  this  half 
hour. 

4b.  \AJide.1  *  aai  Slac*  w  kear  that— He   muft 

mean 
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mean  Mr.  Fantome  ;  I -begin  to  think  there's  good 
deal  of  truth  in  his  art. 

Lady.  Alas!  I  fear  you  mean  I  mall  fee  Sir  George's 
apparition  a  fecond  time. 

Sir  G.  Have  courage,  you  mall  fee  the  apparition 
no  more.  The  hufband  I  mention  mall  be  as  much 
alive  as  I  am. 

Ab.  Mr.  Fantome,  to  be  fure.  \_AJide  • 

Lady.  Impoffible  !  I  lov'd  my  firft  too  well. 

Sir  G.  You  cou'd  not  love  the  firft  better  than  you 
will  love  the  fecond. 

'  Ab.  [AJtde.']  I'll  be  hang'd  if  my  dear  fteward 
'  has  not  inftrufted  him  ;  he  means  Mr.  Fantome,  to 
'  be  fure ;  the  thoufand  pounds  are  our  own.* 

Lady.    Alas,  you  did  not  know  Sir  George. 

Sir  G.   As  well  as  I  do  myfelf — I  faw  him  with  you 

•,  in  the  red  damafk  room,  when  he  firft  made  love  to 

you ;  your  mother  left  you  together,  under  pretence 

of  receiving  a  vifit  from  Mrs.  Hawthorn,  on  her  return 

from  London. 

Lady.  This  is  aftoniihing. 

Sir  G.  You  were  a  grout  admirer  of  a.  fmgle  life  for 
the  firft  half  hour  ;  your  refufals  then  grew  ftill  fainter 
and  fainter.  With  what  ecftacy  did  Sir  George  kifs 
your  hand,  when  you  told  him  you  mould  always  fol 
low  the  advice  of  your  mamma  ! 

Lady.  Every  circumftance  to  a  tittle  ! 

Sir  G.  Then,  lady,  the  wedding-night !  Ifawyoi* 
in  your  white  fattin  night  gown  :  you  would  not  come 
out  of  your  dreffing-room,  till  Sir  George  took  you  out 
by  force.  He  drew  you  gently  by  the  hand — You 

ftruggled but  he  was  too  ftrong  for  you You 

bluih'd  ;   he 

Lady*  Oh  !    flop  there  !    go  no  further Hs 

knows  every  thing.  [Afide. 

Ab.  ^ruly,  Mr.  Conjurer,  I  believe  you  have  beea 
a  wag  in  your  youth. 

Sir  G.  Mrs.  Abigail,  you  know  what  your  good 
word  coft  Sir  George,  a  purfe  of  broad  pieces,  Mrs. 
Abigail. . 
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Ab.  The  devil's  in  him.  \_AJide. "}  Pray,  fir,  fince 
you  have  told  fo  far,  you  fhould  tell  my  lady  that  I 
refus'd  to  take  them. 

Sir  G.  'Tis  true,  child,  he  was  forc'd  to  thruft  them 
into  your  bofom. 

Ab.  This  rogue  will  mention  the  thoufand  pounds 
if  I  don't  take  care.  \_AJide. ,]  Pray,  fir,  though  you  are 
a  conjurer,  methinks  you  need  not  be  a  blab 

Lady.  Sir,  fince  I  have  now  no  reafon  to  doubt  of 
your  art,  I  muft  befeech  you  to  treat  this  apparition 

fently — It  has  the  refemblance  of  my  deceas'd  huf- 
and  ;  if  there  be  any  undifcover'd  fecret,  any  thing 
that  troubles  his  reft,  learn  it  of  him. 

Sir  G.  I  muft,  to  that  end,  be  fincerely  inform'd  by 
you,  whether  your  heart  be  engag'd  to  another.  Have 
not  you  receiv'd  the  addrefles  of  many  lovers  fince  his 
death  ? 

Lady.  I  have  been  oblig'd  to  receive  more  vifits  than 
have  been  agreeable. 

Sir  G.  Was  not  Tinfel  welcome  ? 1  am  afraid 

to^hear  an  anfwer  to  my  own  queftion.  [AJids. 

Lady.  He  was  well  recommended. 

Sir  G.  Racks  !  [Aftde. 

Lady.  Of  a  good  family. 

Sir  G.  Tortures  !  [Aftde. 

Lady.  Heir  to  a  confiderable  eftate. 

Sir  G.  Death!  [Aftde.]  And  you  flill  love  him  ?*- 
I'm  diftrafted  !  \Afide. 

Lady.  No,  I  defpife  him.  I  found  he  had  a  de- 
fign  upon  my  fortune  ;  was  bafe,  profligate,  coward 
ly,  and  every  thing  that  could  be  expected  from  a 
man  of  the  vileft  principles. 

Sir  G.  I'm  recover'd.  [AJtJe. 

Ab.  Oh,  madam,  had  you  feen  how  like  a  fcoun- 
drel  he  look'd,  when  he  left  your  lady/hip  in  a  fwoon  ! 
Where  have  you  left  my  lady  ?  fays  I.  In  an  elbow- 
chair,  child,  fays  he.  And  where  are  you  going  ? 
fays  I.  To  town,  child,  {ays  he  :  for  to  tell  thee 
truly,  child,  fays  he,  I  don't  care  for  living  under 
the  fame  roof  with  the  devil. 

Sir  Q. 
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Sir  G.  Well,  lady,  I  fee  nothing  in  all  this,  that 
may  hinder  Sir  George's  fpirit  from  being  at  reft. 

Lady.  If  he  knows  any  thing  of  what  pafTes  in  my 
heart,  he  cannot  but  be  fatisfied  of  that  fondnefs 
which  I  bear  to  his  memory.  My  forrow  for  him  is 
always  frefh  when  I  think  of  him.  He  was  the  kind- 
eft,  trueft,  tendereft — Tears  will  not  let  me  go  on  — 

Sir  G.  This  quite  overpowers  me — I  mail  difcover 
myfelf  before  my  time.  [AJidg.~\ — Madam,  you  may 
now  retire,  and  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

Lady.  Succefs  attend  you  ! 

Ab.  I  wifh  Mr.   Fantome  gets  well  off  from  this 
old  Don— —I  know  he'll  be  with  him  immediately. 
[Exeunt  Lady  and  Abigail. 

Sir  George  folus. 

Sir  G.  My  heart  is  now  at  eafe ;  me  is  the  fame 
dear  woman  I  left  her— Now  for  my  revenge  upon 
Fantome. 1  (hall  cut  the  ceremonies  fhort — A  few- 
words  will  do  his  bufinefs Now  let  me  feat  my- 

felf  in  form A  good  eafy  chair  for  a  conjurer  this  ! 

— — Now  for  a  few  mathematical  fcratches — a  good 

lucky  fcrawl  that Faith,    I    think  it  looks  very 

altroiogical — Thefe  two  or  three  magical  pot-hooks 
about  it,  make  it  a  compleat  conjurer's  fcheme. 
[Drum  beats.  ]  Ha,  ha,  ha,  fir,  are  you  there  ?  [Enter 
Drummer. ]  Now  muft  1  pore  upon  my  paper. 

Enter  Fantome  beating  his  drum. 
Pr'ythee  don't  make  a  noife,  I'm  bufy.  [Fantome 
beats.~\  A  pretty  march!  pr'ythee  beat  that  over  again. 
[He  beats  and  advances ^\  [RiJ*"g-~\  Ha!  you're  very 
perfedl  in  the  ftep  of  a  ghoft.  You  Italk  it  majeili- 
cally.  [Fantome  advances.]  How  the  rogue  ftares, 
he  acts  it  to  admiration  ;  I'll  be  hang'd  if  he  has  not 
been  praftifmg^thls  half  hour  in  Mrs.  Abigail's  ward 
robe.  [Fantome  Jiarts,  gives  a  rap  upon  bis  drum.~\ 
Pr'ythee  don't  play  the  fool.  [Fantome  beats.']  Nay, 
nay,  enough  of  this,  goad  Mr.  Fantome. 

Fan.   [Afide.]  Death!  I'm  difcover'd.     This  jade 
Abigail  has  betray'd  me. 

Sir  G.  Mr.  Fantome,   upon  the  word  of  an  aftro- 
3  loger» 
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loger,  your  thoufand  pound  bribe  will  never  gain 

jny  lady  Truman. 

Fan.  'Tis  plain,  Ihe  has  told  him  all.  [Afide. 

Sir  G.  Let  me  advife  you  to  make  off  as  faft  as  you 
can,  or  1  plainly  perceive  by  my  art,  Mr.  Ghoft  will 
have  his  bones  broke. 

Fan.  [To  Sir  G.]  Look  ye,  old  gentleman,  I  per 
ceive  you  have  learnt  this  fecret  from  Mrs.  Abigail. 
Sir  G.  I  have  learnt  it  from  my  art. 
Fan.  Thy  art !  pr'ythee  no  more  of  that.     Look 
ye,  I  know  you  are  a  cheat  as  much  as  I  am.     And 
if  thou'lt  keep  my  counfel,  I'll  give  thee  ten  broad 

pieces.— • 

Sir  G.  I  am  not  mercenary  !  Young  man,  I  fcorn 
thy  gold. 

Fan.  I'll  make  them  up  twenty. — 

SirG.  Avaunt!  and  that  quickly,  or  I'll  raife  fuck 

an  apparition  as  fhall 

Fan.  An  apparition,  old  gentleman  !  you  miftake 

your  man,  I'm  not  to  be  frighten'd  with  bugbears  !  — 

Sir  G.  Let  me  retire  but  for  a  few  moments,  and 

I  will  give  thee  fuch  a  proof  of  my  art 

Fan.  Why,  if  thou  haft  any  hocus-pocus  tricks  to 
play,  why  can'ft  thou  not  do  them  here  ? 

Sir  G.  The  raifing  of  a  fpirit,  requires  certain  fe 
cret  myfteries  to  be  performed,  and  words  to  be  mut 
tered  in  private 

Fan.  Well,  if  I  fee  through  your  trick,  will  you 
promife  to  be  my  friend  ? 

SirG.  I  will attend  and  tremble.  [Exit. 

Fantome  folus. 

Tan.  A  very  folemn  oldafs  !  But  I  fmokehim 

he  has  a  mind  to  raife  his  price  upon  me.  I  cou'd 
not  think  this  flut  wou'd  have  us'd  me  thus. — I  be 
gin  to  grow  horribly  tir'd  of  my  drum.  I  wifh  I  was 
well  rid  of  it.  However  I  have  got  this  by  it,  that 
it  has  driven  off  Tinfel  for  good  and  all ;  I  fhan't 
have  the  mortification  to  fee  my  miftrefs  carry'd  off 
by  fuch  a  rival.  Well,  whatever  happens,  I  muft 
flop  this  old  fellow's  mouth,  I  muft  not  not  be  fpar- 
ing  in  hufli-money.  But  here  he  comes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  George  in  bis  onun  habit. 

Tan.  Ha  !  what's  that  !  Sir  George  Truman  ! 
This  can  be  no  counterfeit.  His  drefs  !  his  fhape  !  his 
face  !  the  very  wound  of  which  he  dy'd  !  Nay,  then 
'tis  time  to  decamp  !  [Runs  off. 

Sir  G.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Fare  you  well,  good  Sir 
George  -  The  enemy  has  left  me  mnfter  of  the 
field  ;  here  are  the  marks  of  my  victory.  This  drum 
will  I  hang  up  in  my  great  hall  as  the  trophy  of  the 
day. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Sir  George  Jlands  with  his  hand  before  his  face  i* 
a  mujing  pofture. 

Ab.  Yonder  he  is.  O'  niy  confcience  he  has  dri 
ven  off  the  conjurer.  Mr.  Fantome,  Mr.  Fantome  ! 
I  give  you  joy,  I  give  you  joy.  What  do  you  think 
of  your  thoufand  pounds  now  ;  why  does  not  the  man 
fpeak  ?  [Pulls  him  by  the  Jlee*ue* 

Sir  G.  Ha  t*  [Taking  his  hand  fr  cm  his  face. 

Ab.  Oh  !  'tis  my  matter  !  [Shrieks* 

[Running  away,  he  catches  her* 

Sir  G-  Good  Mrs.  Abigail,  not  fo  fail. 

Ab.  Are  you  alive,  fir  !  He  has  given  my  fhoulder 
fuch  a  curfed  tweak  !  they  muft  be  real  fingers  j  I 
feel  'em,  I'm  fure. 

Sir  G.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 

Ab.  Think,  fir  ?  think  ?  Troth  I  don't  knovf 
what  to  think.  Pray,  lir,  how 


SirG.  No  queftions-,  good  Abigail;  thy 
ihall   be  fatisfied  in  due  time.     Where's  your  lady  ,? 

Ab.   Oh,  I'm  fo  frighted  !  --  and  fo  glad  - 

Sir  G.  Where's  your  lady  !  I  aflc  you  - 

Ab.  Marry,  I  don't  know  where  I  am  myfelf 
I  can't  forbear  weeping  for  joy  - 

Sir  G.  Your  lady  !  I   fay  your  lady  !  I  muft  bring 
you  to  ypurfelf  with  one  pinch  more  - 

Ab.  Oh  !  (he  has  been  talking  a  good  while  with 
the  fteward  . 

Sir  G.  Then  he  has  open'd  the  whole  ftory  to  her. 

I'm  glad  he  has  prepar'd  her.     Oh  !  here  fhe  comes. 

D  £nttf 
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Enter  Lady  followed  by  Vellum. 
Lady.  Where  is  he  ?  let  me  fly  into  his  arms  !  my 
life  !  my  foul !  my  hufband  ! 

Sir  G.  Oh  !  let  me  catch  thee  to  my  heart,  deareft 
•f  women. 

Lady.  Are  you  then  ftill  alive,  and  are  you  here ! 
I  can  fcarce  believe  my  fenfes !  Now  am  I  happy  in 
deed  ! 

Sir  G.  My  heart  is  too  full  to  anfwer  thee. 
'  Lady.  How  could  you  be  fo  cruel  to  defer  giving 
me  that  joy  which  you  knew  I  muft  receive  from 
your  prefence  ?  You  have  robb'd  my  life  of  fome 
hours  of  happinefs  that  ought  to  have  been  in  it. 
f  Sir  G.  It  was  to  make  our  happinefs  the  more 
fincere  and  unmixt :  There  will  be  now  no  doubts 
to  dafh  it.  What  has  been  the  affliction  of  our 
lives,  has  given  a  variety  to  them,  and  will  here 
after  fupply  us  with  a  thoufand  materials  to  talk. 
of. 

*  Lady.  I  am  now  fatisfied  that  it  is  not  in  ths 
•  power  of  abfence  to  leflen  your  love  towards  me. 

'  Sir  G.  And  I  am  fatisfied  that  it  is  not  in  the 
'  power  of  death  to  deftroy  that  love  which  makes 
*•  me  the  happieft  of  men.' 

Lady.  Was  ever  woman  fo  bleft  !  to  find  again  the 
darling  of  her  foul,  when  me  thought  him  loll  for 
ever!  to  enter  into  a  kind  of  fecond  marriage  with 
the  only  man  whom  me  was  ever  capable  of  loving  ! 

Sir  G.  May  it  be  as  happy  as  our  firft,  I  defire  no 
more  !  Believe  me,  my  dear,  I  want  words  to  ex- 
prefs  thofe  tranfports  of  joy  and  tendernefs  which  are 
every  moment  rifing  in  my  heart  whilft  I  fpeak  :• 
thee. 

Enter  Servants* 

But.  Juft  as  the  fteward  told  us,  lads !  Look  you 
there,  if  he  ben't  with  my  lady  already  ? 

Card.  He  !  he  !  he  !  what  a  joyful  night  will  this 
ke  for  madam  ! 

Coach.  As  I  was  coming  in  at  the  gate,  a  ftrang* 

gentleman  whifk'd  by  me ;   but  he  took  to  his  heels, 

and  made  away  to  the  George.     If  I  did  no:  fee  mai- 

19  ter 
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ter  before  me,  I  fhould  have  fworn  it  had  been  his 
honour ! 

Gard.  Haft  thoa  given  orders  for  the  bells  to  be 
fet  a  ringing  ? 

Coach,  Never  trouble  thy  head  about  that,  'tis 
done. 

Sir  G.  [To  Lady.]  My  dear,  I  long  as  much  to  tell 
you  my  whole  ftory,  as  you  do  to  hear  it.  In  the 
mean  while  I  am  to  look  upon  this  as  my  wedding- 
day.  I'll  have  nothing  but  the  voice  of  mirtk  and 
feafting  in  my  houfe.  My  poor  neighbours  and  my 
fervants  mall  rejoice  with  me.  My  hall  mall  be  free 
to  every  one,  and  let  my  cellars  be  thrown  open. 

But.  Ah  !  blefs  your  honour,  may  you  never  die 
again  ! 

Coach.  The  fame  good  man  that  ever  he  was ! 

Gard.  Whurra  ! 

SirG.  Vellum,  thou  haft  done  me  much  fervice 
to-day.  I  know  thou  lov'ft  Abigail,  but  fhe's  dif- 
appointed  in  a  fortune.  I'll  make  it  up  to  both  of 
you.  I'll  give  thee  a  thoafand  pounds  with  her.  It 
is  not  fit  there  mould  be  pne  fud  heart  in  my  houf» 
to-night". 

'  Lady.  What  you  do  for  Abigail,  I  know  is  meant 
'  as  a  compliment  to  me.  -This  is  a  new  inftance  of 
*  your  love.' 

Ab.  Mr.  Vellum,  you  are  a  well-fpoken  man  : 
Pray  do  you  thank  my  mafter  and  my  lady. 

Sir  G.  Vellum,  I  hope  you  are  not  difpleafed  witk 
the  gift  I  make  you. 

Vel.    'The  gift  is  twofold.     I  receive  from  you 
A  --virtuous  partner,  and  a  portion  too  ; 
For  vubicb  in  bumble  'wife,   1  thank  the  donors  ; 
And  Jo  iv  f  bid  good-night  to  loth  your  ho—nours. 
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fJ^O-night,  the  poet's  advocate  I  ft  and; 

And  he  deferves  the  favour  at  my  handt 
Who  in  my  equipage  their  caufe  debating. 
Has  placed  two  /overs,   and  a  third  in  waiting  > 
If  both  the  firft  Jhould  from  their  duty  fwerve* 
There's  one  behind  the  wainfcot  in  referve. 
In  his  next  play,  if  I  would  take  this  trouble^ 
He  promised  me  to  make  the  number  double: 
In  troth  'twas  fpoke  like  an  obliging  creature, 
For  though  'tisfemple,  yet  it  Jheivs  good-nature* 

My  help  thus  ajk'd,  I  could  not  choofe  but  grant  /V> 
And  really  I  thought  the  play  would  'want  it, 
Jroid  as  it  is  of  all  the  ufual  arts 
To  warm  your  fancies,  and  to  fteal  your  hearts  : 
No  court-intrigue,   nor  city-cuckoldom, 

No  fong,  no  dance,  no  mufec but  a  drum—  — 

No  fmutty  thought  in  doubtful  phrafe  cxpreft, 
And,  gentlemen,    if ' fo,  pray  where 's  the  j eft  ? 
When  we  would  raife your  mirth,  you  hardly  knovt 
Whether,  in  ftricinefs,  you  /hould  laugh  or  no  ; 
But  turn  upon  the  ladies  in  the  pit, 
And  if  they  redden,  you  are  fur  e  'tis  wit* 

Protett  him  then,  ye  fair  ones  ;  for  the  fair 
Of  all  conditions  are  his  equal  care. 
He  draws  a  widow,  who,   of  blamelefs  carriage , 
True  to  her  jointure,  bates  afecond  marriage  ; 
And,  to  improve  a  virtuous  wife's  delights, 
Out  of  one  man  contrives  two  wedding  nights  ; 
Nay,  to  oblige  the  f ex  in  ev'ry  ftate, 
A  nymph  cffive-and-forty  finds  her  mate. 

Too  long  has  marriage,  in  this  taftelefs  agtt 
With  ill-bred  rallery  fupp  ly'd  the  ft  age  : 
No  little  fcribbler  is  ofwitfo  bare, 
But  has  his  fling  at  the  poor  wedded  pair* 
Our  author  deals  not  in  conceits  fo  ftale  : 
For  jhould  th'  examplet  of  his  play  prevail, 
No  man  need  blujh,  though  true  to  marriage -vomits, 
Nor  be  ajeft,  though  he  Jhould  love  his  jpouft. 
Thus  has  he  done  you  Britijh  conjo,-ts  right, 
Whofe  hujbands,  Jhould  they  pry  like  mine  to-night t 
Would  never  find  you  in  your  condutt  Jlipping, 
Though  they  turn  d  conjurers  to  take  you 
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Q/ArC  E  plays  are  but  a.  kind  of  pnblick  fiafts , 
^   Where  tickets  only  make  the  welcome  guejh  ; 
Methin/ts,  inftead  of  grace,  -we  Jhould  prepare, 
Your  tajtes  in  Prologue,  with  your  bill  of  fare. 
When  you  foreknow  each  courfe,  tho'  this  may  teaze  yottt 
'T  is.  five  to  one,   but  one  o'  tb'  Jive  may  pleafe you. 
Firjt,  for  you  criticks,  wive  your  darling  chear,  ^ 

Faults  without  number,  more  than  fen fe  can  bear.  V 

You're  certain  to  be  pleas' d  where  errors  are.  j 

From  your  dijpleafure,  I  dare  vouch  we're  fafe  ; 
You  never  frown,  but  where  your  neighbours  laugh. 
Arcw,  you  that  never  know  what  fpleen  or  hate  is,  -* 

Who  for  an  a3  or  two,  are  welcome  gratis,  L 

7  hat  tip  the  wink,  and  fo  fneak  out  with  nurtquam  fatis  ;  j 
For  your  fmart  tc.jles  we've  tofs'd you  up  &fop, 
llre  hope  the  neweft  that' s  of  late  come  up  ; 
The  fool,  beau,  wit,  and  rake,  fo  mixt  he  carries, 
He  Jee?ns  # ragou,  piping  hot  from  Paris, 
But  for  the  foftcr  Jcx,  whom  mojl  we'd  move, 
We've  vjhat  the  fair  and  chajle  were  form' d  for,  love. 
An  artlejs  pajfion,  fraught  with  hopes  and  fears,  O 

•And  neartji  happy,   when  it  mojl  def pairs.  >• 

For  majks,  we've  J'candal,   and  for •_  beans,   French  airs,  j 
To  pleafe  all  tajtes,   we'll  do  the  beft  we  can  ; 
For  the  galleries,  we've  Dicky  and  Will  Penkethman. 
Now,  firs,  you're  welcome,  and  you  know  your  farf ;         "7 
But  pray,  in  charity,  the  founder  f pare, 
Left  you  dejlroy  at  once,  thefoet  and  the  player. 
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L  0  F  E  makes  a  MAN; 

OR,    THE 

F  O  P  V    FORTUNE. 

ACT     I.     S  C  E  N  E,  an  Hall. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Charino.- 

Aut.  TT7ITHOUT   compliment,    my  old  friend,   r 
VV     fliall  think  myfdf  much  honour'd  in   you 
alliance;   our  families   are   both   ancient,  our  children 
young,  and  able  to  fupport  'em  ;    and,  I  think,    the" 
fooner  we  fet  'em  to  work,  the  better. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  oiler  fair  and  nobJy,  and  {hall  find  I 
dare  meet  you  in  the  fame  line  of  honour  ;  and,  I  hope, 
fmce  I  have  but  one  girl  in  the  world,  you  won't  think 
me  a  troublefome  old  fool,  if  I  endeavour  to  bellow  her 
to  her  worth  ;  therefore,  if  you  pleafe,  before  we  (hake 
hands,  a  wcrd  or  two  by  the  bye,  for  I  have  fome  con- 
fiderable  queftions  to  afk  you. 

Ant.   Afk  'era. 

Cba.  Well,  in  the  firfl  place,  you  fay  you  have  two 
fons  ? 

Ant.  Exaclly. 

Cba.  And  you  are  willing  that  one  of 'em  fhall  marry 
my  daughter  ? 

Ant.  Willing. 

Cha.  My  daughter  Angelina  ! 

Ant.   Angelina. 

Cha.  And  you  are  likewife  content  that  the  faid  An~ 
gelina  mall  furvey  'em  both,  and  (with  my  allowance) 
take  to  her  lawful  hufband,  which  of  'em  me  pleafes  ? 

Ant.  Content. 

Cha.  And  you  farther  promife,  that  the  perfon  by  her 
me)  fo  chofcn  (be  it  elder  or  younger)  mall  be 
A  3  your 
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your  fole  heir ;  that  is  to  fay,  fhall  be  in  a  conditional 
poffeffion, -of  at  leaft  three  parts  of  your  cftate.  Yoii 
know  the  conditions,  and  this  you  pofitively  pjpmife  .' 

Ant,  To  perform. 

Cha.  Why  then,  as  the  laft  token  of  my  full  confcnt 
and  approbation,  I  give  you  my  hand. 

Ant.  There's  mine. 

C':c..   Is'i  a.  •;  atch  r 
./.  A  match. 

Cba.  Done. 

Ant.   Dene. 

Cha.  And  done  ! that's  enough. — —Curios,  the 

elder,  you  fay  is  a  great  fcholar,  fpenas  his  whole  life  in 
the  innverfity,  and  loves  his  ftudy. 

Ant.  Nothing  more,  fir. 

Cha.  But  Clodio,  the  younger,  has  feen  the  world, 
and  is  very  well  known  in  the  court  of  France ;  a  fprightly 
fellow,  ha  ? 

Ant.  Mettle  to  the  back,   fir. 

Cha.  Well !  how  far  either  of  'em  may  go  with  my 
daughter,  I  can't  tell ;  fhe'll  be  eafily  pleas'd  where  I 

arn 1  have  given  her  fome  documents  already.  Hark  ! 

what  noife  without? 

Ant.  Odfo  !  'tis   they they're  come 1  have 

expected  'em  thefe  two  hours.  Well,  firrah,  who's 
•without  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv*  'Tis  Sancbo,  fir,  with  a  waggon-Toad  of  my 
matter's  books. 

Cba.  What,  does  he  always  travel  with  his  whole  fludy? 

Ant.  Never  without  them,  fir,  'tis  his  humour. 
Enter  Sancho,  laden  with  books. 

San.  Pedro,  unload  part  of  the  library ;  bid  the  porter 
©pen  the  great  gates,  and  make  room  for  t'other  dozen 
of  carts  ;  I'll  be  with  you  prefently. 

Ant.  Ha !  Sancho  !  where's  my  Carles  !  fpeak,  boy, 
where  didlt  thou  leave  thy  mafter  ? 

5V?;z.  Jogging  on,  fir,  in  the  highway  to  knowledge, 
both  hands  employ'd,  in  his  book,  and  his  bridle,  fir ; 
but  he  has  fent  his  duty  before  him  in  this  letter,  fir. 

Ant.  What  have  we  here,  pethcoks  and  andirons  ? 
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Sa».  Pothooks  !  O  !  dear  fir  ! 1  beg  your  pardon 

——No,  fir,  this  is  Arabick,  'tis  to  the  Lord  Abbot,  con 
cerning  the  tranflation,  fir,  of  human  bodies a  new 

way  of  getting  out  of  the  world.     There's  a  terrible 
wife  man  *  has  .;  ritten  a  very  fmart  book  of  it. 

C.ha.  Pray,  fi  .end,  what  will  that  fame  book  teach  a 
man  ? 

San.  Teach  you,  fir  !  why,  to  play  a  trump  upon  death^ 
and  mew  yourL  ;f  a  match  for  the  devil. 
Cfja.  Strange  1 

San.  Here,  hr,  this  is  your  letter.  [2VAt»t. 

Cba.  Pray,  fir,  what  fort  of  life  may  your  mailer  lead  ? 
San.  Life  fir !  no  prince  fares  like  him  ;  he  breaks  his 
faft  with.  Arijiatle,    dines  with  Fully,   drinks  at  Helictn* 
fops  with  Seneca  ;  then  walks  a  turn  or  two  in  the  milky 
way,  and  after  fix  hours  conference  with  the  ftars,  fleeps 
with  old  Err  a  Pater. 
Cba.  Wonderful  ! 

Ant.  So,  Carlos  will   be  here  prefenfly  -     •     Here,, 
take  the  knave  in,  and  let  him  eat. 

San.   And  drink  too,  fir, and   pray  fee  your 

mafter's  chamber  ready.  [Ktueking  again. 

Well,  fir,  who's  at  the  gate  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Strv.  Mcnjjeur,  fir,  from  my  young  mailer  Clodio. 

Enter  Monfieur. 

.//;// .'Well.  Monfeeur,  what  fays  your  mafter,?  When 
will  he  be  here  ? 

Monf.  Sire,  he  vill  be  here  in  de  lefs  time  dan  von 
quarter  of  de  hour;  he  is  not  quite  tirty  mile  off. 
Ant.  And  what  came  you  before  for  ? 
Monf.  Sire,   me  come  to   provide  de  pulvile,  and  de 
offence  for  his  peruque,  dat  he  may  approuche  to  your 
vorfhipe  vid  de  reverence,  and  de  belle  air. 
Ant.  What !   is  he  unprovided  then  ? 
Monf.  Sire,   he  vas  enrage,  and  did  break  his  bottel 
4 'or anger ie,  becaufe  it  vas  not  defame  dat  is  prepare  for 
Monfeigneur  le  Dauphin. 

Ant.  Well,   -ni,  if  you'll  go  to  the  butler>  he'll—— 
Itelp  you  to  fome  oil  for  his  periwig. 
*  Mr.  AfgU. 
A.  4 
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Monf.  Sire,  me  tank  you.  ["Exit  Monfteur, 

Cha.  A  very  notable  fpark  this  Clodio.     Ha  !   what 
trampling  of  horfes  is  that  without  ? 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser*v.  Sir,  my  young  mailers  are  both  come. 

Ant.  That's  well !  no\v,  fir,  now  !  now  obferve  their 
feveral  difpolitions. 

Enter  Carlos. 

Car.  My  father  !   Sir,   your  bleffing. 

Ant.  Thou  haft  it,  Carlos  ;  and  now  pray  know  this 
gentleman  ;  Charino,  fir,  my  old  friend,  and  one  in 
whom  you  may  have  a  particular  intereft. 

Car.  I'll  ftudy  to  deferve  his  love,  fir. 

Cha.  Sir,  as  for  that  matter,  you  need  not  ftudy  at  all. 

\Tbty  falute. 
Enter  Clodio. 

C!o.  Hey  !  La  Vallfre  !  bid  the  groom  take  care  our 
hunters  be  well  rubb'd  and  cloath'd ;  they're  hot,  and 
ont-ftript  the  wind. 

Cba.  Ay,  marry  fir,  there's  mettle  in  this  young  fel 
low. 

Clo.  Where's  my  father  ? 

Ant.  Ha,  my  dear  Clody,  thou'rt  welcome !  *  let  me 
«  kifs  thee.' 

Clo.  '  Sir, you  kifs  pleafingly— — —  I  love  to  kifs 

'a  man  ;  in  Paris  \ve  kifs  nothing  elfe.'  Sir,  being  my 
father's  friend,  I  am  your  moft  obliged,  faithful,  humblft 
fervant.  [To  Cha. 

Cha.  S,ir, 1 — I — I  like  you.  [Eagerly, 

Cio.  Thy  hand -kifi I'm  your  friend. 

Cba.  Faith,  thou  art  a  pretty  humour'd  fellow. 

Clo.  Who's  that  ?  Pray,  fir,  who's  that? 

Ant.  Your  brother,   Clody. 

Clo.  Odlo  !  I  beg  his  pardon  with  all  my  heart--  • 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  a  bookrworm  ? 

Brother,  how  is't  ?  [Carelefi\. 

Car.  I'm  glad  you  are  well,  brother.  [Reads. 

Clo.  What,  does  he  draw  his  book  upon  me?  then  I 
will  draw  my  wit  upon  him — Gad,  I'll  puzzle  him--Haxk 
you,  brother,  pray  what's— Latin  for  a  fword-knot  ?. 

Car.  The  Romans  wore  none,  brother. 

CJo. 
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Clo.  No  ornament  upon  their  fwords,  fir  ? 

Gar.  O  yes,  feveral,  conquelt,  peace,  and  honour 
an  old  unfafhionable  wear. 

Clo,  Sir,  no  man  in  France  (I  may  as  well  fay  breath 
ing,  for  not  to  live  there,  is  not  to  breathe)  wears  a  more 
falliionable  fwordthanldo;  he  coft  me  fifteen  lous-d'or's- 
in  Paris There,  fir,— —feel  him, try  him,  fir. 

Car.  I  have  no  flcill,  fir. 

Clo.  No  (kill,  fir!  why,  this  fword  would  make  a  cow-- 

ard  fight aha!  fa!   fa!   ha!   rip ha!  there  I 

had  him.  \_Fencing,- 

Car.  Take  heed,  you'll  cut  my  deaths,  brother. 

Clo.  Cut  'em  !  ha,  ha, •  no,  no,  they  are  cut 

already,   brother,  to  the  grammar-rules  exactly:  Pfha, 
prithee  man  leave  oft"  this  college-air. 

Car.  No,  brother,  1  think  it  wholefome,  the  foil  and 
Situation  pleafant. 

Clo.  A  put,  by  Jupiter  !  he  don't  know  the  air  of  a 

gentleman,  from  the  air  of  the  country  : Sir,  I  mean 

the  air  of  your  cloaths  ;  I  would  have  you  change  your 
taylor,  and  drefs  a  little  more  en  cavalier:  lay  by  your 
book,  and  take  out  your  fnufF-box  j  cock, -and  look- 
fmart,  hah  ! 

Cha.  Faith,  a  pretty  /ellow  ! 

Car.  I  read  no  ufe  in  this  brother;  and  fbr  mycloathv 
the  half  of  what  I  wear  already,  feems  to  me  fuper- 
fiuous  :  what  need  I  outward  ornaments,  when  I  can  deck 
myfelf  with  underftanding  ?  Why'lhould  we  care  for  any 
thing,  but  knowledge  ?  or  look  upon  the  follies  of 
mankind,  but  to  condemn  or  pity  thofe  that  feek  'em  ? 

\Reads  again. 

Clo.  Stark  mad  !  fplit  me.  ' 

Cha.   Pfha,  this  fellow  will  never  do he'as 

no  foul  in  him. 

Clo.  Hark  you,  brother,  what  do  you  think  of  a  pret 
ty  plump  wench  now  ? 

Car.  I  feldom    think  that  way;  women  are  book -I- 
have  not  read  yet. 

Clo.  Gad,  I  could  fet  you  a  fweet  leffon,  brother. 

Car.  I  am  as  well  here,  fir.  \X**4k- 

Cha,  Good  for  no  earthly  thing;  a  ftock-j  ah,  that 
Clo<iy!-  A  5  £ftt(r 
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Enter  Monfieur. 

Mo  ft/.  Sire,  here  be  de  feveral  forte  of  de  jaffimiuc 
d'orangerie  vidout,  if  you  pleafe  to  mak  your  fhoice. 

Clo.  Mum,  fir!  I  muft  beg  pardon  for  a  moment  ;  a 
moft  important  bufmefs  calls  me  afide,  which  Iwill'dif- 
patch  with  all  imaginable  celerity,  and  return  to  the  re 
petition  of  my  defire  to  continue,  fir,  your  moft  oblig'd 
and  faithful  humble  fervant.  [Exit  Clody  bowing. 

Cba.  Faith,  he's  a  pretty  fellow. 
Ant.  Now,  fir,  if  you   pleafe,  fince  we  have  got  the 
other  alone,  we'll  put  the  matter  a  little  clofer  to  him. 

Cba.  'Tis  to  little  purpofe,  I  am  afraid  :  but  ufe  your 
pleafure,  fir. 

Car.  Plato  differs  from  Socrates  in  this.       [To  hhnfelf. 
dnt.  Come,   come,   prithee  Carlos,    lay  'em  by,    let 
'cm  agree  at  leifure.  What,  no  hour  cf  interruption  r 

Car.  Man's  life,  fir,  being  fo  fhort,  and  then  the  wa\ 
that  leads  us  to  the  knowledge  of  ourfclves,  fo  hard  and 
tedious,  each  minute  mould  be  precious. 

.  Ay,  but  to  thrive  in  this  world,  Car/cs,  you  mufl 
part  a  little  with  this  bookifh  contemplation,  and  prepare 
ycurfelf  for  adlion.  If  you  will  ftudy,  let  it  be  to  know 
what  part  of  my  land's  fit  for  the  plough  ^what  for  pp.fture*; 
to  buy  and  fell  my  ftock  to  the  beft  advantage,  and  cure 
my  cattle  when  they  are  over-grown  with  labour.  This 
now  won'd  turn  to  fome  account. 

Car.  This,  fir,  may  be  done  from  what  I've  read  :  for 
what  concerns  tillage,  who  can  better  deliver  it  than 
•?il'm  his  Georgics  ?  And,  for  the  cure  of  herds,  hi? 
E'ucolifi  are  a  maitcr-piece  ;  but  when  his  art  defcribrs 
the  common-wealth  of  beei,  their  indufiry,  there  more 
than  human  knowledge  of  the  herbs  from  whicl. 
father  honey,  their  laws,  their  governm? nt  among t; 

cs,  their  order  in  gouig  forth,  {ind.cominff  laden  hoiiv,», 
their  ftrift  obedience  to  their  king,  his  jull  : 

.ibcur,  iiis  pur.iihment   inili-licd  only  on  the  iVtKful 
•ic  ;  I'm  laviih'd  with  it,   then  rs-ap  iadetd  my  h:;.r- 
.  receive  the  grain  my  cattle  bring  rue. 
:  honey. 

Mevdn\  !  G&ryti! y&ABIue-Jiieks*  and2?cv.'  • 
•  •    .     • 
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Cha.  Raving,  raving  ! 

Car.  No,  f:r,  the  knowledge  of  this  guards  me  from  it. 

Ant.  But  can  you  find,  among  all  your  raufty  manu- 
fcripts,  what  pleafure  he  enjoys  that  lies  in  the  arms  of 
a  young,  rich,  well-fhap'd,  healthy  bride  ?  anfwer  me- 
that,  ha,  fir  !- 

Car.  'Tis  frequent,  fir,  in  ftory;  there  I  read  of  all 
kinds  of  virtuous,  and  of  vicious  women;  the  ancient 
Spartan  dames,  the  Roman  ladies,  their  beauties,  their  de 
formities  ;  and  when  I  light  upon  a  Portia,  or  a  Cornelia^ 
crown' d  with  ever-blooming  truth  and  virtue,  with  fuch 
a  feeling  I  perufe  their  fortunes,  as  if  I  then  hadliv'd,  and 
rafted  of  their  lawful  envy'd  love:  but  when  I  meet  & 
•V,y/;.vi,  tir'd  and  unfated  in  her  foul  defires  ;  a  Chtc>;:~ 
xejtra,  bathAl  in  iier  huiband's  blood  ;  an  imp:ons  fttMiet 
v,  hirling  her  chariot  o'er  her  father's  breathlefs  body,  hor 
ror  invades  my  faculties  ;  comparing  then  the  numerous 
guilty,  with  the  eafy  count  of  thofe  that  die  in  innocence, 
I  deteil  and  loath  'em  as  ignorance,  or  atheifm. 

Ant.  And  you  do  rcfolve  then  not  to  make  payment 
ef  the  debt  you  owe  me  ? 

Car.  What  debt,  good  fir  ? 

Ant.  Why,  the  debt  I  paid  my  father,  when  I  got 
you,  fir,  and  made  him  a  grandfire ;  which  I  expect 
from  you.  1  won't  have  my  name  die. 

Car.  Nor  would  I;  my  labour'd  ftudies,  fir,  may 
prove  in  time  a  living  iffue. 

Ant.  Very  well,  fir ;  and  fo  I  (hall  have  a  gener.il 
collection  of  all  the  tjuiddits  from  Admn  'till  this  tinu-, 
to  be  my  grand-child  ! 

Car.  I'll  take  my   beft  care,   fir,  that  what   I  leave 
may'not  lhame  the  family. 
•Ck;c.  A  fad  fellow  this  !  This  is  a  very  fad  fellow.  [.4* . 

J$nt.  Nor  you  won't  take  care  of  my  ellate  ? 

Car.  But   in  my  wiilies,  fir  :     >  on- 

which  my  fcul  is  mounted,  have  long  ilnce  hoviu  . 
prids  too  high  to  ftoop  to  any  prey  that  foarr,   r>ot  up 
ward?  ;   fordid  and  dunghill   minds,  ccmpO'Ai- ot '  cartti, 
fix  in  that  grofs  element  their  l^ippinefs ;   • 
pure  fpirits,  fliaking  that  clog  of  hum. 
come  refin'd,  and  free  :;.  I      -  ftir. 
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Ant.  So  in  fhort  you  wou'd  not  marry  an  emprefs  f 
Car.  Give  me  leave  to  enjoy  myfelf ;  the  clofet  that  con 
tains  my  chofen  books,  to  me's  a  glorious  court;  my  ve 
nerable  companions  there,  theoldfages  andphilofophers, 
fometimes  the  greateft  kings  and  heroes,  whofe  counfels 
I  have  leave  to  weigh,  and  call  their  victories,  if  unjuftly 
got,  unto  a  ftricl:  account,  and  in  my  fancy  dare  deface 
their  ill-plac'd  ftatues.  Can  I  then  part  with  folid  con- 
ftantpleafures,  toclafp  uncertain  vanities  ?  No,  fir,  be  it 
your  care  to  fwell  your  heap  of  wealth,  marry  my  brother, 
and  let  him  get  you  bodies  of  your  name;  I  rather  wou'd 
inform  it  with  a  foul. — I  tire  you,  fir — your  pardon,  and 
your  leave. — Lights  there  for  my  ftudy.  [Exit  Carlos. 
Ant.  Was  ever  man  thus  transported  from  the  common 
fenfe  of  his  own  happinefs  ?  A  ftupid  wife  rogue,  Icou'd 
beat  him.  Now,  if  it  were  not  for  my  hopes  in  young 
Chit},  I  might  fairly  conclude  my  name  were  at  a  period. 
Cba.  Ay,  ay,  he's  the  match  for  my  money,  and  my 
girl's  too,  I  warrant  her.  What  fay  you,  fir,  mall  we  tell 
'eon  a  piece  of  our  mind,  and  turn  'em  together  inltantly  ? 
Ant.  This  minute,  fir,  and  here  comes  my  young 
rogue  in  the  very  nick  of  his  fortune. 

Enter  Clodio. 
Ant.   Clotty,  a  word  \ 

Clo.  To  the  wife  is  enough  :  your  pleafure,  fir  ? 
Ant,  In  the  mean  time,  fir,  if  you  pleafe  to  fend  your 
daughter  notice  of  our  intended  vifit.  [To  Cha. 

Cba.  I'lldo't — hark  you  fiiend.    \lVkifpers  afervant. 

Enter  Sancho  behind. 

San.  I   doubt  my  mailer  has  found  but   rough  wel 
come  !   He's    gone   fupperlefs   into  his   ftudy ;  I'd    fain 

know  the  reatou It  may  be  feme  body  has  borrow'd 

one  of  his  books,  or  fo 1  muft  find  it  out. 

[SfanJs  af.Je. 

Clo.  Sir,  you  could  not  have  ftarted  any  thing  more 
agreeable  to  my  inclination  ;  and  for  the  young  lady's  fir, 
if  this  old  gentleman  will  pleafe  to  give  me  a  fight  of  her, 
yon  fhal!  fee  me  whip  into  hers,  in  the  cutting  of  a  caper. 
Cha.  Well !  purfue,  and  conquer  ;  tho'  let  me  tell  you, 
4ii ,  n;y  girl  has  wit,  and  will  give  you  as  gcod  as  you 
Ihe  has  a  {mart  way,  fir. 

CJk 
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Glo.  Sir,  I  will  be  as  fmart  as  me ;  I  have  my  mare 
of  courage  ;  I  fear  no  woman  alive,  fir,  having  always 
found,  that  love  and  afi'urance  ought  to  be  asinfeparable 
companions,  as  a  beau  and  a  fnuff-box,  or  a  curate  and 
a  tobacco-ftopper. 

Cba.  Faith  thou  are  a  pleafant  rogue  ;  I'gad  me  muft 
like  thee. 

Clo.  I  know  how  to  tickle  the  ladies, .fir In  Parts 

I  had  conftantly  two  challenges  every  morning  came  up 
with  my  chocolate,  only  for  being  pleafant  company 
the  night  before  with  the  firft  ladies  of  quality. 

Cba.  Ah,  filly  envious  rogues!  Prithee,  what  do  you 
do  to  their  ladies  ? 

San.  Pofitively,  nothing.  \_Ajide. 

Clo.  Why,  the  truth  is,  I  did  make  the  jades  drink  a 
little  too  fmartly  ;  for  which,  the  poor  dogs  the  princes 
cou'd  not  endure  me. 

Cba.  Why,  haft  thou  really  convers'd  with  the  royal 
family  ? 

Clo.  Convers'd  with  'em!  Ay,  rot 'em,  ay  !  ay! — 
you  muft  know  fome  of  'em  came  with  me  half  a  day's 
journey,  to  fee  me  a  little  on  my  way  hither:  but  I'gad 
I  fent  young  Louis  back  again  to  Mar/i.  as  drunk  as  a 
tinker,  by  Jove .'  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  I  can't  but  laugh  to  think 
how  old  Monarchy  growl'd  at  him  next  morning. 

Cha.  Gad-a-mercy,  boy  !  well !  and  I  warrant  thou: 
wert  as  intimate  with  their  ladies  too! 

San.  Juft  alike,  I  dare  anfwer  for  him.  \Afide. 

Clo,  Why,  you  fliall  judge  now,   you  mall  judge 

Let  me  fee  !  there  was,  I  and  McnjSeur no  !  no  !  no ! 

Monjieur  did  not  fup  with  us. There  was  I  and  Prince 

Grandmont,  Duke  de  Bcngrace,  Dake  de  Eellegrade  • 
(J)e/legrade——ye$ — yes,  Jack  was  there!)  Count  dt 
I'JEfprit,  Marefcbal  Bombard,  and  that  pleafant  dog  the 
Prince  de  Hautcnbas,  We  fix  now  were  all  at  fupper, 
all  in  good  humour,  Champaign  was  the  word,  and 
wit  flew  about  the  room,  like  a  pack  of  lofmg  cards 
•——Now,  fir,  in  Madams  adjacent  lodgings,  there 
happen'd  to  be  the  felf-fame  number  of  ladies,  after 
the  fatigue  of  a  ballat,  diverting  themfelves  with  Ra- 
tijia,  and  the  fplcen-j  ib  dull,  they  were  not  able  to 

talk, 
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talk,  tho'  it  were  fcandaloufly  even  of  their  belt  friends  r 
fb,  fir,  after  a  profound  filence  at  laft  one  of  'em  gap'd 
-  O  gad  !  fays  {he,  would  that  pleafant  dog  Clcdy 
were  here  to  badiner  a  little.  -  Hey,  fays  a  fecond, 
.  and  ftretch'd..  Ah  !  Men  Dieu  !  fays  a  third  -  and 
wak'd.  -  Cou'd  not  one  find  him,  fays  a  fourth  '  -  • 
and  leer'd.  —  •  —  O  !  burn  him,  fays  a  fifth,  I  faw  him  go 
out  with  the  nafty  rakes  of  the  Blood  again  -  in  a 
pet.  Did  you  fo,  fays  afixth-  Par  die  !  we'll  fpoil 
that  gang  prefcntly  —  in  a  pallion.  Whereupon,  fir,  in 
two  minutes,  I  receiv'd  a  billet  in  four  words-  -  Cbien 
xous  <vous  demsndons  :  fufcrib'd,  Grandmont,  Bongracer 
Bellcgraa'e,  V  Efprit,  Bombard,  Hautenbo.s. 

Cha.  Why,  thefe  are  the  very  names  of  the-  princes' 
you  fupp'd  with. 

Clo.  Every  foul  of  'em  the  individual  wife  or  filler  o£ 
every  man  in  the  company  !  fplit  me  !  Ha!  ha  ! 

Cba.  And^Kt.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

SaK,  Did  ever  two  old  gudgeons  fwallovv  fo  greedily? 


Ant.  W^ll  !  and  didll  thou  make  anight  on't,  boy  } 

Clo.  Yes,  I'gad,  and  morning  too,  fir;  for  about  eight 
e'clock  the  next  day,  flap  they  all  fous'd  upon  their 
knees,  kifs'd  round,  burnt  their  commodes,  drr.nk  ray 
health,  broke  their  glafies,  and  fo  parted. 

Ant.  Gad-a-mercy  Clody  !  nay,  'twas  always  a  wild 
young  rogue  : 

Cha.  1  like  him  the  better  fort  -  he's  a  pleafanf 
ene,  I'm  fure. 

Ant.  WelJ,  the  rogue  gives  a  rare  account  of  his 
travels. 

Clo.  I'gadr  fir,  1  have  a  cure  for  the  fpleen  ;  a  ha  !  I- 
know  how  to  riggle  myfelf  into  a  lady's  favour  -  give 
Me  leave  when  you  pleafe,  fir.. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  ihall  have  it  this  moment  —  faith,  I  like- 
him  —  vou  remember  the  conditions,  lir  ;  three  pr.rts  ut 
your  eihite  to  him  and  his  heirs. 

Ant.  Sir,  he  c'eferves  it  all  ;  'tis  not  a  tr.ifle  (hall  part 
'em  :  you  fee  Carles  has  given  over  the  world  ;  I'll 
undertake  to  buy  his  birth  right  fur  a  llidf  of  new 
books. 
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Cha.  Ay  !  ay  !  get  you  the  writings  ready  with  your 
other  fon's  hand  to  'em  ;  for  unlefs  he  figns,  the  con 
veyance  is  of  no  validity. 

Ant.  I  know  it,  fir, — they  mall  be  ready  with  his 
hand  in  two  hours. 

Cba.  Why  then  come  alcng,  my  lad,  and  now  I'll 
fhew  thee  to  my  daughter. 

Clo.  I  dare  be  {hewn,  fir, — Allans!  Hey,  Sui'vons 
'?  Amour.  [S/VjjJ.]  [Exeunt. 

Sun.  How !  my  poor  mailer  to  be  difinhcritcd,  for 
Monjtetir  !  Sa  !  fa  !  there  ;  and  I  a  looker-on  too  !  If  we 
ka\  e  ftudy'd  our  jnajcrs  and  our  minors,  antecedents,  and 
confequents,  to  be  concluded  coxcombs  at  lait,  we  have 
made  a  fair  hand  on't ;  I  am  glad  I  knew  of  this  roguery, 
however ;  I'll  take  care  my  matter's  uncle,  old  Don  Lenvftt 
fhall  hear  of  it  ;  for  tho'  he  can  hardly  read  a  proclama 
tion,  yet  he  dotes  upon  his  learning  ;  and  if  he  be  that 
old  rough  teily  blade  he  us'd  to  be,  we  may  chance  tp» 

have  a  rubbers  with  'em  firft Here  he  comes,  frcfeSJo. 

Enter  Don  Lewis. 

D.  Levj.  Sancbo  !  Where's  my  boy  Carles  ?  what, 
is  he  at  it  ?  Is  he  at  it  ? — Deep — deep,  I  warrant  him— 

Sane  bo!  a  little  peep  now one  peep  at  him  thro'  the 

key-hole — I  mull  have  a  peep. 

San.   Have  a  care,  fir,  he's  upon  a  magical  point.. 

D.  Lew.  What,  has  he  loll  any  thing  ? 

San.  Yes,  fir,  he  has  loft  with  a  vengeance. 

D./-tzr.But  what,  what,  what,  what,  urrah  !  What  is't  ? 

iSV,'/;.    Why,  his  birth-right,  fir,  he  is  di — di — <li< 

ilifinherited.  [fobbing? 

D.  Le-i'j.  Ha!  how!  when!  what!  where!  who  ! 
\vh  u  deft  thou  mean  ? 

St;n.  His  brother,  fir,  is  to  marry  Angelina,  the  great 
heireis,  to  enjoy  three  parts  of  his  father's  eftare  ;  r.nd 
my  m after  is  to  have  a  whole  acre  of  new  books,  for  let 
ting  his  hand  to  the  conveyance. 

D.  Levj.  This  mult  be  a  lye,  fin  ah,  I  will  have  it 
a  lye. 

Se.n.  With  all  my  heart,  fir ;  but  here  comes  my  old 
mailer,  and  the  pick-pocket  the  lawyer  ;  they'll  tell  you 
tr.oiv. 

2  Enter 
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Enter  Antonio  and  a  Lawyer. 

Ant.  Here,  iir,  this  paper  has  your  full  inflections ;, 
pray  be  fpeedy,  fir;  I  don't  know  but  we  ma^  couple. 
Jem  to-morrow;  be  fure  you  make  it  firm. 

Law.  Do  you  fecure  his  hand,  fir,  I  defy  the  law  to 
give  him  his  title  again.  [Exit. 

San.  What  think  you  now,  fir  ? 

D.  Lew.  Why,    now  methinks  I'm   pleas'd this 

is  right I'm  pleas'd muft  cut  that  Lawyer's. 

throat tho' muft  bone  him .ay!  I'll  have  him 

bon'd- and  potted. 

Ant.  Brother,  howis't? 

D.  Lew.  O  mighty  well-  -  •       mighty  well-———* 

let's  feel  yourpulfe feverifh. 

[Looks  earneftly  in  Antonio's  face,  and  after  font- 
pauje,  vfbiJfUt  a  piece  of  a.  tune. 

Ant.  You  are  merry,   brother. 

D.  Lew.  It's  a  lye. 

Ant.  How,  brother? 

D.  Leiv.-  A  damn'd  lye — I  am  not  merry.     [Smiling, 

A«t.  What  are  you  then  ? 

D.  Lew.  Very  angry.  [Laughing* 

Ant.  Hi!  hi!  hi!  at  what,  brother  ?  [Mimicking  him. 

D.  Lew.  Why,  at  a  very  wife  fettlement  I  have  made 
lately. 

Ant.  What  fettlement,  good  brother :  I  find  he  has 
heard  of  it.  [Ajjde . 

D.  Lew.  What  do  you  think  I  have  done  ? 1 

have this  deep  head  of  mine  has difniherited  my 

elder  fon,  becaufe  his  underftanding's  an  honour  to  my 
family ;  and  given  it  all  to  my  younger,  becaufe  he's  a 
puppy !  a  puppy ! 

Ant.  Come,  I  guefs  at  your  meaning,  brother. 

D.  Lew.  Do  you  fo,  fir  ?  Why  then  I  muft  tell  you  flat 
and  plain,  my  boy  Carlos  muft  and  mall  inherit  it. 

Ant.  I  fay  no,  unlefs  C 'arias  had  a  foul  to  value  his 
fortune:  what !  he  fhculd  manage  eight  thoufand  crowns 
a  year  out  of  the  Metaffyficls  !  Ajlrsnomy  fhould  look  to 
my  vineyards  !  Horace  Ihould  buy  off  my  w-ines !  T'ra- 
gtdy  fhould  kill  my  mutton  !  Hiftory  fhowld  cut  down 
ray  hay  !  Homer  ihould  get  in  my  corn  !  Titjre  tu  Pa- 
tula 
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tul<t  look  to  my  fheep !   and  Geometry  bring  my  harveil 
home !  Hark  you,  brother,  do  you  know  what  learning  is  ? 

D.Z^-Tv.  What  if  I  don't,  fir,  I  believe  it's  a  fine 
thing,  and  that's  enough — Tho'  I  can  fpeak  no  Greek*, 
I  love  and  honour  the  found  of  it,  and  Carlos  fpeaks  it 
loftily;  J'gad,  he  thunders  it  out,  fir;  and  let  me  tell 
you,  fir,  if  you  had  ever  the  grace  to  have  heard  but  fix, 
lines  of  Hejiod,  or  Homer,  or  Iliad.'  or  any  of  the  Greek 
poets,  ods  heart !  it  would  have  made  your  hair  ftand  an» 
-end  ;  fir,  he  has  read  fuch  things  in  my  hearing — • 

Ant.  But  did  you  underftand  'em,  brother? 

D.  Lew.  I  tell  you,,  no.  What  does  that  fignify  r  the 
very  found's  afufficient  comfort  to  an  honeft  man. 

Ant.  Fy  !  fy !  I  wonder  you  talk  fo,  you  that  are  old,, 
and  mould  underftand. 

D.  Lew.  Should,  fir!  Yes,  and  do,  fir:  fir,  I'd  have 
you  to  know,  I  have  iludy'd,  I  have  run  over  hiftory, 
poetry,  philofophy. 

Ant.  Yes,  like  a  cat  over  a  harpfichord,  rare  mttfick—- 
You  have  read  catalogues,  1  believe.  Come,  come, 
brother,  my  younger  boy  is  a  fine  gentleman. 

D.  Lew.  A  fad  dog I'll  buy  a  prettier  fellow  in  a 

pennyworth  of  ginger- bread. 

Ant.  What  I  propofe,  T'i^do,  fir,  fay  you  your  plea- 

fu;e Here  comes  one  I' muft  talk  with Well, 

brother,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Charino. 

Cba.  O !  to  our  wifhes,  fir ;  C/Q^'S  a  right  bait  for 
a  girl,  fir;  a  budding  fprightly  fellow  :  Hit's  a  little  (hy 
at  lirft;  but  I  gave  him  his  cue,  and  the  rogue  does  fo 
whifk,  and  frifk,  and  fing,  and  dance  her  about :  odfbud  ! 
he  plays  like  a  greyhound.  Noble  Don  Lewis,  I  am  your 
humble  fervant :  come,  what  fay  you  ?  Shall  I  prevail  with 
you  to  fettle  fome  part  of  your  eftate  upon  young  Clody  ? 

D.  Lew.  Chdy.t 

Cba.   Ay,  your  nephew,   Clotty.. 

D.  Lew.  Settle  upon  him  1 

Cba.   Ay. 

D.  Lew.  Why,  look  you,  I  han't  much  land  to  fpare;. 

but  I  have  an  admirable  horfe-pond I'll  fettle  that 

upon  him,  if  you  will, 

Ant, 
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Ant.  Come,  let  him  have  his  way,  fir,  he's  old  an 
ty;  my  eftr.te's  fufficient.  How  does  your  daughter,    fir? 

Cha.  Ripe,  and  ready,  fir,  like  a  blufhing  rofe,  Ihe 
only  waits  for  the  pulling. 

Ant.  Why  then,  let  to-morrow  be  the  day. 

Cha.  With  all  my  heart ;  get  you  the  writings  ready, 
my  girl  fhall  be  here  in  the  morning. 

D.  Lew.  Hark  you,  fir,  do  you  fuppofe  my  Carlos- 
fhall 

Cha.  Sir,  I  fuppofe  nothing  ;  what  I'll  do,  I'lljuftify; 
what  your  brother  does,  let  him  anfwer. 

Art.  That  I  have  already,  fir,  and  fo  good-morrow  to 
your  patience,  brother.  [Exeunt. 

D.  Lew.   Sancho! 

San.   Sir. 

D.  Lew.  Fetch  me  fome  gun-powder — quick — quick. 

San.   Sir. 

D.  Lew.  Some  gun-powder,  I  fay, a  barrel 

qaickly — and,  d'ye  hear,  three  penny-worth  of  rat/bane  T 
——Hey!  ay,  I'll  blow  up  one,  and  poifon  the  other. 

Zan.  Come,  fir,  I  fee  what  you  would  be  at,  and  if 
you  dare  take  my  advice,  (I  don't  want  wit  at  a  pinch, 
fir)  e'en  let  me  try,  if  I  can  fire  my  matter  enough  with 
the  praifes  of  the  young  lady,  to  make  him  rival  hjs  bro 
ther;  that  would  blow  'em  up  indeed,  fir. 

D.  Lew.  Pflia  ?  impoffible,  he  never  fpoke  fix  words 
to  any  woman  in  his  life,  but  his  bed-maker. 

San.  So  much  the  better,  fir ;  therefore,  if  he  fpeaks 
at  all,  its  the  more  likely  to  be  out  of  the  road — Hark, 
he  rings 1  rnuilwait  upon  him.  [Exit. 

D.  {tew.  Thefe  damn'd  old  rogues ! — I  can't  look  my 
poor  boy  in  the  face:  but  come,  Carlos,  let  'em  go  on,, 
thou.  fhalt  not  want  money  to  buy  thee  books  yet  - 
That  old  fool  thy  father,  and  his  young  puppy,  fhall  not 
fhare  a  groat  of  mine  between  'em  !  Nay,  to  plague  'em,  I 
could  find  in  my  heart  to  fall  fick  in  a  pet,  give  thee  my 
eitate  in  a  paffion,  and  leave  the  world  in  a  fury.  [Exit* 
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A     C    T    II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sancho. 

Ant.  QIR,  he  fh.ill  have  what's  fit  for  him. 

ij   San.  No  inheritance,  fir?. 

Ant.  Enough  to  give  him  books,  and  a  moderate  main- 
tainance:  that's  as  much  as  he  cares  for;  you  talk  like 

a  fool,  a  coxcomb  ;  trouble  him  with  land 

San.   Muit  mailer  Clodio  have  all,  fir? 
Ant.  All,  all;  he  knows  h«\v  to  ufe  it;  he's  a  man 
bred  in  this  world  ;   t'other  in  the  fkies,  his  bufmefs  is 
altogether  above  flairs;   \Eell  ringi\  go,    fee  what  he 
wants. 

San.  A  father,  I  am  fure.  [Exit  Sancho. 

Ant.  "What,  will  none  of  my  rogues  come  near  me 
now?  O!  here  they  are. 

Enter  federal  Servants. 

Well,  nr,  in  the  firit  place,  can  you  procure  me  a  plen 
tiful  dinner  for  about  fifty,  within  two  hours?  Your 
young  mailer  is  to  be  marry 'd  this  morning;  will  that 
ipur  you,  fir  ? 

Cook.  Young  mailer,  fir !  I  wifli  your  honour  had 
given  me  a  little  more  warning. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  have  as  much  as  I  had  ;  I  was  not  fure 
of  it  half  an  hour  ago. 

COCK.  Sir,  I  will  try  what  I  can  do Hey!  Pedro  ! 

Gufman!   Come,   ftir,   ho!  [Exit  Cook. 

Ant.  Butler,  open  the  cellar  to  all  good  fellows;  if 
any  man  offers  to  fneak  away  fober,  knock  him  down  \ 
'  Is  the  mnfick  come? 

*  JRut.  They  are  within,  at  break  fail,  fir. 

'  Ant.  That's  well :  here,  let  this  room   be  clean'd. 

' You,  huffy,  fce  the  bride- bed  made;  take  care  no 

*  young  jade  cuts  the  cords  afunder;  and  look  the  meets 

'  be  fine,  and  wcll-fcented — and  d'ye  hear, lay  oa 

'  three  pillows ! awav  !'  '  \Excunt. 

\_A  noife  of  chopping  behind.  Carlos  nJsne  in  bis  find j.~\ 
Car.   What  a  perpetual  noife  theie  people  make  !  my 
head  is  broken  with  feveral  noifes ;  and  in  every  corner; 
I  have  forgot  to  eat  and  fleep,  with  reading; 
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faculties  turn  into  ftudy :  what  a  misfortune  'ti 
nature,   that  the  body  will  not  live  on  that  which  feeas 
the  mind!  How  unprofitable  a  pleafure  is  eating! — Sancbo! 
Enter  Sancha. 

San.   Did  you  call,  fir.'  \Chopping  again  f 

Car.   Pr'ythee,  what  noire  is  this  ? 

San.  The  cooks  are  hard  at  work,  fir,  chopping  herbs, 
and  mincing  meat,  and  breaking  marrow-bones. 

Car.  And  is  thus  at  every  dinner? 

San.  No,  fir  ;  but  we  have  high  doings  to-day. 

Car.  Well,  fet  this  folio  in  its  place  again ;  then  make 

me  a  little  fire,  and  get  a  manchet ;  I'll  dine  alone 

Does  ray  younger  brother  fpeak  any  Greek  yet,  Sancho? 

San.  No,  fir;  but  he  fpits  French  like  a  magpye,  ami 
that's  more  in  falnion. 

Car.  He  fleps  before  me  there ;  I  think  I  read  it  well 
enough  to  underfland  it,  but  when  I  am  to  give  it  utte 
rance,  it  quarrels  with  my  tongue.  \Ch»ppi ng  again. ~\  — 
Again  that  noife !  pr'ythee  tell  me,  Sancho,  are  there 
any  princes  to  dine  here? 

San.  Some  there  are  as  happy  as  princes,  fir, — your 
brother's  marry 'd  to-day. 

Car.  What  of  that!  might  not  fix  dimes  ferve  'em? 
I  never  have  but  one,  and  eat  of  that  but  fparingly. 

San.  Sir,  all  the  country  round  is  invited  ;  not  a  dog 
that  knows  the  houfe,  but  comes  too:  all  open,  fir. 

Car~  Pr'ythee,  who  is  it  my  brother  marries? 

San.  Old  Charino's  daughter,  fir,  the  great  heirefs ; 
»  delicate  creature ;  young,  foft,  fmooth,  fair,  plump*. 
a'ud  ripe  as  a  cherry and  they  fay,  modeft.  too. 

Car.  That's  ftrange ;  pr'ythee  how  does  thefe  modefl 
women  look  ?  I  never  yet  con vers'd.  with  any  but  my  own 
mather;  to  me  they  ever  were  but  ftiadows,  feen  and 
unregarded. 

San.  Ah  !  wou'd  you  faw  this  lady,  fir,  fhe'd  draw 
you  farther  than  your  Archimedes  ;  me  has  a  better  fecret 
than  any's  in  Ariftotle,  if  you  ftudy'd  for  it :  Fgad  you'd 
find  her  the  prettieft  natural  philofopher  to  play  with! 
Car.  Is  fi\e  fo  fine  a  creature  ? 

S.an.  Such  eyes  ;  fuch  looks !  fuch  a  pair  -of  pretty 
plump,  pouting  lips !  fuch  foftnefs  in  her  voice !  fuch' 

muficb 
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jr.r.fick  too.!  and  when  fhc  fmiles.,  fuch  roguifh  dimples 
in  her  cheeks  !  fuch  a  clear  (kin  !  white  neck,  and  a. 
little  lower,  fuch  a.pair  of  round,  hard,  heaving,  what 

xi'ye  call-urns a.h  ! 

Car.   Why,  thou  art  in  love,  Sancho. 
San.  Ay!  fo  would  you  be,  if  you  fa\v  her,  fir. 
Car.  I  don't  think  fo.     What  fettlement  does  my  fa 
ther  make  'em,? 

San.  Only  all  his  dirty  land,  fir,  and  makes  your 
brother  his  fole  heir. 

Car.  Mud  I  have  nothing  ? 

San.  Books  in  abundance ;  leave  to  fludy  your  eyes 
out,  fir. 

Ccr.  I  am  the  elder  born,  and  have  a  title  too, 
Sau.  -No  matter  for  that,  fir,  he'll  have  pofleffion— — 
of  the  lady  too. 

Car.  I  wifli  him  happy  he'll  not  inherit  my  little 
undtSrllanding  tool 

San.  O,  fir,  he's  more  a  gentleman  than  to  do  that 
•  •  Qds  me  !  fir,  iir,  here  comes  the  very  lady,  the 
bride,  your  filter  that  muft  be,  and  her  father. 

Enter  Charino  and  Angelina. 
Stand  clofe,  you'll  both  fee  and  hear,  fir. 

Car.  I  ne'er  faw  any  yet  fo  fair  !   fuch  fweetnefs  in  her 
look  !  fuch  modeily  !  if  we  may  think  the  eye  the  window 
to  the  heart,  fhe  has  a  thoufand  treafur'd  virtues  there. 
San.  So  !  the  book's  gone.  [AJide. 

Cha.  Come,pr'ytheeputonabri{kerlook;odmeart,doil 
thou  think  in  conference,  that's  fit  for  thy  wedding-day.? 
Aug.  Sir,  I  wilh  it  were  not  quite  fo  hidden ;  a  little 
time  for  fartker  thought  perhaps  had  made  it  eafier  to 
me  :  to  change  for  ever,  is  no  trifle,  fir. 
Car.  A  wonder ! 

Cha.  Look  you,  his  fortune  I  have  taken  care  of,  and 
his  perfon  you  have  no  exception  to.  What,  in  the  name 
of  Vtttttf  would  the  girl  have  ? 

Aug.  I  never  faid,  of  all  the  world  I  made  him,  fir, 
my  choice:  nay,  tho'  he  be  yoars,  I  cannot  fay  I  am 
highly  pleas'd  with  him,  nor  yet  am  averfe  ;  but  I  had  ra 
ther  \velcomeyourcommands  and  him,  than  difobedience. 
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Gha.  O !  if  that  be  all,  madam,  to  make  you  eafy, 
my  commands  are  at  your  fervice. 

Aug.  I  have  done  with  my  objections,  fir. 

Gar.  Such  underftanding,  in  fo  foft  a  form !  » 

Happy Happy  brother ! — may  he  be  happy,  while  1 

iit  down  in  patience,  and  alone  !  — I  have  gaz'd  too  much 
»        Reach  me  an  O«A£  [Exeunt  Car.  «WSan. 

Cha.  I  fay,  put  on  your  belt  looks,  hufley for 

here  he  comes,  faith. 

Enter  Clodio. 
Ah !   my  dear  Clody. 

Clo.  My  dear,  dear  dad.  [Em&racixg.]  Ha;  Ma 
Princfffe  !  etes  <vous  la  done!  A  ha!  Non,  non.  Je  ne 
me  connois  guerre,  &c.  [Sings.]  Look,  look, — o'fly-boots; 
what,  me  knows  nothing  of  the  matter!  But  you  will, 
child. I'gad,  I  mail  count  the  clock  extremely  to 
night  :  Let  me  fee what  time  fliall  I  rife  to-morrow  ? 

- — Not  till  after  nine, Ten, Eleven,  for  a  piftole. 

'  Ah C'eft  a  dire  <votre  coeur  infenfible  eft  en  fin  <vainci/. 

Ac?;,   non,   &c.  [Sings  a  fecond  verfe.' 

Enter  Antonio,  Don  Lewis,  and  Lawyer. 

Ant.  Well  faid,  Clody ;  my  noble  brother,  welcome : 
my  fair  daughter,  I  giv.e  you  joy. 

Clo.  And  fo  will  I  too,  fir.  *  Alons  !  Vivons  !  Chan- 
'•.font.!  Danfom!  Hey  !  L'autrejour,  &c. 

[Sings  and  dances,  &f. 

Ant.  Well  faid  again,  boy.  Sir,  you  and  your  writings 
are  welcome.  What,  my  angry  brother !  nay,  you  mult  have 
your  welcome  too,  or  we  mall  make  but  a  fiat  feaft  on't. 

D.  Lew.  Sir,  I  "am  not  welcome,  nor  I  won't  be 
welcome,  nor  no-body's  welcome,  and  you  are  all  a 
parcel  of 

Cba.  What,  fir? 

D.  Lew. Miferable  wretches fad  dogs. 

Ant.  Come;,  pray,  fir,  baar  with  him,  he's  old  and 
hafty  ;  but  he'll  dine  and  be  good  company  for  all  this. 

D.  Lew.  A  ftran ge  lye,  that. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha,  ha!   poor  Tefty,  ha,  ha! 

D.  Le-iu.  Don't  laugh,  my  dear  rogue,  pr'ythee  don't 
laugh  now;  faith,  1  (hall  break  thy  head,  if  thou  dofh 

Clo.  Gad  fo !  why,  then  I  find  you  are  angry  at  me» 
dear  uncle  ? 

JD. ) 
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D.  Lew.  Angry  at  thee,  hey  puppy!  Why,  what! 
—what  doll  them  fee  in  that  lovely  hatchet  face  of  thine, 
that's  worth  my  being  out  of  humour  at  ?  Blood  and  fire, 
ye  dog,  get  out  of  my  light,  or 

Ant.  Nay,  brother,  this  is  too  far  •» 

D.  Lew.  Angry  at  him  !  a  fon  of  a— — fon's  fon  of 
a  whore ! 

Cba.  Ha,  ha,  poor  peevim— — 
D.  Lew.  I'd  fain  have  fomebody  poifon  him.     [To 
kimfelf.]   Ah,  that  fweet  creature!  Mull  this  fair  flower 
be  cropp'd  to  flick  up  in  a  piece  of  rafcally  earthen  ware  ? 
I  mutt  fpeak  to  her Puppy,  Hand  out  of  my  way. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha !  ay,  now  for't. 

D.  Lew,  [To  Angelina.]  Ah! ah! ah!  Ma 
dam 1  pity  you  ;  you're  a  lovely  young  creature,  and 

ought  to  have  a  handibme  man  yok  d  to  you,  one  of  un- 

derllanding  too  : 1  am  forry  to  fay  it,   but  this  fellow's 

fcull's  extremely  thick he  can  never  get  any  thing 

upon  that  fair  body,  but  muffs  and  fnufl>boxes ;  or,  fay, 
he  mould  have  a  thing  fhap'd  like  a  child,  you  can  make 
nothing  of  it  but  a  taylor. 

Clo.  Ods  me  !  why,  you  are  tefly,  my  dear  uncle. 

D.  Lew.  Will  no-body  take  that  troublefome  dog  out 

of  my  fight 1  can't  flay  where  he  is I'll  go  fee 

my  poor  boy  Carlos ; — I've  difturb'd  you,  mad^m  ; 

your  humble  fervant. 

Ant.  You'll  come  again,  and  drink  the  bride's  health, 
brother  ?  '   . 

D.  Lew.  That  lady's  health  I  may;  and,  if  fhe'll  give 
me  leave,  perhaps  fit  by  her  at  table' too. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha ;  bye  nuncle. 

D.  Lew.  Puppy,  good  bye  [ExitD.  Lewijs* 

Ang.   An  odd-humour'd  gentleman. 

Ant.  Very  odd  indeed,, child ;  I  fuppofe  in  pure  fpite, 
he'll  make  my  fon  Carlos  his  heir. 

Ang.  Methinks  I  would  net  have  a  light  head,  nor. 
one  laden  with  too  much  learnings  as  my  father  fays  this 
Carlos  is;  fure  there's  fomething  hid  in  that  gentleman's 
concern  for  him,  that  fpeaks  him  not  fo  mere  a  log. 

Ant.  Come,  ,fhall  we  go  and  feal,  brother?  the  priefl 
ftays  for  us ;  when  Carles  has  figu'd  the  conveyance,  as 

he 
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he  fhall  prefently,  we'll  then  to  the  wedding,   and  fo  to 
dinner. 

•Cl>a.  With  all  my  heart,  fir. 

Clo.   Allans  !  tna  chere  Princejft,  [Exeunt. 

Enter   Carlos  Don  Lewis  and  Sancho. 
D.  Lew.  Nay,  you  are  undone. 
Car.  Then — I  mufHtudy,  fir,  to  bear  my  fortune. 
D.  Lew.  Have  you  no  greater  feeling? 
San.  You  were  fenfibk  of  the  great  book,  fir,    when 
it  fell  upon  your  head ;  and  won't  the  ruin  of  your  for 
tune  ftir  you  ? 

Car.  Will  he  have  my  books  too  ? 
D.Le--w.  No,  no,  he  has  a  book,  a  fine  one  too,  call'd 
^he  gentleman's  Recreation',  or,  The  fecrct  Art  of  getting 
Sons  and  Daughters:  Such  a  creature  !  a  beauty  in  folio  ! 
would  thou  hadft  her  in  thy  ftudy,  Carlos,  tho'  it  were 
but  to  new-clafp  her. 

San.  He  has  feen  her,  frr. 

D.  Le<w.  Well,  and- and*     ••  •  • 

San.  He  flung  away  his  book,  fir. 
D.  Lew.  Did  he  faith!  would  he  had  flung  away  his 
humour  too,  and  fpoke  to  her. 

Car.  Muft  my  brother  then  have  all  ? 
D.  Leva.  All,  all. 
•San.  All  that  your  father  has,  fir. 
Car.  And  that  fair  creature  too,? 
•San.   Ay,  fir, 
D.  Lena.  Hey! 

Car.  He  lias  enough,  then.  [Sighing. 

D.  Lew.  He  have  her,  Carlos!  why  wou'd,  wou'd> 
that  is  •  hey! 

Car.  May  I  not  fee  her,  fometimes,  and  call  her  fif- 
ter?  I'll  do  her  no  wrong. 

D.  Lew.  I  can't  bear  this !  'Sheart,  I  could  cry  for 
jnadnefs!  Flefh  and  fire!  do  but  fpeak  to  her,  man. 

Car.  I  cannot,  fir,  her  look  requires  fomething  of 
that  diflant  awe,  words  of  that  foft  refpeft,  and  yet 
fuch  force  and  meaning  too,  that  I  fhould  Hand  con 
founded  to  approach  her,  and  yet  I  long  to  wifh  her  joy. 
— —  O  were  1  born  to  give  it  too  ! 

D.  Lew.  Why,  thou  flialt  wifh  her  jcy,  boy ;  faith 
£;e  i?  a  e-ood-hu.iiour'd  creature,  fhe'll  take  it  kindly. 

Car. 
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Car.  Do  you  think  fo,  uncle  ? 

B.  Lew.  I'll  to  her,  and  tell  her  of  you. 

!  Car.  Do,  fir. Stay,  uncle will  fhe  not  think 

me  rude  ?  I  would  not  for  the  world  offend  her. 

D.  Lew.  'Fend  a  fiddle-flick let  me  alone  •• 

I'll- I'll. 

Car.  Nay,  but,  fir  I  dear  uncle  \ 

D.  Lew.  A  hum  \  a  hum  I  [Exit  D.  Lewis. 

Enter  Antonio  and  the  Lawyer  tuitb  a  writing. 

Ant.  Where's  my  fon  ? 

San.  There,  lir,  calling  a  figure :  what  chopping 
children  his  brother  mall  have,  and  where  he  mall  find 
a  new  father  for  himfelf. 

</«/.  I  mall  find  a  Hick  for  you,  rogue,  I  mail. 
Carlos,  how  doft  thou  do  r  Come  hither,  boy. 

Car.   Your  pleafuive,  fir  .? 

Ant.  Nay,  no  great  matter,  child,  only  to  put  your 
name  here  a  little,  to  this  bit  of  parchment ;  I  think 
you  write  a  reafonable  good  hand,  Carlos. 

Car.  Pray,  fir,  to  what  ufe  may  it  be  ? 

Ant-  -Only  to  pafs  your  title  in  the  land  I  have,  to 
your  brother  Clodio. 

Car.  Is  it  no  more,  iir  ? 

Law.  That's  all,  fir. 

Ant.  No,  no,  Jtis  nothing  elfe ;  look  you,  you  (hall 
be  provided  for,  you  mail  have  what  books  you  pleafe, 
and  your  means  mail  come  in  without  your  care,  and 
you  mall  always  have  a  fervant  to  wait  on  you. 

Car.  Sir,  I  thank  you ;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I  had  ra 
ther  iiga  it  before  the  good  company  below ;  it  being, 
fir,  fo  frank  a  gift,  'twill  be  fome  fmall  compliment  to 
have  it  done  before  the  lady  too :  there  I  mail  fign  it 
phearfully,  and  wifh  my  brother  fortune. 

Ant.  With  all  my  heart,  child  ;  it's  the  fame  thing  to  me. 

Car.  You'll  excufe  me,  iir,  if  I  make  no  great  ftay 
with  you. 

Ant.  Do  as  thou  wilt,  thou  malt  do  any  thing  thou 
haft  a  mind  to.  [Exeunt  Antonio,  Carlos,  and  lawyer. 

San.  Now  has  he  undone  himfelf  for  ever  ;  odlheart, 
I'll  down  into  the  cellar,  and  be  Hark  drunk  for  anger. 

r&rtt. 

S  '   Tbt 
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The  SCENE  changes  to  a  dining  room. 
Enter  Charino  <with  Angelina,   Clodio,  Don  Lewis,  La 
dies,  Priert,  and  a  Lawyer. 

Law.  Come,  let  him  bring  his  fen's  hand,  and  all's 
done  :  are  you  ready,  fir  ! 

Prieft.  Sir,  J  mall  difpatch  them  prefently,  immedi 
ately  !  for  in  truth  I  am  an  hungry. 

Clo.  t'gad,  I   warrant    you,  the  prieft   and  I  cou'd 

both  fall  to  without  faying  grace Ha  !  you  little 

rogue  !  what,  you  think  it  long  too  ? 

Ang.  I  find  no  fault,  fir;  better  things  were  well 
done,  than  done  too  haftily Sir,  you  look  melan 
choly.  [To  D.Lewis. 

D.  Lena.  Sweet  fwelling  bloflbm  !  ah  that  I  had  the 
gathering  of  thee  !  I  would  ftick  thee  in  the  bofom  of  a 
pretty  young  fellow— —Ah  !  thou  haft  mifs'd  a  man 
(but  that  he  is  fo  bewitch'd  to-his  ftudy,  and  knows  no 
other  miftrefs  than  his  mind)  fo  far  above  this  feather- 
headed  puppy 

Ang.   Can  he  talk,  fir  ? 

D.  Lew.  Like  an  angel to  himfelf the  devil 

a  word  ID  a  woman  :  his  language  is  all  upon  the  high 
bufinefs :  to  Heaven,  and  heavenly  wonders,  to  nature, 
and  her  dark  and  fecret  caufes. 

Ang.  Does  he  fpeak  fo  well  there,  fir  ? 

D.  Lew.  To  admiration!  fuch  curiofities  !  but  he 
can't  look  a  woman  in  the  face  ;  if  he  does,  he  blufhes 
like  fifteen. 

Ang.  But  a  little  converfation,  methinks 

D.  Lew.  Why,  fo  I  think  too  ;  but  the  boy's  be 
witch'd,  and  the  devil  can't  bring  him  to't :  fhall  I  try 
if  I  can  get  him  to  wim  you  joy  .' 

Ang.  I  fhall  receive  it  as  becomes  his  filter,  fir. 

Clo.  Look,  look,  old  telly  will  fall  in  love  by  and 
by  ;  he's  hard  at  it,  fplit  me. 

Cha. Let  him  alone,  fhe'll  fetch  him  about, I  warrant  you. 

Clo.  So,  here  my  father  comes  !  now,  prieft  !  hey  !  my 
brother  too  !  that's  a  wonder  !  broke  like  a  fpirit  from 
his  cell. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Carlos. 

D.  Lew.  Odfo  1  here  he  is !  that's  he  !  a  little  inclining 
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the  Jean,  or  fo,  but  his  underftanding's  the  fatter  for't. 

Ant.  Come,  Carlos,  'twere  your  defire  to  fee  my  fair 
daughter  and  the  good  company,  and  to  feal  before  'em 
all,  and  give  your  brother  joy. 

Cha.  He  does  well ;  I  mall  think  the  better  of  him  a« 
long  as  I  live. 

Car.  Is  this  the  lady,  fir  ? 

Ant.  Ay,   that's  your  filler,  Carlos. 

Car.  Forbid  it,  love  !  [Jfide.]  Do  you  not  think  fhe'll 
grace  our  family  ? 

Ant.  No  doubt  on't  fir. 

Car.  Shou'd  I  not  thank  her  for  fo  unmerited  a  grace  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  and  welcome,  Carlos. 

D.  Lew.  Now,  my  boy  !  give  her  a  gentle  twift  by 
the  fingers  !  lay  your  lips  foftly,  foftly,  clofe  and  plum  to 
her.  [Apart  to  Carlos. 

Car.  Pardon  a  Granger's  freedom,   lady [Salutes 

Angelina]  Difiblving  foftnefs  !  O  the  drowning  joy  !— 
Happy,  happy  he  that  fips  eternally  fuch  neftar  down, 
that  unconfin'd  may  lave  and  wanton  there  in  fatelefs 

draughts  of   ever  fpringing   beauty. But   you,   fair 

creature,  mare  by  far  the  higher  joy;  if,  as  I've  read, 
(nay,  now  am  fure)  the  fole  delight  of  love  lies  only  in 
the  power  to  give. 

Ang.  How  near  his  thoughts  agree  with  mine  !  This 

the  mere  fcholar  I  was  told  of!  [AJtde.]i 1  find,  fir, 

you  have  experienc'd  love,  you  feem  acquainted  with 
the  paffion. 

Car.  I've  had,  indeed,  a  dead  pale  glimpfe  in  theory, 
but  never  faw  th'  enlivening  light  before. 

AnS.  Ha  !   before  !  [Afidi. 

Ant.  Well,  thefe  are  very  fine  compliments,  Carlos  ; 
but  you  fay  nothing  to  your  brother  yet. 

Car.  O  yes,  and  wifh  him,  fir,  with  any  other  beauty 
(if  poffible)  more  lading  joy  than  I  could  tafte  with  her. 

Ang.  He  fpeaks  unhappily. 

do.  Ha  '.————what  do  you  fay,  brother  ? 

Ant.  Nay,  for  my  part,  I  don't  underftand  him. 

Cha.  Nor  I. 

D.  Lew.  Stand  clear,  I  do  and  that  fweet  crea 

ture  too,  I  hope. 

B   Z  AM, 
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Ang.  Too  well,  I  fear.  [Ajlde. 

Ant.  Come,  come,  to  the  writing,  Carlos ;  prithee 
leave  thy  ftudying,  man. 

Car.  I'll  leave  my  life  firfl ;  I  ftudy  now  to  be  a  man  ; 
before,  what  man  ivas,  was  bat  my  argument ;— — — I 
am  now  on  the  proof !  I  find,  I  feel  myfelf  a  man— 
nay,  I  fear  it  too. 

D.  Lew.  He  has  it !  he  has  it !    my  boy's  in  for't. 

Clo.  Come,  come,  will  you 

D.  Lew.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  puppy. 

\_lnterpofing  ivilb  his  back  to  Clody. 
Car.  Whence  is  it,  fair,  that  while  I  offer  fpeech  to 
you,  my  thoughts  want  words,  my  words  their  free  and 
honell  utterance  ?  Why  is  it  thus  I  tremble  at  your 
touch,  and  fear  your  frown,  as  would  a  frighted  child 
the  dreadful  lightning  ?  Yet  mould  my  deareft  friend  or 
brother  dare  to  check  my  vain  deluded  wifhes,  O!I 
ihould  turn  and  tear  him  like  an  offended  lion  .  . 

Is  this,  can  it,  muft  it  be  in  a  fifter's  power  ? 
Clo.  Come,  come,  will  you  fign  brother  ? 
D.  Le-ii'.  Time  enough,  puppy. 

Car.  O  !    if  you   knew   with  what   precipitated  hafte 
you  hurry  on  a  deed  that  makes  you  blefs'd,  or  miferable 
for  ever,  ev'n  yet,  near  as  you  are  to  happinefs,    you'd 
find  no  danger  in  a  moment's  paufe. 
Clo.  I  fay,  will  you  fign,  brother  ? 
Car.  Away,  I  have  no  time  for  trifles !  Room  for  an 
iK'er  brother 

D.  Le-Lv.  Why,  did  not  I  bid  thee  Hand  out  of  the 
way  now  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  but  this  is  trifling,  Carlos!  come,  come, 
your  har.d,  man. 

Cc.r.  Your  pardon,  fir,  I  cannot  fcal  yet  ;  hndyouonly 
jV.cw'd  me  land,  I  had  refign'd  it  free,  and  proud  to 
have  I  eilo.v'd  it  to  your  pleafure  :  'tis  care,  'tis  dirt,  and 
t:ouMe:  but  you  have  open'd  to  me  fuch  a  treafure, 
fach  unirnagin'd  mines  of  foiid  joy,  that  I  perceive  my 
temper  Tubborn  now,  ev'n  to  a  churlilh  avarice  of  love 

He.iven  direct  my  fortune. 

.-/:..-.  And  ib  you  won't  part  with  your  title,  fir  ? 

Sooner  wijh  my  foul  ofreafon,  be  a  plant,  a  bead, 

a  Mi, 
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a  fifti,  a  fly,  '  and  only  make  the  number  of  things  up,' 
than  yield  one  foot  of  land if  me  be  ty'd  to't. 

Cba.  I  don't  like  this  ;  he  talks  oddly,  methinks. 

Aug.  Yet  with  a  bravery  of  foul  might  warm  the  coldeft 
heart.  \_AJide. 

Clo.  Pfhaw,  pox,  prithee,  brother,  you  had  betur 
think  of  thofe  things  in  your  ftudy,  man  ! 

Car.  Go  you  and  Itudy,  for  'tis  time,  young  brother  : 
turn  o'er  the  tedious  volumes  I  have  read  ;  think,  and 
digeil  them  well  !  the  wholefomeft  food  for  green  con- 
fumptive  minds  ;  '  wear  out  whole  failed  days,  and  by 
'  the  pale  weak  lamp,  pore  away  the  freezing  nights  ;  ra- 

*  ther  make  dim  thy  fight,  than  leave  thy  mind  in  doubt 
'  and  darknefs  :  confine  thy  ufelefs  travels  to  thy  clofet, 

*  traverfe  the  wife  and  civil  lives  of  good  and  great  men 

*  dead  ;  compare'em  with  the  living:  tell  me  why  Ctffar 
'  perifh'd  by  the  hand  that  lov'd  him  moft?  and  why  his 
'  enemies  deplor'd  him  r  Diftil  the  fweetnefs  from  the 
'  poet's  fpring,  and  learn  to  foften  thy  defines  ;'  nor  dare 
to  dream  cf  marriage-vows,   'till   thou   has  taught   thy 

foul,  like  mine,  to  love Is  it  for  thee  to  wear  a  jewel 

of  this  ineftimable  worth  ? 

D.  Lew.  Ah  !  Carlos  !  [Kiffes  him.]  What  fay  you 
to  the  fcholar  now,  chicken  ? 

Ang.  A  wonder! Is  this  gentleman  your  brother, 

fir!  *  .[TaClody. 

Clo.  Hey!  no,  my Madam,  not  quite that  is 

he  is  a  little  a-kin  by  the Pox  on  him,  woald  he  were 

bury'd 1  can't  tell  what  to  fay  to  him,  fplit  me. 

Ant.  Positively,  you  will  not  feal  then,  ha  ? 

Car.  Neither  — •  •!  ihould  not  blindly  fay  I  will  not 

feal Let  me  intreat  a  moment's  paufe for, 

even  yet,  perhaps,  I  may.  {Sighing. 

Ang.  Forbid  it,  fortune  ! 

Ant.  O,  may  you  fo,  fir  ! 

Clo.  Ay  !  fir,  hey  !  What,  you  are  come  to  youfelf  I 
find,  'Iheart ! 

Cha.  Ay,  ay,  give  him  a  little  time,  he'll  think  better 
on't,  I  warrant  you. 

Car.  Perhaps,  fair  creature,  I  have  done  you  wrong, 
whole  plighted  love  and  hope  went  hand  in  hand  together; 

B  3  but 
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but  I  conjure  you,  think  my  life  were  hateful  after  fo  bafe, 
fo  barbarous  an  aft  as  parting  'em  :  '  What !  to  lay  wafte 
at  once  for  ever,  all  the  gay  blofibms  of  your  forward 
.fortune,    the  promis'd  wimes  of  your  young  defire, 
your  fruitful  beauty,  and   your  fpringing  joy  ;   your 
thriving  foftnefs,  and  your  clufter'd  kiffes,  growing  on 
the  lips  of  love,  devour'd  with  an  unthirfty  infant's  ap 
petite  !   O  forbid  it,   love  !   forbid  it,  nature  and  hu 
manity!'  I  have  no  land,  no  fortune,  life,  or  being, 
while  your  neceffity  of  peace  requires  'em  :  fay  !  or  give 
me  need  to  think  your  Imalleft  hope  depends  on  my  ob- 
jefted  ruin  ;   my  ruin  is  my  fafety  there ;  my  fortune^  or 
my  life  refign'd  with  joy,  fo  your  account  of  happy  hours 
were  thence  but  rais'd  to  any  added  number. 
Cha.  Why  ay  !   there's  fome  civility  in  this. 
Clo.  The  fellow  really  talks  very  prettily. 
Car.  But  if  in  bare  compliance  to  a  father's  will,   you 
now  but  fuffer  marriage,  or  what's  worfe,  give  it  as  an 
extorted  bond,  irnpos'd  on  the  fimplicity  of  your  youth, 
and  dare  confefs  you  wiih   fome  honelt  friend  would 
lave,  or  free  you  from  its  hard  conditions  ;  I  then  again 
have  land,  have  life,  and  refolution,  waiting  ftill   upon 
your  happier  fortune. 

Clo.  Ha,  ha  !  pert  enough,  that !  I'gad ;  I  long  to  fee 
what  this  will  come  to  ! 

Pricji.  In  truth,  unlefs  fomebody  is  marry'd  prefently, 
the  dinner  will  be  fpoil'd,  and  then'  no  body  will  b« 
able  to  eat  it. 

Ant.  Brother,  I  fay,  let's  remove  the  lady. 
Cha.  Force  her  from  him  ! 

Car.  'Tis  too  late  !  I  have  a  figure  here  !  fooner  mail 
bodies  leave  their  (hade ;  '  as  well  you  might  attempt  to 
4  fliutold  Time  in  to  a  den, and  from  his  downy  wings  walh 
*  the  fwift  hours  away,  or  Heal  Eternity  to  Hop  his  glafs;' 
fo  fix'd,  fo  rooted  here,  is  every  growing  thought  of  her. 
Clo.  Gads  me ;  what,  now  its  troublefome  again,  is  it? 
Car.  Confider,  fair  one,  now's  the  very  crifis  of  oar  fate: 
you  cannot  have  it  fure,  to  aflc  if  honour  be  the  parent  of 
my  love  :  if  you  can  love  or  live,  and  think  your  heart, 
rewarded  there,  '  like  two  young  vines  we'll  curl  together, 
'  circling  our  fouls  in  never-ending  joy ;  we'll  fpnng  to- 

'  gether, 
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•  gether,  and  we'll  bear  one  fruit?'  one  joy  fhall  make 
us  fmile,  one  forrovv  mourn  ;  one  age  go  with  us,  one 
hour  of  death  fhall  clofe  our  eyes,  and  one  cold  grave 

fhall  hold  us  happy Say  but  you  hate  me  not !  O 

fpeak  !  give  but  the  fc  f;ei!  breath,  to  that  tranfporting 
thought. 

Ang.  Need  I  then  fpeak  ;  to  fay,  I  am  far  from  ha 
ting  you 1  would  fay  more,  but  there  is  nothing  fit 

for  me  to  fay. 

Cha.  I'll  bear  it  no  longer 

Ang.   On  this  you  may   depend,  I  cannot  like  that 
marriage  was  propos'd  me. 

Car.  How  {hall  my  foul  requite  this  goodnefs  ? 

Cha.  Beyond  patience  !  This  is  downright  infolence  I 
roguery !  rape  ! 

Ant.  Part  'em. 

Clo.  Ay,  ay,  part'em,  part'em. 

D.  Lew.  Doll!  dum  !  dum  ! 

[  Sings  and  draws  in  their  defence. 

Cha.  Call  an  officer,  I'll  have  'em  forc'd  afunder. 

Ang.  Nay,  then  I  am  reduc'd  to  take  protection  here. 

[Goes  to  Carlos.. 

Car.  O  extafy  of  heart  !  tranfporting  joy! 

IX  Leiv.  Lorra  !  dorrol  !  loll !  L&*?'  an^  dances,, 

Cha.    A  plot !   a  plot  againft  my  honour  !    murder ! 
treafon  !  gun-powder  !  Ill  be  reveng'd  !  [Exit. 

'  Ant.  Sir,  you  fhall  have  fatisfaciion. 

<  Cha.  I'll  be  reveng'd!' 

A  at.  Carlos,  I  fay,  forego  the  lady. 

Car.  Never,  while  I  have  fenfe  of  being,  life,  or  mo 
tion  . 

Clo.  You  won't  ?  Gadfo !  What,  then  I   find  I  muft 
lug  out  upon  this  bufmefs  ?  Allans  !  the  lady,   fir  ! 

D.  Lew.  Lorra!  dorrol !  loll ! 

[Prefenting  his  point  to  Clodio. 

«  Cha.  I'll  have  his  blood  !' 

Car.  Hold  uncle  !   Come  brother  !  fheath  your  anger 

< I'll  do  my  beft  to  fatisfy  you  all but  firft  I  would 

intreat  a  bleffing  here. 

A.tit.  Out  of  my  doors,  thou  art  no  fon  of  mine. 

[Exit  Ant. 
B      .  Car. 
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Car .  I  am  forry  I  have  loft  a  father,  fir'  'For  you, 
brother,  fmce  once  you  had  a  feeming  hope,  in  lieu  of 
what  you've  loft,  half  of  my  birth-right. 

Clo.  No  halves !  no  halves,  fir  !   the  whole  lady  ! 

Car.  Why,  then  the  whole,  if  you  can  like  the  terms. 

Clo.  What  terms?  what  terms  ?  Come,  quick,  quick. 

Car.  The  firft  is  this [Snatches  Don  Lewis's 

fivard.~\  Win  her,  and  wear  her;  for  on  my  foul,  unlefs 
my  body  fail,  my  mind  mall  never  yield  thee  up  a  thought 
in  love. 

D.  Le<w.  Gramercy,  Carlos!  to  him,  boy!  I'gad,-  this 
love  has  made  a  man  of  him. 

.  Car.  This  is  the  firft  good  fword  I  ever  pois'd  in  anger 
vet ;  'tis  (harp  I'm  fure  ;  if  it  but  hold  my  putting  home, 

1  mail  fo  hunt  your  infolence  ! 1   feel   the  fire  of 

ten  ftrong  fpirits  in  me  :  wer't  thou  a  native  fencer,  in 
fofairacaufe,  I  thus  mould  hold  thee  at  the  worft  defiance. 

Clo.  Look  you,  brother,  take  care  of  yourfelf,  I  (hall 
certainly  be  in  you  the  firft  thruft;  but  if 'you  had  rather, 
d'ye  fee,  we'll  talk  a  little  calmly  about  this  bufmefs. 

Car.  Away,  trifler !  I  would  be  loth  to  prove  thee  a 
coward  too. 

Clo.  Coward!  why  then,  really,  fir,  if  you  pleafe, 
midriff's  the  word,  brother  ;  you  are  a  fon  of  a  whore 
— Aliens  !  \¥key  fgbt  and  Ciodio  is  dijarm'd. 

'  Cba.  His  b'ood  !  I  fay  his  blood  !  I'll  have  it,  by  all 
'  the  fears  and  wounds  cf  honour  in  my  family.  [Exit.* 

Car.  There,  fir,   take  your  life and  mend  it 

'  be  gone  without  reply.' 

Ang.  Are  you  wounded,  fir  ? 

Car.  Only  in  my  fears  for  you  :  how  ftiall  we  beflow 
us,  uncle  r 

D.  Lew.  Pofitively,  we  are  not  fafe  here,  this  lady 
being  an  heirefs.  Follow  me. 

Car.  Good  angels  guard  us.  [Exeunt  with  Ang. 

Clo.  Gadfo  !  I   never  fenc'd  fo  ill  in  all  my  life 

never  in  my  life,  fplit  me  ! 

Enter  Monfieur. 

Monf.  Sire,  her  be  de  trompete,  de  haute-boy,  demu- 
fique,  de  maitre  danfer,  dat  defecr  t»  know  if  you  fal  be 
pleafe  to  'ave  de  mafquc  begin. 

Cls, 
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Clo.  Hey  !  what  does  this  puppy  fay  now  ? 

Motif.  Sire,  de  mufique. 

Clo.  Why  ay that's  true but — tell  'em— 
plague  on  'em,  tell  'em,  they  are  not  ready  tun'd. 

Moaf.  Sire,  dare  is  all  tune,  all  prepare. 

Clo.  Ay  !  Why,  then,  tell  'em  that  my  brother's  wife  a- 
gain,  and  has  fpoil'd  all,  and  I  am  bubbled,  and  fo  I  {han't 
be  marry'd  till  next  time  :  but  I  have  fought  with  him, 
a»d  he  has  difarm'd  me  ;  and  fo  he  wont't  releafe  the 

land,  nor  give  me  my   miftrefs  again  ;  and  I 1  am 

undone,  that's  all.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Charino,   Antonio,  officers,  and f errant s. 

Cha.  Officer,  do  your  duty:  I  fay,  feize  'em  all. 

Ant.  Carry  'em  this  minute  before  a How  now  ! 

what,  all  fled  ? 

Cha.  Ha !  my  girl !  my  child  !  my  heirefs !  I  am 
abus'd  !  I  am  cheated !  I  am  robb'd  !  I  am  ravifh'd  ! 
murder'd  ;  and  flung  in  a  ditch. 

Ant.  Who  let  'em  out  ?  Which  way  went  they, 
villains  ? 

ATI;.  Sir,  we  had  no  order  to  flop  them ;  but  they 
went  out  at  that  door,  not  fix  minutes  ago. 

Cha.  I'll  purfue  them  with  bills,  warrants,  actions, 
writs,  and  malice :  I'm  a  lawyer,  fir ;  they  mail  find  I 
underitand  ruin. 

Ant.  Nay,  they  mall  be  found,  fir;  run  you  to  the 
port,  firrah,  fee  if  any  mips  are  going  off,  and  bring 
us  notice  immediately. 

Enter  Sancho  drunk. 

San.  Ban,  ban,   cac-caliban  !  [Sings. 

Ant.  Here  comes  a  rogue,  I'll  warrant,  knows  the 
bottom  of  all  !  Where's  my  fon,  villain  ? 

San.  Son,  fir ! 

Cha.  Where's  my  daughter,  firrah  ? 

San.  Daughter,  fir ! 

Cha.   Ay,  my  daughter,   rafcal ! 

San.  Why,  fir,  they  told  me,  juil  now,  fitr— — — that 
flic's- fhe's  run  away. 

Ant.    Dog,  where's  your  mafter  ? 

San.  My  mafter  !    why,  they  fay  he  is——— 
.Ant.  Where,  firrah  ?  ' 

B  5  San. 
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San.  Why,  he  is he  is gone  along  with  her. 

Ant.  Death !   you  dog,  difcover  him,  or 

San.  Sir,  I  will — [  will. 

Ant.  Where  is  he,   villain  ? 

San.  Where,  fir  ?  Why,  to  be  fure  he  is— — —he  is 
•- upon  my  foul,  I  don't  know,  fir. 

Ant.   No  more  trifling,  rafcal. 

San.  If  I  do,  fir,  I  wifli  this  may  be  my  poifon.  \T>rinks* 

Ant.  Death  !    you  dog,  get  out  of  my  houfe,  or  I'll 
•        So  fir,  have  you  found  him  ? 

Re-enter  tbefer<vant  kaftily,  and  Clodio. 

Clo.  Ay,  fir,  have  you  found  'em  ? 

Ser<v.   Yes,  fir,  I  had  fight  of 'em;   but  they  were  jufl 
got  on  board  a  fmall  vefTel,  before  I  could  overtake  'em  ? 

Cka.  Death  and  furies  ! 

Ant.  Whither  were  they  bound,   firrah  ? 

Serv.     Sir,     I    could    not    difcover   that;    but   they 
were  full  before  the  wind,  with  a  very  fmart  gale. 

Ant.   What  (hall  we  do,  brother  ? 

Clo.  Be  as  fmart  as  they,  fir  ;  follow  'em  j  follow  'em. 

Cba.  Send   to  the  port  this  moment,  and  fecure  a 
fhip  ;  I'll  purfue  'em  thro'  all  the  elements. 

Clo.  I'll  follow  you,  by  the  northern  ftar. 

Ant.  Run  to  the  port  again,  rogne  ;  hire  a  fhip,   and 
tell  'em  they  mud  hoift  fail  immediately. 

Clo.  And  you  rogue,    run  to  my  chamber,  fill  up  my 

fnuft-box Cram    it     hard,    you   dog,   and   be  here 

again  before  you  get  thither. 

Ant.  What,  will  you  take  nothing  elfe,   boy  ? 

Clo.  Nothing,   fir,    but    fnufF  and   opportunity——* 
we're  in  hafle.     Aliens  .'  hey  ;  je  <uole.  [Exeunt. 


ACT.     III.     The  S  C  E  N  E  Lifbon. 

Enter  Elvira,    Z>o«Duart,    and  Governor. 

Et<v.  T"\  EAR  brother,  let  me  intreat  you,  ftay  ;  why 

JL^s   will  you  provoke  your  danger  ? 
D.  Du.   Madam,   my  honour  muit  be  fatisfied. 

Eh. 
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El<v.  That's  done  already,  by  the  degrading  blow 
you  gave  him. 

GO--<J.  Pray,  niece,  what  is  it  has  incens'd  him  ? 

El<v.  Nothing  but  a  needlefs  quarrel. 

Gov.  I  am  forry  for  him To  whom  is  all  this  fury, 

nephew  ? 

D.  Du.  To  you,  fir,  or  any  man  that  dares  oppofe 
me. 

Go*v.  Come,  you  are  too  boifterous,  fir ;  and  this 
vain  opinion  of  your  courage,  taken  on  your  late  fuc- 
cefs  in  duelling,  makes  you  daily  fliunn'd  by  men  of 
civil  converfation.  For  fhame,  leave  oft  thefe  fen  defs 
brawls  ;  if  you  are  valiant,  as  you  would  be  thought, 
turn  out  your  courage  to  the  wars  j  let  your  king  and 
country  be  the  better  for't. 

D.  Du.  Yes,  fo  I  might  be  general Sir,  no  man 

living  ihail  command  me. 

Gov.  Sir,  you  {hall  find  that  here  in  Lift/on  I  will : 
I'm  every  hour  follow'd  with  complaints  of  your  beha 
viour  from  men  of  almoft  all  conditions ;  and  my  au 
thority,  which  you  prefume  will  bear  you  out,  becaufe 
you  are  my  nephew,  no  longer  mail  protect  you  now : 
expect  you*  next  diforder  to  be  punilh'd  with  as  much 
feverity,  as  his  that  is  a  itranger  to  my  blood. 

D .  Du.   Punifh  me  !  you,  nor  your  cffice,  dare  not  do't. 

Go<v,   Away  !   Juflice  dares  do  any  thing  (he  ought. 

Elv.  Brother,  this  brutal  temper  mult  be  call  off: 
when  you  can  mafter  that,  you  mall  gladly  command  my 
fortune.  But  if  yen  iiill  perfiit,  expeft  my  prayers  and  vows 
for  your  cor.veriion  only  ;  but  never  means,  or  favour. 

D.  Du.  Fire!  and  furies!  I'm  tutor'd  here  like  a 
mere  fchool-boy  !  women  mall  judge  of  injuries  in  ho 
nour  ! For  you,  fir 1  was  born  free,  and  will 

not  curb  my  fpirit,  nor  is  it  for  your  authority  to  tempt 
it  :  give  me  the  ufage  of  a  man  of  honour,  or  'tis  not 
your  government  mall  proted  you.  [Exit* 

Gov.  I  am  forry  to  fee  this,  niece,    for  your  fake. 

El<u.  Wou'd  he  were  not  my  brother. 

Enter  Don  Manuel,    with  Angelina. 

D.  Man.  Divide  the  fpoil  air.ongft  you  '•>  this  fair  cap 
tive  I  only  challenge  for  myfelf. 
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GW .  Ha  !   feme  prize  brought  in. 

'  Sail,  Sir,  me's  yours;  you  fought, and  well  deferveher.' 

Go<v,  Noble  Don  Manuel !  welcome  on  iliore  !  I  fee  you 
are  fortunate ;  for  I  prefume  that's  fome  uncommon  prize. 

D.  Man.   She  is  indeed Thefe    ten  years  I  have 

known  the  feas,  and  many  rough  engagements  there ; 
but  never  faw  fo  fmall  a  bark  fo  long  defended,  with  fuch. 
incredible  valour,  and  by  two  men  fcarce  arm'd  too. 

Go<v.  Is'tpoffible! 

D.  Man.  Nay,  and  their  contempt  of  death,  when 
taken,  exceeds  even  all  they  afted  in  their  freedom. 

Gov.  Pray,  tell  us,  fir. 

D.  Man-.  When  they  were  brought  aboard  us,  both 
difarm'd  and  ready  to  be  fetter'd,  they  look'd  as  they 
had  fworn  never  to  take  the  bread  of  bondage,  and  on 
a  fudden  fnatching  up  their  fwords,  (the  younger  taking 
firft  from  this  fair  maid  a  farewel  only  with  his  eyes) 
both  leapt  into  the  fea. 

GOT;.   'Tis  wonderful  indeed. 

D.  Man.  It  wrought  fb  much  upon  me,  had  not  our 
own  fafety  hinder'd,  (at  that  time  a  great  fhip  purfu- 
ing  us)  I  wou'd  in  charity  have  ta'en  'em  up,  and  with 
their  lives  they  mould  have  had  their  liberty. 

Ang.  Too  late,  alas  !  they're  loft  !   (Heart-wounding 

thought  !  for  ever  loll  ! 1  now  am  friendlefs,  mifer- 

able,  and  a  flave. 

D.Man.  Take  comfort,  fair  one,  perhaps  you  yet  again 
may  fee  'em  :  they  were  not  quite  a  league  from  fltore, 
and  with  fuch  ftrength  and  courage  broke  through  the 
rolling  waves,  they  cou'd  not  fail  of  life  and  fafety. 

Ang .  In  that  laft  hope,  I  bro(  k  a  wretched  being  : 
but  if  they're  dead,  my  woes  will  find  fo  many  doors  to 
let  out  life,  I  mall  not  longfurvive  'em. 

El<v.   Alas !  poor   lady  !  come,   fir,   mifery  but  weeps 

the  more,   when  fhe  is  gaz'd  on we  trouble  her. 

Goi>.  I  wait  on  you  :    your  fervant,   fir. 

[Exeunt  Elv.  and  Gov. 

D.  Man.  Now,  my  fair  captive,  tho'  I  confcfs  you 
beautiful,  yet  give  me  leave  to  own  my  heart  has  long 
been  in  another's  keeping  ;  therefore  the  favour  I  am 
;  bout  to  aik,  you  may  at  leult  hear  with  fafety. 


THE  FOP's  FORTUNE.  37 

Ang.  This  has  engag'd  me,  fir,   to  hear. 

D.  Man.  Thefe  three  years  have  I  honourably  lov'd 
a  noble  lady,  her  name  Lotei/a,  the  beauteous  niece  of 
great  Ferrara's  duke  :  her  perfon  and  fortune  uncon- 
trol'd,  fole  miftrefs  of  herfelf  and  me,  who  long  have 
languiih'd  in  an  hopelefs  conftancy.  Now  I  perceive, 
in  all  your  language,  and  your  looks,  a  foft'ni-ng  power, 
nor  can  a  fuit  by  you  promoted  be  deny'd  :  therefore  I 
vvou'd  awhile  intreat  your  leave  to  recommend  you,  as 
her  companion,  ato  this  lady's  favour:  and  (as  I  am  fure 
you'll  foon  be  near  her  clofeit  thoughts)  if  you  can 
think  upon  the  honeft  courtefies  I  hitherto  have  fhewn 
your  modelty,  and  in  your  happy  talk,  hut  name  with 
any  mark  of  favour  me,  or  my  unweary'd  love,  'twould 
be  a  generous  aft  wou'd  fix  me  ever  grateful  to  its  memory. 

Ang.  Such  poor  aiTiftance,  fir,  as  one  diftrefs'd  like 
me,  can  give,  ihall  willingly  be  paid :  *  if  I  can  fteal 
•'  butany  thoughts  from  my  own  misfortunes,  reft  aflurM, 
.'  they'll  be  employ'd  in  healing  yours.' 

D.  Man,  I'll  itudy  to  deferve  this  goodnefs ;  for  the 
prcfent,  think  my  poor  houle  your  own  ;  at  night  I'll 
wait  «n  you  to  the  lady,  'till  when  I  am  your  guard. 

•Ang.   You  have  bound  me  to  your  fervice 

[Exeunt  D.  Manuel  and  Angelina. 
The   SCENE   changes   to  a  church,   the  vefpers  Juppos'd 

to  be  juft  ended,  federal  'walking  out.      Carlos  and  Don 

Lewis  rijing   near  Louifa  and  Honoria.     Louifa  oL~ 

fer--jing  Carlos. 

Hon.  Come,  madam,  mall  we  walkout?  The  croud's 
pretty  well  over  now. 

Lou.  But  then  that  melancholy  foftnefs  in  his  look  ! 

[To  herfelf. 

Hon.  Coufin  !    Donna  Louifa  ! 

Lou.  Ev'n  in  his  devotions  too,  fuch  graceful  adora 
tion fo  fweet  a 

Hon.   Coufin,  will  you  go  ? 

Lou.  Pihaw,   time  enough Prithee  let's  walk  a 

litcle  this  way. 

Hon.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ? 

[Tby  walkfro.n  D.  Lewis  and  Carlos. 

Car. 
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Car.  To  what  are  we  referv'd  ! 

D.  Lew.  For  no  good,  I  am  afraid  ••  •  My  III 

luck  don't  ufe  to  give  over,  when  her  hand's  in  ;  flic's 

always  in  hafte One  misfortune  generally  comes 

galloping  in  upon  the  back  of  another Drowning 

we  have  efcap'd  miraculoufly ;  vvou'd  the  fear  of  hang 
ing  were  over  too ;  our  being  fo  ftrangely  fav'd  from  one, 
fmells  damnable  rank  of  the  other.  Tho'  I  am  oblig'd 
to  thee,  Carlos,  for  what  life  I  have,  and  I'll  thank 
thee  for't,  if  ever  I  fet  foot  upon  my  eflate  again  :  faith, 
I  was  juil  gone;  if  thou  hadil  not  taken  me  upon  thy 
back  the  laft  hundred  yards,  by  this  time  I  had  been 

food  for  herrings  and  mackrel but  it's  pretty  well 

as  it  is  ;  for  there  is  not  much  difference  between  llarving 

and  drowning ail  in  good  time— -we  are  poor  enough 

in  confcience,  and  I  don't  know  but  two  days  more 
failing,  might  really  make  us  hungry  too. 

Lou.  They  are  ftrangers  then,  and  ieem  in  fome  ne- 
ceffity.  [Afide. 

Car.  Thefe  are  light  wants  to  me,  I  find  'em  none, 
when  weigh'd  with  Angelina's  lofs ;  when  I  i  eflecl  on 
her  diilrefs,  the  hardfhips  and  the  cries  of  helplefs 
bondage  ;  the  infolent,  the  deaf  defiresof  men  in  power  j 
O  !  I  cou'd  wifh  the  fate  that  fav'd  us  from  the  ocean's 
fury,  in  kinder  pity  of  our  love's  diilrefs,  had  bury'd  us 
in  one  wave  embracing. 

Lou.  How  tenderly  he  talks !  this  were  indeed  a 
lover !  [Afide. 

D.  Leiv.  A  moil  unhappy  lofs  indeed!  but  come,  don't 
defpair,  boy  ;  the  fhip  that  took  us  was  a  Portuguefe,  of 
Lijlon  too,  I  believe  ;  who  knows  but  fome  way  cr  other 
we  may  hear  of  her  yet  ?  Come  don't  be  melancholy. 

'  Car.  In  that  poor  hope  I  live O  thou  dread 

'  power!  ilupendous  Authorof  univerfal being,  and cf  thy 
*  wondrous  works,  that  virgin  wife,  the  mailer-piece,  look 
'  down  upon  her  ;  let  the  bright  virtues  of  her  untainted 
'  mind,  fue  'or,  and  protedl  her :  O  let  her  youth,  her 
'  fpotlefs  innocence,  to  which  all  p:  ffages  in  Heaven  Hand 
'  open,  appear  before  thy  throne  diilreis'd,' and  meet  fome 
'  niiracle  to  lave  her. 

*  Lou.  Who  would  not  die,  to  be  fo  pray'd  for  ?  [Afide. 

•  D.  Lnv. 
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*  D.  Lew.  Faith,   Carlos,    thou  haft  pray'd  heartily, 

*  I'll  fay  that  for  thee  ;  fo  that  if  any  good  fortune  will 

*  pay  us  a  vifit,  we  are  ready  to  receive  her  now,  as  foon 
'  as  Ihepleafes,  Come  don't  be  melancholy.' 

Car.  Have  I  not  caufe  ?  were  not  my  force  of  faith 
fuperior  to  my  hopelefs  reafon,  I  could  not  bear  the 
infults  of  my  fortune;  but  I  have  rais'd  myfelf,  by 
elevated  faith,  as  far  above  defpair,  as  reafon  lifts  me 
from  the  brute. 

D.  Leiu.  Why  now,  would  not  this  make  any  one 
weep,  to  hear  a  young  man  talk  fo  finely,  when  he  is 
ajmoft  famifh'd  ? 

Lou.   What  are  you  faying,  coufin  ? 

Hon.  I  wou'd  have  faid,  madam,  but  you  wou'd  not 
hear  me. 

Lou.  Prithee  forgive  me,  I  was  in  the  oddeft  thought: 
let's  walk  a  little.  I'll  have  him  dogg'd.  [Afide.]  Jaques  f 
\W~bifpers.~\  '  What  was't  you  aflc'd  me,  coufm  ? 

'  Hon.  The  reafon  of  your  averfion  to  Don  Manuel  ? 
'  you  know  he  loves  you. 

'  Lou.  I  hate  his  love. 

'  Hon.  But  why,  pray  ?  you  know  'tis  honourable,  and 
'  fo  is  his  family  ;  nor  is  his  fortune  lefs:  I  faould  think, 
'  the  more  defirable,  becaufc  his  courage  and  his  cenduci 
'  on  the  feas  have  rais'd  it ;  nay,  with  all  this,  he's  ex- 
'  tremely  modeft  too. 

'  Lou.  Therefore,  I  might  hate  him. 

'  Hon.  For  his  modefty  ? 

4  Lou.  Is  any  thing  fo  fleepy,  fo  flat,  and  infupporta- 

*  ble,  as  a  modeft  lover  ? 

*  Hon.  Wou'd  you  bear  impudence  in  a  lover  ? 

'  Lou.  I  don't  know  ;  it's  more  tolerable  in  a  man,  than 
'  the  woman  ;  and  there  muft  be  impudence  on  the  one 
c  iide,  before  they  can  both  come  to  a  right  underftanding. 

*  Hon.   Why,  what  will  you  have  him  do  ? 

'  Lou.  That's  a  very  home  queftion,  couiln  ;    but,  if 

*  I  lik'd  him,  I  could  tell  you. 

'  Hon.  Suppofeyou  did  like  him  ? 
'  Lou.  Then  I  would  not  tell  you. 
«  Hon.  Why  ? 

*  Lou.  'Caufe  I  ihould  have  more  difcretion. 

I  «  Hon. 
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*  Hon.  Blefs  me !  fure  you  would  not  do  any  thing1 

*  you  would  be  alham'd  to  tell  ? 

'  Lou,  That's  true  ;  but  if  one  fhou'd,  you  know, 
'  twou'd  be  filly  to  tell.  No  woman  would  be  fond  of 

*  fhame,  fure 

'  Hon.  But  there's  no  avoiding  it  in  a  fhamefal  aftion. 

*  Lou.  Don't  be  pofitive. 

'  Hon.  All  your  friends  would  mun  you,  point  at  you. 
'  Lou.  And  yet  you  fee  there's  a  world  of  friendfhip 
'  and  good  breeding  among  all  the  women  of  quality. 
'  Hon.  Suppofe  there  be  ? 

*  Lou.  Why  then,  I  fuppofe,  that  a  great  many  of  them 

*  are  mightily  hurry 'd  in  the  care  of  their  reputation. 

'  Hon.  So  you  concl  ude,  that  a  woman  doing  an  ill  thing, 
'  does  herfelf  no  harm,  while  her  reputation's  fafe. 

'  Lou.  It  does  not  do  herfo  much  harm;  and,  of  two 
'  evils,  I'm  always  for  chuling  the  leaft. 

'  Hon.  What  need  you  chufe  either  ? 

'  Lou.  Becaufe  I  have  a  vaft  fortune  in  my  own  hands, 
'  and  love  dearly  to  do  what  I  have  a  mind  to. 

'  Hon.  Why  won't  you  marry  then  ? 

'  Leu.  Becaufe  then  I  muil  only  do  as  my  hufband  has 
'  a  mind  to  ;  and  I  hate  to  be  govern'd :  on  my  foul,  I 
'  would  not  marry,  to  be  an  Ettgufovrifc  ;  not  but  the  dear 
4  jolting  of  a  Hackney  coach,  and  an  eafy  hulband,  are 
'  ftrange  temptations ;  but  from  the  cold  comfort  of  a  fine 
'  coach  with  fprings,  and  a  dull  hufband  with  none,  good 
'  Lord  deliver  me  :  but  then,  the  infolence  of  ours  is  in- 
'  fupportable,  becaufe  the  nafty  law  gives  'em  a  power 
'  over  us,  which  nature  never  delign'd  'em.  For  my  part, 
'  I  had  rather  be  in  love  all  days  of  my  life,  than  marry. 

'  Hon.  That  is,  you  had  rather  bear  the  difeafe,  than 
'  have  the  cure. 

*  Lou.  Marriage  is  inded  a  cure  for  love  ;  but  love's  a 
1  difeafe  I  wou'd  never  be  cur'd  of;  therefore,  no  more 

'  phyfick  dear  couiin  ;  no  more  hufbands 1  hate  your 

'  bitter  draughts not   but    I'm   afraid  I  am  a  little 

'  feverifh — —you'll  think  me  mad 

'  Hon.  What's  the  matter  ?' 

Lou.  liid  you  obferve  thofe  ftrangers  that  have  walk'd 
by  us. 

Hon. 
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Hon.  Not  much  ;  but  what  of  them  ? 

Leu.  Did  you  hear  nothing  of  their  talk  ? 

lion.  1  think  I  did  ;  one  of 'em,  the  younger,  feem'd 
concern'd  for  a  loft  miltrefs. 

Lou.  Ay,  but  fo  near,  fo  tenderly  concern'd,  his  looks, 
as  well  as  words,  fpeaking  an  inward  grief,  that  could 
not  flow  from  every  common  paffion  :  1  mult  know  more 
of  him. 

Hon.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

I.ott.  Muft  fpeak  to  him. 

Hon.  By  no  means. 

Leu.  Why,  you  fee  they  are  ftrangers,  I  believe  in  fome 
oecefiity ;  and  fince  they  feem  not  born  to  beg  relief,  to 
offer  it  unafk'd,  would  add  fome  merit  to  the  charity. 

Hon.  Confider. 

Lou.  1  hate  it fir fir    •      . 

D.  Leiv.  Would  you  fpeak  with  me,  madam  ? 

Leu.  Ifyoupleafe,  with  your  friend— —not  to  inter 
rupt  you,  fir. 

Car.  Your  pleafure,  lady  ? 

Lou.  You  feem  a  ftranger,  fir. 

Car.   A  moft  unfortunate  one. 

Lou.  If  I  am  not  deceiv'd,  in  want :  pardon  my  free 
dom if  I  have  err'd,  as  freely  tell  me  fo  ;  if  not,  as 

earneft  of  your  better  fortune,  this   trifle  fues  for  your 
acceptance. 

D.  Lew.  Take  it,  boy. 

Car.  A  bounty  fo  unmerited,  and  from  an  hand  un 
known,  fills  me  with  furprife  and  wonder :  but  give  me 
leave,  in  honefty,  to  warn  you,  lady,  of  a  too  heedlefs 
purchafe  ;  for  if  you  mean  it  as  the  bribe  to  any  evil  you 
would  have  me  praclife,  be  not  offended,  if  I  dare  not 
take  it. 
«  'Lou.  How  affably  he  talks !  how  chafte  !  how  inno- 

'  cent  his  thought!  he  muft  be  won! [4/ide.~\ ' 

You  are  too  fcrupulofis  ;  I   have  no  hard  deiigns  upon 

your  honefty -only  this be  wife  and  cautious, 

if  you  mould  follow  me  ;  I  am  obferv'd,  farewell.  J'aques! 

——Will  you  walk,  coufin  ? —  \_Whi/pers  Jaques.J 

• and  bring  me  word  immediately 1  am  going 

home.  [Exeunt  Lou.  and  Hon. 

D.  lew. 
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D.  Lew.  Let's  fee,    odlheart !  follow  her,    man 
why,  'tis  all  geld  ! 

Car,  Difpofe  it  as  you  pleafe. 

D.  Lew.  I'll  firft  have  a  better  title  to't. No,  'tis 

all  thine,  boy 1  hold  an  hundred  piitoles  flic's  fome 

great  fortune  in   love  with  you 1  lay,  follow  her — 

nnce  you  have  loll  one  wife  before  you  had  her,  I'd  have 
you  make  fure  of  another  before  you  lofe  her. 

Car.  Fortune,  indeed,  has  difpofTefs'd  her  of  my  per- 
fon  ;  but  her  firm  title  to  my  heart,  not  all  the  iubtle 
arts  or  laws  of  love  can  make  or  violate. 

D.  Lew.  Prithee  follow  her  now!  methinks  I'd  fain 
fee  thee  in  bed  with  fome  body  before  I  die. 

Car.  Be  not  fo  poor  in  thought ;  let  me  intreat  you 
rather  to  employ  'em,  fir,  with  mine,  in  fearch  of  An 
gelina 's  fortune. 

D.  Lew.  Well,  dear  Carlos ,  don't  chide  me  now^ 
I  do  love  thee,  and  I  will  follow  thee.  [Exeunt.. 

SCENE  the  Street.     Enter  Antonio  and  Charino. 

Ant.  You  heard  what  the  failor  faid,  brother,  fuch  a 
{hip  has  put  in  here,  and  fuch  perfons  were  taken  in  it. 
Therefore  my  advice  is,  immediately  to  get  a  warrant 
from  the  government  to  fearch  and  take  'em  up  where- 
ever  we  can  find  'em. 

Cha.  Sir,  you  muft  not  tell  me — I  won't  be  chous'd 
of  my  daughter ;  I  (hall  expedl  her,  fir  j  if  not,  I'll 
take  my  courfe  ;  I  know  the  law.  \Walks  about. 

Ant.  You  really  have  a  great  deal  of  dark  wit,  bro 
ther  ;  but  if  you  know  any  courfe  better  than  a  war 
rant  to  fearch  for  her,  in  the  name  of  wifdom,  take  it ; 

if  not,  here's  my  oath,    and  yours,  and how  now, 

where's  Ckdy,  ? oh,  here  he  comes———— 

Enter  Clodio,  fearcbing  bis  pockets. 
How  now  !  what's  the  matter,  boy  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  it's  gone,  fplit  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter  ?  \Loitder+ 

Clo.  The  beft  joint  in  chriftendom. 

Ant.  Chdy! 

Clo.  Sir,  I  have  loft  my  fnuff-box. 

Ant.  Plhaw,  a  trifle ;  get  thee  another,  man. 

Clo  Sir,  'tis  not  to  be  had— —  befides,  1  dare  not  fhew 

my 
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my  face  at  Parts  without  it.      What  do  you  think  her 
grace  will  fay  to  me  ? 

Cha.  Well,  upon  fecond  thoughts,  I  am  content  to 
fearch. 

Clo.  I  have  fearchej  all  my  pockets  fifty  times  over, 
to  no  purpofe. 

Cha.  Pockets! 

Clo.  It's  impoffible  to  fellow  it,  but  in  Paris I'll 

go  to  Paris,  fplit  me.  \_AJide. 

Cba.  To  Paris  /  why  you  don't  fuppofe  my  daughter's 
there,  fir  ? 

Clo.  I  don't  know  but  me  may,  fir  :  but  I  am  fure  they 
make  the  bed  joints  in  Europe  there. 

Cha.  Joints  !— — — <my  Ibn-in-law  that  fhou'd  have 
been,  feems  Itrangely  alter'd  for  the  worfe.  But  come, 
let's  to  the  governor. 

Clo.  I'll  have  it  cry'd,  faith  ;  or,  if  that  won't  do,  L 
have  a  lucky  thought ;  I'll  offer  thirty  piftoles  to  the  finder, 
in  the  Paris  Gazette,  in  pure  compliment  to  the  favours 
of  *  Madam  la  Ducbefs  de Mum.  I'll  do't,  faith. 

Ant.   Come  along,  Clody.    [Exeunt  Ant.  <z«^Charino. 

Clo.  Sir,  I  mull  look  a  little,  I'll  follow  you  prefently ; 
my  poor  pretty  box  !  ah,  plague  o'  my  fea-voyage. 
Enter  afer-vant  haftily  ivitb  a  flambeaux. 

3er<v.  By  your  leave,  fir,  my  mailer's  coming;  pray, 
fir,  clear  the  way. 

Clo.  Ha !  why  thou  art  pert,  my  love ;  prithee,  who 
is  thy  mafter,  child  ! 

Scrv.  The  valiant  Don  Ditart,  fir;  nephew  to  the 
governor  of  Lijlcn. 

Clo.  Well,  child,  and  what  ?  does  he  eat  every  man, 
he  meets ! 

Ser<v.  No,  fir,  but  he  challenges  every  man  that  takes  the 
wall  of  him,  and  always  fends  me  before  to  clear  the  way. 

Clo.  Ha  !  a  pretty  harmlefs  humour  that  ?  Is  this  he, 

child  ! you  may  look  as  terrible  asyoupleafe,  I  muft 

banter  you,  fplit  me,  \AJide. 

Enter  Don  Duart,  ftalking  up  to  Clodio. 

D.  Du.  Do  you  know  me,  fir  ! 

Clo.   Hey  !  ho  !  [Loo&s  carelejly  on  him,  and  gapes. 

D.  Du.  Do  you  know  me,  fir? 

Clo. 
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Clo.  You  did  not  fee  my  fnuff-box,  fir,  did  you  ? 
D.  Du.  Sir,  in  Lijbonno  man  aflcs  me  a  queftion  co- 
\£trikes  o^~Clodio'/  bat.~\  Now  you  know  me. 
Perfectly  well,    fir. — Hi!  hi!  I  like  you  migh- 
-you  are  not  a  bully,  fir  ? 
D.  Du.  You  are  faucy,  friend. 
Clo.  Ay,   it's  a  way  I  have,  after  I'm  affronted-  — 

Thou  art  really  the  moft  extraordinary— umph that 

ever  I  met  with !  now,  fir,   do  you  know  me,  fplit  me  ? 
D.  Du.  Knowthee!  take  that,  peafant ! 

[Strikes  him,  and  loth  draw. 

Clo.  I  can't,  upon  my  foul,  fir ;  aliens  !  now  we  mail 
come  to  a  right  underftanding.  [They  fight, 

Sertr.  Help  !  murder  !  help  ! 

Clo.  Allans  !  to  our  better  acquaintance,  fir  ;  ahah  ! 
[D.  Du.  falls.]  he  has  it !  never  pufh'd  better  in  my 
life,  never  in  my  life,  fplit  me. 

Seri>.   O  !  my  matter's  kill'd  !   help  ho  !  murder  help ! 

Clo.  Hey  !  why  faith,  child,  that's  very  true  as  thou 

fay 'ft,  and  fo  the  devil  take  the  hindmoft.   [Exit  Clodio. 

Enter  Officers. 

ift  Qjfi.  How  now!  who's  that  cries  murder? 
Serv.  O,  my  mafter's  murder'd  ;  fome  of  you  follow 
me,  this  way  he  took  !  let's  after  him help  !  mur 
der  !  help  !  [Exit. 
zd  Offi.   'Tis  Don  Duart. 

I  ft  Ojfi.  So,  pride  has  got  a  fall;  he  has  paid  for't 
now  ;  you  have  met  with  your  match,  faith,  fir.  Come, 
let's  carry  the  body  to  the  good  lady  his  fitter  Donna. 
Elvira  ;  you  purfue  the  murderer,  I'll  warrant  him  fome 
civil  gentleman  ;  ye  need  not  make  too  much  hatte,  for 

if  he  does  'fcape,  'tis  no  great  matter Come  along. 

[Exeunt  with  the  body, 
Enter  Carlos  and  Don  Lewis. 

D.  Leiu.  Come   along,    Carlos,   I'm  fure  'tis   (lie  by 
their  defcription  ;  and  if  that  brawny  dog,   the  captain, 
has  plaid  her  no  foul  play,  (he  (han't  want  ranfom,  if 
all  my  eftate  can  purchafe  it. 
Car.   Now  fortune  guide  us. 

Enter  Jaques  aWBravoes,  with  a  chair. 

'.s.  That's  he,  the  talleft befure  you  fpare 

his 
'*« 
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his  perfon only  force  him  into  this  chair,  and  carry 

him  as  dire&ed. 

ift  Bra.  What  muft  be  done  with  the  old  fellow  ? 
Jaques.  We  muft  have  him  too,  left  he  mould  dog  the 
other,  and  be  troublefome.     If  he  won't  come  quietly, 
bring  him  anyhow.1  Follow  foftly,    we  mall  fnap 

'em  as  they  turn  the  corner. 
A  noij'e  of  follow ,    Sec.  Enter  Clodio  hajtily  from  the  other 

fide. 

Clo.  Ah !  Pox  of  their  nofes !    the  dogs  have   fmelt 
me  out  !  what  mail  I  do  ?  if  they    take  me,  I  lhall  be 

hang'd,  fplit  me  1 ha!   a  door  open!  faith  i' 11  in 

at  a  venture  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Bravoes  with  Carlos  in  a  chair,  fame  haling  in 

Don  Lewis. 

D.  Lew.    O   my  poor   boy  Carlos !-•  Carlos !— 

help  !  murder  ! 

i/?  Bra.  Hold  your  peace,  fool,  if  you'd  be  well  us'd. 
D.  Lew.  Sir,  I  will  not  hold  my  peace ;  dogs  !  rogues ! 
villains  !  help  !  murder  ! 

\Jl  Bra.    Nay,  then  by  your  leave,   old  gentleman. 
»•  So,  bring  him  along. 

D.  Lew.   Aw !   aw  !   aw  !      [They  gag  him,  and  carry 

him  head  and  heels.      Exeunt. 

SCENE  &   chamber,  Elvira  and  her    fervaat    <u;it& 

lights. 

Ely.  Is  not  rny  brother  come  home  yet  ? 
Serv.  Ihavenotfeen  him,  madam. 
El--v.   Go  and  feek  him  ;    every  where — I'll  not  reft 
till  you  return  ;  take  away  your  lights  too  ;  for  my  de 
votions  are  written  in  my  heart,   and  I    ihall  read  'em 
without  a  taper.  \Exeunt fer<v ants. 

Enter  Clodio  foaling  in. 

Clo.  Ah  !  poor  Clody  !  what  will  become  of  thee  ?  thy 
condition,  I'm  afraid,  is  but  very  indifferent — follow'd 
behind!  ftopt  before!  and  beiet  on  both  fides!  ah! 
poxo'my  wit !  I  muft  be  bantering,  muft  I  ?  .but  let  me 

lee  !  where  ami!  an  odd  fort  of  an  houfe  this all 

the  doors  open,  and  no  body  in't !  ao  noife !  no  whifper ! 
»o  dog  {lining. 

Eh. 
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El<v.  Who's  that  ? 

Clo.  Ha  !  a  woman's  voice, 

El-v.  Who  are  you  ?  Who  waits  there  :  Stephaxo  !  Julia! 

Clo.  Gadfo  !  'tis  the  lady  of  the  houfe  ;  fhe  can't  fee 
my  unfortunate  face  however.  Faith,  I'll  e'en  make  a 
grave  fpeech,  tell  her  my  cafe,  and  beg  her  protection. 

1'1/v.  Speak J  what  are  you  ? 

Clo.  Madam,  a  moft  unfortunate  young  gentleman. 

Elv.  I  am  fure  you  are  a  man  of  moft  ill  manners,  to 
prels  thus  boldly  to  my  private  chamber.  Whither 
ivou'd  you  ?  What  want  you  ? 

Clo.  Gracious  madam,  hear  me  ;  I  am  a  ftranger 
moft  unfortunate,  and  my  diftrefs  has  made  me  rudely 
~prefs  for  your  protection  :  if  you  refufe  it,  madam,  I 

am  undone  for  ever  by 1  fay,  madam,  I  am  utterly 

undone  !   Twas  coming,    faith  !  [dfide. 

El<v.  Alas  !  his  fear  confounds  him.  What  is't  pur- 
iues  you,  fir  ? 

Clo.  An  outcry  of  officers ;  the  law's  at  my  heels,  ma 
dam,  tho'  juftice  I'm  not  afraid  of. 

Etv.  How  could  you  offend  the  one,  and  not  the  other  ? 

CVc.  Being  provok'd,  madam,  by  the  infolence  of  my 
"enemy,  in  my  own  defence,  I  juft  now  left  him  dead  in 
the  ftreet.  I  am  a  very  young  man,  madam,  and  I  would 
not  willingly  be  hang'd  in  a  ftrange  country,  methinks  ; 
which  I  certainly  fhall  be,  unlefs  your  tender  charity 

•protects  me Gad,  I  have  a  rare  tongue,  I  have  a 

rare  tongue,  faith  !  [Afede. 

El--v.  Poor  wretch,    I  pity  him  ! 

Clo.  Madr.m,  your  houfe  is  now  my  only  fanctuary, 
my  altar  ;  therefore  I    beg   you,   upon  my  knees,   ma 
dam,    take  pity  of  a  poor  bleeding  victim. 
EI-j.   Are  you  a  Caftilian  ? 

Clo.  No,   madam,  I  was  born  in — in — in— what  d'ye 

caH'um— in 

Elv.  Nay,  I  afk  not  with  purpofe  to  betray  you  ; 
•were  you  ten  thoufand  times  a  Spaniard,  the  nation  we 
fortuguefe  moft  hate,  in  fuch  diftrefs,  I  yet  would  give 
you  my  protection. 

Clo    May  I  depend  upon  you,  madam?  am  I  fafe  ? 
Ei'V.  Safe  as  my  power,  my  word,  or  vow  can  make 

you : 
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yon  :  enter  that  door,  which  leads  you  to  a  clofet ; 
Ihould  the  officers  come,  as  you  expecl,  they  owe  fuch 
reverence  to  my  lodgings,  they'll  fearch  no  further  thaji 
iny  leave  invites  'em. 

Clo.  D'ye  think,  madam,  you  can  perfuade  'em  ? 

El-v.  Fear  not,  I'll  warrant  you  ;    away  ! 

Clo.  The  breath  of  gods,  and  eloquence  of  angels, 
go  along  with  you'  [Exit. 

El-j.  Alas  ?  who  knows  but  that  the  charity  I  afford 
this  itranger,  perhaps  my  brother,  eliewhere,  may  ftand 
in  need  of.  How  he  trembles  !  I  hear  his  breath  come 
fhort,  hither.  Be  of  comfort,  fir,  once  more  I  give 
you  my  folemn  promife  for  your  fafety. 

Enter  fer<u ant  and  officers,  ivitb  DOK  Duart's  body. 

Ser-v.  Here,  bring  in  the  body O  !  madam,  my 

mailer's  kill'd. 

El-o.  What  fay'fl  thou  ? 

Serir.  Your  brother,  madam,  my  mafter,  young  Don 
Duart's  dead;  he  jnft  now  quarrelled  with  a  gentleman, 
who  unfortunately  kill'd  him  in  the  ftreet. 

Eh.  Ah  me  ! 

\ft  Off.  We  are  inform'd,  madam,  that  the  murderer 
was  feen  to  enter  this  houfe,  which  made  us  prefs  into 
it  to  apprehend  him. 
•Eh.   Oh! 

Scrv.   Help,  ho,  my  lady  faints.       [Enter  two  mni/s. 

\Jl  Off..  Give  her  air,  fhe'll  recover.  [Clodio  peeps  in. 

Clo.  Hey  ! why,  what  the  devil !  am  I  fafer  than 

I  would  be  now  ?-— Exaflly 1  have  nick'd  the  houie 

to  an  hair Juft  fo  I  did  at  Paris  too,   when  I  took  a 

lodging  at  a  bailiffs  that  had  three  writs  againft  me— — 
This  damn'd  clofet  too  has  ne'er  a  chimney  to  creep  out 
at---Ah  !  poor  CloJy  /  v/ou'd  thou  wert  fairly  in  a  florin 
at  fea  again,  for  I'm  plaguily  afraid  thou  wert  not  born 
to  be  drown'd.  [Retires. 

Elv.  Standoff,  my  forrows  will  have  way  ;  (3 my  un 
happy  brother!  fuch  an  end  as  this  thy  haughty  mind 
did  long  fince  prophefy  !  and  to  increafe  my  mifery,  thy 
wretched  fifter  wilfully  mult  make  a  breach  of  what  fhe 
has  vow'd,  or  thou  fall  unreveng'd.  '  Revenge  and 
*  Juilke  both  ftand  knocking  at  my  heart,  but  hofpi table 

'faith 
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'  faith  has  barr'd  their  entrance  :  if  I  fliou'd  give  'em 
'  way,  I  am  forfworn ;  if  not,  am  impious  to  a  brother's 
'  memory.  Is  there  no  means  ?  no  middle  path  of 
*  fafety  left  ?  muft  I  protedl  my  brother's  murderer  ?  or 
'  break  a  folemn  vow,  on  which  another's  life  depends  r* 
Enter  Go-verncr. 

Gov.  Where's  this  unhappy  fight  ?— Alas !  he's  gone 
paft  all  recovery.  Reproof  comes  now  too  hite. 

Eh.  Itftallbefo;  I'll  take  the  lighter  evil  of  the 
two,  and  keep  the  folemn  vow  to  which  jult  Heaven 
was  witnefs :  the  wounds  of  perjury  never  can  be  cur'd, 
butjultice  may  again  overtake  the  murderer,  when  no 
ram  vows  protedl:  him. 

Go<v.  Take  comfort,  niece. 

EI-V.  O  forbear  ;  fearch  for  the  murderer,  and  remove 
the  body  at  your  difcretion,  fir,  to  be  interr'd,  while  I 
'fhut  out  the  offenfive  day,  and  here  in  folitude  indulge  my 
forxow;  therefore  I  beg  my  neareft  friends,  and  you,  my 
lord,  for  fome  few  days,  tofpare  your  charitable  vifits. 

GO--V.  I  grieve  for  your  misfortune,  niece ;  but  fince 
you'll  have  it  fo,  we  take  our  leaves ;  farewel-— Bring 
forth  the  body. 

[Exeunt  Governor  and  Servants  with  the  body. 

Clo.  Hey !  what,  are  they  gone  away  without  me  ? 
and  by  her  contrivance  too Gadfo! 

El-v.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  to  whom  I've  given  means  of 
life,  to  let  thee  fee  with  what  religion  I  have  kept  my 
vow,  come  fearlefs  forth,  while  night's  thy  friend,  and 
pafs  unknown. 

Clo.  If  this  is  not  love,  the  devil's  in't.  \_Afide. 

El<v.  Fly  with  thy  utmoit  fpecd,  where  I  may  never 
fee  the  more. 

Clo.  Ay,  that's  her  modefty.  \_Af.dc. 

El-'j.  And  let  that  charitable  faith  thou  haft  found  in 
tne,  perfuade  thee  to  atone  thy  crime  by  penitence. 

Clo.  Poor  foul  !  I  may  find  a  better  way  to  thank  thee 
for't. 

El<v.  You  are  at  the  door  now,  farewel  for  ever. 

Clo.  Which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  what  wou'd  I  give 

to  fee  you  again  ?— — -All  in  good  time,  child 

\Exeun' ' . 
A  CT 
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ACT.        IV. 

Eater  Don  Duart  in  his  night  gown,  fur geon,  and  few  ants, 

'  D.  Du.  ~\  /T  A  Y  I  venture  yet  abroad,  fir  ? 

JlVJl    '  Surg.  With  fafety,    fir,  your  wound 
'  was  never  dangerous ;    tho'   from  your  great  lofs  of 

*  blood,  you  feem'd  awhile  without  figns  of  life. 

'  D.  Du.  Sir,  do  you   know  if  the  gentleman  that 

*  wounded  me  be  in  cuftody  ? 

'  Surg.  He  was  never  taken,  fir,  nor  known  that  I 
'  could  hear  of. 

'  D.  Du.  I  am  forry  for't ;  for  could  I  find  him, 
'  which  now  mail  be  my  earnefl  care,  I  would  with  real 

*  fervices  acknowledge  him  my  belt  of  friends,  in  having 

*  proved  fo  fortunate  an  enemy ;  he  has  bellowed  on  me 

*  a  fecond  life,  which,  from  a  clearer  infight  of  myfelf, 

*  will  teach  me  how  to  ufe  it  better  too.     How  does  my 

*  filler  fee.m  to  bear  my  fortune  ? 

'  Surg.  I  never  knew  the  lofs  of  any  friend  lamented 

*  with  more  forrow  ;  me  fuffers  none  to  viiit  her,  nor  is 

*  me  acquainted  with  your  recovery. 

*  D.  Du.  I  would  not  have  her  yet,  nor  any  of  my 
'  friends  ;  no  moilture  fooner  dries,  than  women's  tears; 
'  and  tho'  I  am  apt  to  think  my  filler  honeft  in  her  for- 

*  row,  yet  knowing  her  a  woman,  ftill  I  am  refolv'd  to 

*  make  a  further  trial  of  her  virtue. 

'  Surg.  Sir,  you  may  command  my  fecrecy. 

*  D.  Du.  1  thank  you,  fir,  'twill  oblige  me---boy  ! 

*  Serv.  Sir. 

'  D.  Du.  Do  you  think  you  know  again  the  gcritlc- 

*  man  that  fought  me  ? 

€  Scrv.  I  believe  I  may,  fir. 

*  D.  Du.  I'd  have  you  fuddenly  inquire  him  out;  he 
c  feem'd,  by  his  report,  of  France,  or  England ';   if  fo, 
'  you'll  probably  find  him  in  fome  lewd  houfe  or  other. 

*  Svrv.  Rather  at  church,  fir;  for  no  body  will  fufpcft 
'  him  there. 

C  D;  Du. 
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'  D.  Du.  Seek  him  every  where  ;  come,    fir,  I  wait 
4  for  you.  [Extant.* 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Louifa'/  houfe . 
*  Enter  Don  Manuel  and  Angelina. 
'  "Q-.-Man.  Now,  madam,  let  my  hard  fortune  teach 

*  you  a  little  to  endure  your  own.     You  fee  with  what 
4  fevere  neglect  fhe  ftill  receives  my  humble  love ;   no- 

*  thing  I  fay,  or  do,  has  any  weight  or  motion  in  her 
4  thoughts  for  me. 

'  JIng.  You  are  too  diffident  of  your  fortune  ;  I  wou'd 

*  not  have  an  honeft  mind  defpair  ;  fhe  feem'd,  indeed,  a 

*  little  carelefs    of  you-— you  gave  her  no  offence,   I'm 
4  confident.     See,  here  fhe  comes  ;  take  heed  how  you 
4  difpleafe  her  by  an    impatient  ftay — Pray  go,  in  the 

*  mean  time  I'll  think  of  you indeed  I  will. 

'  D.  Man.  I  am  yours  for  ever [Exeunt federally .' 

Enter  luouifa  and  Jaques,  Jeruantt  waiting. 

Lou.  Were  they  both  leiz'd  ? 

Jay.  Both,  madam,    and  will    be  here  immediately. 
f  ran  before,  to  give  your  ladyfhip  notice. 

Lou.  You   know  my  orders  ;  when  they  are  enter'd, 

bar  all  the  doors,  and   on  your   lives  let   every  orte  be 

mute,   ar>  I  directed— I  mult  retire  awhile.          [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bravoes,   who  let  Carlos  out   of  the  chair,   while 

others  throw  dcwn  Don  Lewis  gagg'd  and  bound. 

Car.   So,  gentlemen,  you  find  I've  not  refilled  you— 
but  now  pray  let  me  know  my  crime  ?   Why  have  you 
brought  me  hither?  where  am  I?  if  in  prifon,  look  in 
my  face,   perhaps  you  have  miltaken  me  for  another. 
[Jaques  holds  tip  his  Janthorn,  nods,  and  exit  with  the  reft. 

You  feem  to  know  me,  fir All  dumb,  and  vanifh'd  ; 

my  fortune's  humourous,   flic  fports  with  me. 

D.  Len>;.   Aw  !    aw  ! 

Car.  What's  here  !  a.  fellow  prifoner  !  who  are  you  ! 

D.  Lenv.   Aw  !    aw  ! 

Car.  Do  you  fpeak  no  other  language  ? 

D.  Lew.   Aw  !  aw  !  aw  !  \Louiicr..' 

Car.  Nay,    that's  the  fame. 

D.  Lew. 'Oh  !  [Sighing. 

Car.  Poor  wretch  !  I  am  afraid  he  would  fpeak  if  he 
cou'd. 

Re- 
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\Re-enter  Jaques  and  fer<vants  with   lights,  ivbo  releaft 
Don  Lewis.] 

Sure  they  think  I  walk  in  my  fleep,  and  won't  fpeak, 
for  fear  of  waking  me. 

D.  Leiv.  Sir,  your  moft  humble  fervant ;   and  now 
my  tongue's  at  liberty,  pray,  will    you  do  me  the  fa 
vour  to  mew  me  the  way  home  again  ? 
What  a  pox,  are  you  all  dumb  ?  -  [Exeunt  mutes. 

Well,   fir,  and   p-ay  what  are Carlos/  ah!   my 

dear  boy  !  [Kijfis  him. 

Car.  My  uncle  !  nay  then  my  fortune  has  not  quite 
forfaken  me  !  how  came  you  hither,  fir  ! 

D.  Leiv.  Faith,  like  a  corpfe  into  church,  boy,  with 
my  heels  foremoil ;  but  prithee  howdidft  thoucome  ? 

Car.  You  faw  the  men  that  feiz'd  us  j  they  forc'd 
me  into  a  chair,  and  brought  me. 

D.  Leiv.  Well,  but  a  pox  plague  'em,  what  is  all  this 
for  ?  what  wou'd  they  have  ? 

Car.  That  we  mull  wait  their  pleafure  to  be  inform'd 
of;  they  have  indeed  alarm'd  my  reafon,  not  my  con- 
fcience  ;  that's  Hill  at  reft,  fearlefs  of  any  danger. 

D.  Lew.  The   fons  of  whores   won't  fpeak  neither. 
Hey  day  !    what's  to  be  done  now  ? 
Enter  Jaques,  iindJervantSyivith  a.  banquet,  ivine,  an  J  lights. 

Car.  More  riddles  yet  1  1  dream  fure. 

[Jaques  compliments  D.  Lewis  to  take  his  chair. 

D.  Leiv.  For  me?  Sir,  your  moil  humble  fervant; 
[5Y/J-.]  Carlos!  fit  down,  boy. 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  a  parcel  of  filly  dumb  dogs !  is  this  all 
the  birfmefs  ?  puppies  !  did  they  think  I  wou'd  not  come 
to  fupper,  without  being  brought  neck  and  heels  to't  ? 

Car.  Amazement  all  !  what  can  it  end  in  ? 

D.  Leiv.  Never  trouble  thy  head,    prithee  ;    pox   of 

queftions  ;  fall  to,  man delicate  food  truly  •  ••« 

Here- Dumb  !   prithee  give's  a  glafs  of  wine,  to  wet 

the  way  a  little:  come,  Carlos,  here's,  here's ho- 

neil  dumb's  health  to  thee  :  [Drixkt.~\  Dumb's  a  very  ho- 
neil  fellow,  faith.  [4  ¥lourijb.~\  \Claps  Jaques  on  tbt  beau. 

Car.  What  harmony's  this  ? 

D.  Lew.  Rare  mufick  indeed  !  let's  eat  and  hear  it. 
C  2  \MuJick  bert, 

Mighty 


5*  LOVE   MAKES  A  MAN;  OR, 

Mighty  fine,  truly 1  have  not  made  an  heartier  meal 

a  great  while. 

[Here  Jaques  offers  a  nigbt-gcnun  and  cap  to  Don  Lewis. 
Well,  and  what's  to  do  now,  lad  ?  for  me,  boy?  Odfo  ! 
we  lie  here,  do  we  .'—mighty  well  that  again,  faith  j 
(for  I  was  juft  thinking  to  go  home,  but  that  J  had 
ne'er  a  lodging:)  nay,  I  always  faid  honefl  dumb  knew 
how  to  make  his  friends  welcome — Well,  but  it's  time 
enough  yet,  (han't  we  crack  a  bottle  firft  ?  Carles  is  me 
lancholy.  [Jaques  flakes  bis  bead.]  What  !  that's  as 

much  as  to  fay,  if  I  won't  go,  I  fhall  be  carry'd Sir, 

your  humble  fervant :  \Puts  on  the  go-ivn,~\  Well,  Carlos, 
good  night,  fmce  they  won't  let  me  have  a  mind  to  flay 
any  longer!  I'd  give  a  piftole  tho',  to  know  what  this 
will  come  to  '.-----Dumb,  come  along. 

Car.  I'm  bury'd  in  amazement—'  Why  am  I  bufy'd 
'  thus  in  trifles,  having  fo  many  nearer  thoughts  that 
'  wound  my  peace?— [Muft •£ //,?)•  s  again.]  Ha!  more  mu- 
fick  ?  I  couid  almoft  fay,  'twere  welcome  now. 

[A fong  here  ;    lubich  ended,  D.  Lewis  appears  above. 

D.  Lenu.  So!  at  laft  I  have  grop'd  out  a  window, 
that  will  let  me  into  the  fecret ;  now  if  any  foul  play 
fhould  happen,  I  am  pretty  near  the  ftreet  too, and  can  bawl 

out  murder  to  the  watch But  mum  !  the  door  opens ! 

Enter  Louifa. 
Hey!   ah!  what  dull  rogues  were  we  not  to  fufpecl  this 

before! Dumb's  a  fly  dog;   'tis   Ihc,  faith turn, 

dum,  dum here  will  be  fine  work  preJently,  toll,  dum, 

di,  dum Now  I  mail  fee  what  mettle  my  boy's 

made  of;  turn,  dum,  dum. 

Lou.  You  feem  amaz'd,  fir. 

Car.  Your  pardon,  lady,  if  I  confefs  it  raifes  much  my 
wonder,  why  a  flranger,  friendlefs,  and  unknown,  mould 
meet,  unmerited,  fuch  floods  of  courtefy  ;  for,  if  I  miftake 
not,  once  this  day  before,  I've  taited  of  your  bounty. 

Lou.  I  have  forgot  that ;  but  I  confefs  I  faw  you,  fir. 

Car.  Why  then  was  I  forc'd  hither  ?  If  you  reliev'd  me 
only  from  a  foft  companion  of  my  fortune,  you  cou'd 
not  think  but  fuch  humanity  might,  on  the  flighted  hint, 
have  drawn  me  to  be  grateful. 

Lou.  Iowa  I  cou'd  no;  truil  you  to  my  fortune  j  I  knew 
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not  but  fome  other  might  have  feen  you — befide,  me- 
thought  you  fpoke  lefs  kitid  to  me  before. 

Car.  \£  my  poor  thanks  were  offer'd  in  too  plain  a 
drefs,  (as  I  confefs,  I'm  little  p  aftis'd  in  the  rules  of 
grac'd  behaviour)  rather  think  me  ignorant,  than  rude, 
and  pity  what  you  cannot  pardon. 

Lou.  Fy  !  you  are. too  modeft how  cou'd  you 

charge  yourfelf  with  fuch  a  thought?  I  fcarce  can  think, 
'tis  in  your  nature  to  be  rude at  leaft  to  our  fex. 

Car.  'Twere  more  unpardonable  there. 

Lou.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  ftrift  on  the  other  fide  ; 
for  there  may  happen  times,  when  what  the  world  calls 
rudenefs,  a  woman  might  be  brought  to  pardon  ;  fea- 

ibns,  when  even  modefty  were  ignorance Pray  be 

feated,  fir nay,  I'll  have  it  fo '  fay,  fomedmt-s 

'  too  much  refpeft  (pray  be  nearer,  fir,)  were  molt  r/f- 

*  fenfive  :'  fuppofe  a  woman  were  reduc'd  to  offer  low., 

*  her  pains  of  fhame  are  infupportable:   and  mou'd  flic 
*•  call  that  lover  rude,  who,  kindly  tonfcious  ofhcr  wilhes,.. 
'  bravely  refolves  to  take,  and  faves  her  modefty  the  guilt 

*  of  giving?'   Suppofe  yourfelf  the  man  fo  lov'd,  where 
cou'd  you  find,  at  fuch  a  time,  excufes  for  your  modefty  ? 

Car.  If  I  cou'd  love  again,  my  eyes  wou'd  tell  her  ;  if 
not,  I  fhou'd  not  eafily  believe ;  at  leaft,  in  manners,, 
wou'd  not  feem  to  underftand  her. 

'  Lou.  Alas  !  you  have  too  poor  a  fenfe  of  woman's  love. 
*•  Think  you  we  have  no  invention  r  You  wou'd  notunder- 

*  ftand  her !  how  wou'd  you  avoid  it  ?  when  ev'n  her  flight- 
'  eft  look  would  fpenk  too  plain  for  that  excufe  ;  if  not, 

*  fhe'd  ftill  proceed — Thus  g&itlyfteal  your  hand,  and 

*  figh,  and  prefs  it  to  her  heart,  and  then  look  wilhing  in 
'  your  eyes  'till  lovehimfelf  mot  forth,  and  wak'd  you  to 

*  companion. 

'Car.  Amazing !  can  fhebe  the  creature  me  defcribes  r' 
Leu.  O  !  they  have  fuch  fobtle  ways  to  Real  into  a  lover's 
heart ;  '  nay,  iflhe's  refolved,'  not  all  your  ftrength  of  mo 
defty  can  guard  you  ;  meld  prcfs  you  ftill  with  plainer, 
ftronger  proofs  ;  her  life,  her  fortune  fhou'd  be  yours  :  for 
where  a  woman  loves,  fuch  gifts  as  thefe  are  trifles  ;  thus, 
like  the  lazy  minutes,  wou'd  fheJteal  'em  on,  which  once 
but  paft,  are  quite  forgotten.  [Gives  him  jewels. 

C  3  C*;. 
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Car.  Is't  poffible !  can  there  be  fuch  a  woman  ? 

Lou.  Fy !  I  cou'd  chide  you  now ;  you  wou'd  not 
fore  be  thought  ib  flow  of  apprehenfion  ! 

Car.  I  wou'd  not  willingly  be  thought  fb  vain,  or  Ib 
uncharitable,  to  fuppofe  there  cou'd  be  fuch  a  one. 

Leu.  Nay,  now  you  force  me  to  forfake  my  fex,  and 

tell  you  plain 1  cannot  fpeak  it yet  you  muft 

know — But  tell  me,  muft  I  needs  blufti  to  own  a  palfioa 
that's  fo  tender  of  you  ?  I  am  this  creature  fo  reduc'd 
for  you,  and  all  you've  feen  fuppofed  was  natural,  all 
but  the  foft  refult  of  growing  love '  Why  are  you 

*  Hill  thus  fix'd,  and  filent?  whatis't  you  fear?' 

Car.   Monftrous !  [AJide,  and  rijing. 

Lou.  What  is't  you  ftart  at? 

Car.  Not  for  your  beauty ;  tho'  I  confefs  you  fair  to 
a  perfection,  compleat  in  all  that  may  engage  the  eye : 
but  when  that  beauty  fades  (as  time  leaves  none  unvifit- 
ed)  what  charm  mall  then  fecure  iny  love  ?  Your  riches  ? 
no — an  honefl  mind's  above  the  bribes  of  fortune:  for 
tho'  diftrefs'd,  a  ftranger,  and  in  want,  I  thus  return 
'em  thanklefs :  be  modeft,  and  be  virtuous,  I'll  admire 
you  j  all  good  men  will  adore  you,  and  when  your  beauty 
and  your  fortune  are  no  more,  will  ftill  deliver  down 
your  name  rever'd  to  ages:  '  but  while  you  thus  enflave 
'  your  generous  reafon  to  fo  intemperate  a  folly,  your 

*  very  nature  feems  inverted :  cou'd  you  but  one  moment 
'  calmly  lay  it  by,  you'd  find  fuch  a  vile  indignity  to 
'your  fex,  as  model!)  could  never  pardon.' 

Lou..  If  I  appear  too  free  a  lover,  and  talk  beyond  the 
ufual  courage  of  my  fex,  forgive  me;  I'll  be  again  the 
fearful,  foft'ning  wretch,  that  you  would  have  me  :  my 
wifhes  mall  be  dumb,  unlefs  my  eyes  may  fpeak  'em ;  '  or 
'  if  I  dare  to  touch  your  hand,  it  mall  be  gently  trem- 
'  bling,  and  unptrcciv'd  as  air;  nay,  fix'd,  and  filent, 

*  as  your  (hade,  I'll  watch  whole  winter  nights  content, 
'  2nd  liftening  to  your  flumbers :  is  this  intemperance? 

*  for  pity  fpeak,  for  I  confefs  your  hard  reproofs  have 

*  ftruck  upon  my  heart!'  O  !  fay  you  will  be  mine,  and 
make  your  own  conditions.     '  If  you  fufpecl  my  temper^ 
bind  me  by  the  moft  facrcd  tye,'    and  let  my  love,  my 
perfon,  and  my  fortune,  lawfully  be  yours. 

Car. 
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Car.  Take  heed  !  confider  yet,  even  this  humility  be 
not  the  offspring  of  your  firft  unruly  paifion  :  but  fmee 
at  leaft  it  carries  fomething  of  a  better  claim  to  my  con 
cern,  I'll  be  at  once  fincere,  and  tell  you,  'tis  impoffible- 
that  we  mould  ever  meet  in  love. 
Lou.  Impoffible  !  O  !  why  ? 

Car.  Becaufe  my  love,  my  vows,  and  faith,  are  given 
to  another :  therefore,  fmce  you  find  I  dare  be  hoi 
be  early  wife,  and  now  releafe  me  to  my  fortune. 
Lou.  I  cannot  part  with  you. 

Car.  You  mult !  I  cannot  with  my  reafon— — '  Pray 
'  let  me  pafs !  why  do  you  thus  hang  upon  my  arm,  and 
4  ftrain  your  eyes,  as  if  they  had  power  to  hold  me  ?' 

Lou.  Ungrateful !  will  you  go  ?  take  heed  !  for  you 
have  prov'd  I  am  not  miftrefs  of  my  temper. 

Car.  1  fee  it,  and  am  forry,  but  needed  not  this  threat 

to  drive  me;  for  ftill  I  dare  be  juft,   and  force  myfelf 

away.  [Exit  Carlos. 

Lou.  O  torture  !  left !  refus'd !  defpis'd !  Have  I  thrown 

«ff  my  pride  for  this  ?  O  !  infupportable  !  — If  I  am 

not  reveng'd,  may  all  the well.    [Walks  diforder'd. 

D.  Lew.  What  a  pox,  are  all  thefe  fine  things  come  to 

nothing  then  ? Poor  foul !  {he's  in  great  heat  truly 

Ah!  filly  rogue! now  could  I  find  in  my 

heart  to  put  her  into  good  humour  again — I  have  a  great 

mind,   faith Odd!  fhe's  a  hummer! A  ftrange 

mind,    I  ha'nt  had  fuch  a  mind  a  great  while — Hey  I 

ay  !  I'll  do't,  faith if  (he  does  butftay  now  ; 

ah  !   if  file  does  but  ftay  !          [As  be  ivas  getting  from  the 

balcony  y  Louifo  is fpcaking  to  Jaques. 
Lou,  Who  waits  there  r 

Enter  Jaques. 
Where's  the  ftranger  ? 

Jag.   Madam,  I   met    him  juft  now  walking  Iraftily 
about  the  gallery. 

Lou.  Are  all  the  doors  faft  ? 
Jay.  All  barr'd  madam. 

Lou.  Put  out  all  your  lights  too,  and  on  your  lives  let 

no  one  afk  or  anfwer  him  any  qu'eftion :  but  be  you  ftill 

near  to  obferve  him.  [Exit  Jaques. 

Ah  1  [Dan  Lewis  drops 

C  D. 
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D.  Lew.  Odfo  !  my  back  ! 

Lou.  Blefs  me,  who's  this  ?  what  are  you  ? 

D.  Lew.  Not  above  fifty,  madam. 

Lou.  Whence  come  you  ?  what's  your  bufinefs  ? 

D.  Lew.  Finishing. 

Leu.  Who  fnew'd,  who  brought  you  hither  ? 

I).  Lew.  Dumb,  honeft  dumb. 

Lou.  Will  you  begone,  fir  ?  I  have  no  time  to  fool  away. 

D.  Leiu.  Yes,  but  you  have  ;  what  !  don't  I  know  ? 

Lou.  Pray,  fir,  who?  what  is't  you  take  me  for  ? 

D.  Lew.    A   delicate  piece  of  work  truly,  but  not 
fiaim'd  ;  you  underftand  me. 

Lou.  You  are  mad,  fir. 

D.  Lew.  I  fay,  don't  you  be  fo  modeft  ;  for  there  are 
times,  do  you  fee,  when  even  modefty  is  ignorance,  (pray 

be  featetl,  madam nay,  I'll  have  it  fo)  ah  ! 

[Sits  flW'/z  and  mi mick s  her  behaviour  to  Carlos. 

Lou.  Confufion  !  have  I  expos'd  myfelf  to  this  wretch 

too! had  witnefles  to  my  folly! nay,  I  de- 

ferve  it.  {Stands  mute. 

D.  Leiu.  So  !  fo  !  I  mall  bring  her  to  terms  prefently 

you  have  a  world  of  pretty  jewels  here,   madam 

ay,  thefe  now thefe  are   a  couple    of  fine 

large  ftones  truly  ;  but  where  a  woman  loves,  fuch  gifts 
as  thefe  are  trifles.  [Mimicki  again. 

Lou.  Infupportable  !  within  there  ! 

Enter  feru  ants  and  bra <voes. 

D.  Lew.   Hey  !  [Rifing. 

Ser<v.  Did  your  ladymip  call,  madam  ? 

D.  Lew.  I  don't  like  her  looks,  faith.  [AJide. 

Lou.  Here,  take  this  fool,  let  him  be  gagg'd,  ty'd  neck 
and  heels,  and  lock'd  in  a  garret;  away  with  him. 

D.  Le<w.  Dumb!  dumb!  help,  dumb!  dumb!  ftand 
by  me  dumb  :  a  pox  of  my  finifhing,  aw !  aw  ! 

[They  gag  him,  end  carry  him  r>Jf. 

Lou.  The  infolence  of  this  fool  was  more  provoking 
than  the  other's  fcorn  ;  but  I  ihall  yet  find  ways  to 
meafure  my  revenge.  [Exit .Louifa. 

Re-enter  Carlos  in  the  dark. 

Car.  What  can  this  evil  woman  mean  me  ?  the  doors  all 
b-.irr'd  !  the  lights  put  out !  the  fer van ts  mute,  and  the 

with 
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with  fury  in  her  eyes  now  (hot  regardlefs  by  me :  I  wou'd 

the  worft  wou'd  fh'ew  itfelf.     Ha  !  yonder's  a  light,  I'll 

follow  it,  and  provoke  my  fortune.  [Exit. 

The  SCNE  changes  to  another  room. 

Angelina,  with  a  light. 

Ang.  I  cannot  like  this  houfe ;  for  now,  as  going  to  my 
reft,  my  ears  were  slarm'd  with  the  cries  of  one  that 
call'd  for  help  :  I've  feen  ftrange  faces  too,  that  carry 
guilt  and  terror  in  their  looks;  and  yet  the  officer  that 
plac'd  me  here,  appear'd  of  honeft  thoughts — What  can 
this  mean  !  no  matter  what,  fince  nothing,  but  the  lofs 

of  him  I  love,  can  worfe  befal  me  ! Hark,  what 

noife  !  is  the  door  faft  ?  ah  !  [Going  to  Jhut  it.- 

Re-enter-  Carlos  ;  and  Jaques  liftening. 

Car.  Ha  !  another  lady  !  and  alone  ! 

*  Ang.  Heavens,  how  I  tremble  ! 

'  Car.  Sure,  by  her  furprife,  me  is  not  of  the  otherV 
'•counfel — Pardon  this  intrufion,  lady,  I  am  a  ftranger, 
'  and  diilrefs'd,  be  not  difmay'd  :  I  have  no  ill  defigns, . 

*  unlefs  to  beg  your  charitable  affiftance  be  ofFenfive.' 

Ang.  Ha !  'that  voice  !  [A?naz'd, . 

Car.  Save  me,  ye  powers!  and  give  me  ftrength  to 
bear  this  infupportable  furprife  of  rulhing  joy. 

Ang.    My  Carlos- oh  ! 

Car.  'Tis  £he  !  my  long  loft  love,  my  living  Angelina. 

[Embraces  her. 

Jaq.  Say  you  fo,  fir !  this  lhall  to  my  lady, 

[Exit  Jaques. 

Ang.  O !  let  me  hold  you  ever  thus,  leit  fate  again  • 
fhould  part  us. 

Car,  'Tw.is  death  indeed  to  part,  but  from  fo  hard  a 
feparacion,  thus  again  to  meet,  is  life  reftor'd  ;  '  it  draws 
'  whole  years  to  hours,  and  we  grow  old  with  joy  in  mo- 

*  ments.' 

A,:g,  O!  I  were  happy,  blefs'd  above  my  fex,  cou'd 
but  my  plain  fimplicity  of  love  deferve  your  kind  en 
dearments. 

'  Car.  Is't  poffible  I  then  miracle  of  goodnefs,  that  thou ; 

f  canil  thus  forget  the  mifery,  the  want,  th«  ruin  my  un- 

'  happy  love  has  brought  thee  to  ?  Truft  me,  that  ftormy 

'  ihcught  has  cloude-d  ev'n  the  verv-  Soy  I  had  to  fee  thee.' 

C  s-  Znttr- 
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Enter  Jaques  and  Louifa  at  a  dijiance. 

Jaq.  They  are  there ;  from  hence  your  ladyfhip  may 
hear  'em. 

Lou.  Leave  me.  [Exit  Jaques,  and  Lou.  lijlens. 

Ang.  I  cannot  bear  to  fee  you  thus  :  for  my  fake 
don't  defpond  ;  for  while  you  feem  in  hope,  I  mall  eafily 
be  chearful. 

Car.  O  \  thou  engaging  foftnefs !  thy  courage  has  re- 
viv'd  me ;  no,  we'll  not  defpair ;  the  guardian  power 
that  hitherto  has  fav'd  us,  may  now,  with  lefs  expence 
of  Providence,  protect  and  fix  us  happy. 

Lou.  Ha!  fo  near  acquainted —  [Behind. 

Car.  And  yet  our  fafety  bids  us  part  this  moment. 
How  came  you  hither? 

Ang.  The  officer  that  made  me  captive,  prov'd  a 
worthy  man,  and  plac'd  me  here,  as  a  companion  to 
the  lady  of  this  dwelling. 

Car.  Ha  !  to  what  end  ? 

Ang.  He  faid,  to  be  the  advocate  of  his  fuccefslefs 
love  ;  for  he  confefs'd  he  woo'd  her  honourably. 

Car.  Is't  poflible?  Is  there  a  wretch  fo  curs'd  among 
mankind,  to  be  her  honourable  lover  I 

Lou.   So  !  [In  anger* 

Car.  Take  heed,  my  love,  avoid  her  as  a  difeafe  to 
modefty. 

Lou.   Very  well. 

Car.  Oh  !  I  have  a  fhamefal  tale  to  tell  thee  of  her 
intemperance,  as  wou'd  fubjeft  her  even  to  thy  loathing. 

Lou.  Infolent  ! well ! 

Ang.  You  amaze  me  ;  pray  what  is  it  i* 

Car.  This  is  no  time  to  tell  ;  '  I  had  forgot  my  dan- 
*  ger  :'  let  it  fuffice,  the  doors  are  barr'd  againft  me ;  now,, 
this  moment  I  am  a  prifoner  to  her  finjy  ;  if  rhou  canlt 
help  me  to  any  means  of  fafety,  or  efcape,  afk  me  no> 
quoitions,  but  be  quick,  and  tell  me. 

Jn%.  Now  you  frighten- me  j  but  here,  through  my 
apartment,  leads  a  paflage  tothegaulen,  at  the  lower  end 
you'll  find  a  mount ;  if  you  dare  drop  zrom  thence,  I'll  (hew 
you  :  but  can't  you  fay  when  I  may  hope  again  to  fee  you  ?- 

Car.  About  an  hour  hence  walking  in  the  garden, 
ready  for -your  efcape;  for  tf  I  live,  I'll  come  provided/ 

with. 
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with  the  means  to  make  it  fure '  Now  I  dare  thank 

'  thee,  Fortune.' 

Ang.  You  will  not  fail. 

Car.  If  I  furvive,  depend  on  me;  'till  when,  may 
Heav'n  fupport  thy  innocence,  v 

dng.   Follow  me——  [Exeunt  hajlily 

Lou.  Are  you  fo  nimble,  fir  ?  Who  waits  there  ?  [Enter 
Jaques.]  Run,  take  help,  and  flop  the  itranger ;  he  is  now 
making  his  efcape  through  the  garden  ;  fly.  [Exit  Jaques] 
love  and  revenge,  like  vipers,  gnaw  upon  my  quiet,  and 
I  muft  change  their  food,  or  leave  my  being;  '  though 

*  I  cou'd  bear  ev'n  the  low  contempt  he  has  thrown  on 
'  me,   cou'd  it   but  woo  him  to   the  leaft  return  of  love  ; 

*  but  I  would  bear  again  ten  thoufand  racks,  rather  than 
'  confefs  this  dotage.'  No,  if  I  forego  a  fecond  time  th:il 
dear  fupport,  my  pride,    may  I  become  as  miferable  as 
that  wretch  that  deftin'd  fool  he  doats  on.   [Enter  Ange 
lica,    and  exit   on  the  other  Jide.~\   Ha!    me  is  return'd ! 
yonder  fhe  pafles;  with  what  affur'd  contentment  in  her 
looks  ! how  pleas'd  the  thing  is ilrangely  impu 
dent fure  !  the  ugly  creature  thinks  I  won't  ftrangle 

her.     [Enter  Jaques.]  Now  have  you  brought  him  ? 

Jaq.  Madam,  we  made  what  hafle  we  cou'd,  but  the 
gentleman  reach'd  the  mount  before  us,  andefcap'd  over 
the  garden  wall. 

Lou.  Efcap'd,  villain  !  durft  thou  tell  me  fo  ? 

Jaq.  If  your  ladyfhip  had  call'd  me  a  little  fooner, 
we  had  taken  him.  Who  the  devil  is  this  ftranger  ?  [Afi.ie. 

Lou.  Fool  that  I  am,  I  betray  myfelf  to  my  own  fer- 

vants, well, -'tis  no1  matter,  bid  the  bravoes   ftay,  I 

have  directions  for  'em  :  go.  \ExiT  laques, 

He  has  net  left  me  hopelefs  yet  ;•  an  hour  hence  he  has 
promis'd  to  be  here  again  ;  and  if  he  keeps  his  word,  (as 
I've  an  odious  caufe  to  fear  he  will)  he  yet,  at  leaft  in 
my  revenge,  fnall  prove  me  woman.  [Exit  Leu. 

SCENES  $/revf. 
Enter  D.  Duart  JiJgtrit'J,  with  a  fervent.. 

T).  Dn.  Where  did  you  find  him  ? 

Ser-v.  Hard  by,  fir,  at  an  houfe  of  civil  recreation ; 
he's  now  coniing  forti  ;  that's  he. 
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Enter  Clodio. 

D.  Da.  I  fcarce  remember  him,  I  would  not  willing 
ly  miftake I'll  obferve  him. 

do.  So !  now  if  I  can  but  pick  up  an  honeft  fellow, 
to  crack  one  healing  bottle,  I  think  I  fhall  linifh  the 

day  as  fmartly  as  the  Grand  Signior hold,   let  me 

fee,  what  has   my  hafty  refreihment  coll  me  here  ;— — — 

umb umb umb  \Counts  bis  monty~\  feven  pitfoles 

by  Jupiter',  why,  what  a  plaguy  income  this  jade  muft 
have  in  a  week,  if  flue's  thus  paid  by  the  hour? 

D.  Du.  'Tis  the  fame;  leave  me.  [Exit  fer<v ant. 

Your  fervant,  fir. 

Clo.   .   .   .  Sir  '    •       your  humble  fervant. 

D.  Du.  Pardon  a  ftranger's  freedom,  fir;  but  when 
you  know  my  bufinefs— — — 

Clo.  Sir,  if  you'll  take  a  bottle,  I  fhall  be  proud  of 
your  acquaintance  ;  and  if  I  don't  do  your  bufinefs  be 
fore  we  part,  I'll  knock  uu-.ier  the  table. 

D.  Du.  Sir,  I  fnall  be  glad  to  drink  with  yon,  but  at 
pref  nt  am  iicrpable  of  fitting  to  it. 

Ch.   Why  then,   fir,   you  mall  only  drink  as  long  as 

you  can  ftand  ;  we'll  have  a  bottle  here,  fir. Hey, 

Madona  ?  [  Calls  ci  the  door. 

D.  Du.  A  very  frank  humour'd  gentleman  ;  I'll  know 
him  farther-- -I  prefume,  fir,  you  are  not  of  Portugal? 

Clo.  No,  fir, 1  am  a  kind  cf  a— ——what  d'ye 

call'um- a  fort  of  a  here— — — and therian  ; 

I  am  a  ftranger  no  where. 

D.  Du.  Have  you  travell'd  far,  fir  ? 

Clo.  My  tour  of  Europe,   or  fo,  fir  ; '  dangled 

4  about  a  little  ;  I  came  this  fummer  from  the  jubilee. 

*  D.  Du.  Did  you  make  any  Hay  there,  fir  ? 

'  Clo.  No,  fir,  I  only  call'd  in  there  at  the  falvation- 
4  office,  juft  bought  an  annuity  of  indulgences  for  life; 
'  got  an  afiurance  for  my  foul ;  lay  with  a  nun,  fiux'd ; 
'  and  fo  came  home  again.' 

Enter  Jervant  <with  *wine. 

So  !  fo  !  here's  the  wine  !  come  !  fir,    to  our  better  ac 
quaintance Fait.h,    1    like    you   mightily • 

Alkns  !   '  baifii  done  i  l&'jfitS  Brinks. 

Mcrtteu  ! 


THE  FOP's  FORTUNE.  61 

"Morl'hu  !  ce  ne'ft  pas  mauniais  !  aliens  encore  key  !  Vive 
I' amour  !  qiiand  iris,  &c.  [Sings. 

D.  Du.  I  find,  fir,  you  have  taken  a  tafte  of  all  the 
countries  you  have  travell'd  through  ;  but  I  prefume 
your  chief  amufement  has  lain  among  the  ladies:  you 
far'd  well  in  France,  I  hope. 

Clo.  Yes  faith,  as  far  as  my  pocket  wou'd  go :  the 
devil  a  ftroke  without  it  :  no  money,  no  mademoifelle  ; 

no  dacat,  no  dutchefs ;  no  piitole,  no  princefs • 

B ,'  the  way,  let  me  tell  you,  fir,  your  Lisbonites  are 

held  up  at  a  pretty  fmart  rate  too 1  was  forc'd  to 

come  down  to  the  tune  of  feven  piftcles  here a  man 

may  keep  a  pad  of  his  own,  cheaper  than  he  can  ridepoir., 
fplitme.--'  but,  a  pox  on 'em,  it's  no  wonder  the  jades  are 

*  fo  faucy  in  a  country  where  there  are  fo  many  fwarms 
'  of  unmarry'd  friars,  monks,    and   brawny  jefuirs  :  the 

*  game  may  well   be   fcarce,  faith,  where  there   are  fo 
'  many  canonical  poachers.'  Now,  fir,  in  little  England, 

*  where  your  gowns  and   caflbcks    are  honeftly  marry'd, 
'  your  right  women  are  as  cheap  as  M*abW-~-Gad,  fir,  1 
'  have  taken  you  a  failing  velvet  fcarf  out  of  the  fide-box 
'  there,  and  the  jade  has  jump'd  at  a    beef-ftake  and  a 

*  bottle ;  nay,   fometimes   at  ccach-hire,   and    a  fingle 
'  glafs  of  cinnamon— -Seven    pifloles  !  unconfcionable  ! 
'  Odfheart,  in  London,  now  for  half  the  fum  a  man  might 
'  have  pick'd  up  ihe  firit  rows  of  the  middle  gallery.' 

D.  Du.  I  find,  fir,  you  k  now  England  then. 

Clc.  Ay,  fir,  and  every  woman  there  that's  worth 
knowing.  '  from  honeft  Betty  Sancts,  to  the  countefs  of 
'  Og  let  own.  Yes,  fir,  I  do  know  London  pretty  well,  and 
'  the  fide-box,  f:r,  and  behind  the  fcenes  ;  ay,  and  the 

*  green-room,    and  all   the  girls   and  women-aftre/Tei 
'  there,  fir— — —  fir,  I  was  a  whole  winter  there  the  par- 

'  ticular  favourite  of  the  giggling  party Come,  fir, 

4  if  you  pleafe, 'here's  mifeJligglt't  health  to  you. 

'  D.  Du.  Pray,  fir,  how  came  youfo  well  acquainted 
there  ? 

'  Clo.  Why,  fir,  I  firft  introduc'd  myfelf  with  a  fingle 

*  pinch  of  Bergamot  ;  the  next  night  I  preiented  'em  a  box 
4  full ;  next  day  came   to  reheurfal :  in  a  week  J  de- 

fir'd 
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•  fir'd  'em   to  ufe  my  fiame  whenever  they  pleas'd,  for 

'  what  the  chocolate  houfe  afforded upon  this,  I  was 

'  chofen  Valentine,  if  I  don't  miftake,  to  about  eleven  of 

•  'em ;  and  in  three  days  more,  I  think,  it  cofl  me  fifty 
'  guineas  in  gloves,   knots,  heads,   fans,  muffs,  coftee, 
'  tea,  fnufK-boxes,  orangerie,  and  chocolate. 

«  D.  Du.  But  pray,  fir,  were  you  as  intimate  at  both 

•  play-houfes  ? 

'  Clo.  No,  ftretch'ejm!  at  the  new-houfe  they  are  fa 
«  us'd  to  be  queens  and  princefies,  and  are  fo  often  in 

•  the  r  airs-royal,  forfooth,  that  I'gad !  there's  no  reach- 

•  ing  one  of  their  copper-tails  there,  without  a  long  pole, 
«  or  a  fettlement,  fplit  me.' 

D.  Du.  But  I  wonder,  fir,  that  in  a  country  fo  fam'd 
for  handfome  women,  the  men  are  fo  generally  blam'd 
for  their  fcandalous  ufage  of  'em. 

Clo.  O  damn'd  fcandalous,  fir, --they  ufe  their  miftrefies 
as  bad  as  their  wives,  faith  :  I  tell  you  what,  fir,  I  knew 
a  citizen's  daughter  there,  that  ran  away  with  a  lord,  who 
in  the  firft  fix  months  of  her  preferment,  never  flirr'd  out, 
but  (he  made  the  ladies  cry  at  her  equipage  ;  and  about 
ei^ht  months  after,  I  think,  one  morning  reeling  pretty 
early  into  a  certain  houfe  in  the  Savoy,  I  found  the  felf- 
fume.  caft-ofF,  folitary  lady,  in  a  room  with  bare  walls, 
drefling  her  dear,  pretty  head  there,  in  the  corner  bit  of 
a  looking-glafs,  prudently  fupported  by  a  quartern 
brandy-pot,  upon  the  head  of  an  oyfter-banel. 

D*  Du.  I  find  few  miftrefies  make  their  fortunes  there  ; 
but,  pray,  fir,  among  all  your  adventures,  has  no  parti 
cular  lady's  merit  encourag'd  you  to  advance  your  own 
marriage ! 

Clo.  Sir,Ihave  been  fo  near  marriage,  that  my  wedding- 
Jay  has  been  come,  but  it  was  never  over  yet;  fplit  me. 

D.  Du.  How  fo,  fir? 

Clo,  Why,  the  prieft,  the  bride,  and  the  dinner,  were 
all  ready  drefs'd,  faith;  but  before  I  could  fall  to,  my 
elder  brother,  fir,  comes  in  with  a  damn'd  long 

ftride,  and  a    fharp   ftomach fays  a  fhort  grace,  ar.d 

• whip'd  her  up  like  an  oyfter. 

I\  Du.  You  had  ill  fortune,  fir. 

C/i.  Sir,  fortune  is  not  much  in  my  debt,  for  you  fnuft 

knov/ 
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know,  fir,  tho'  I  loii  my  wife,  I  have  efcaped  hanging 
fince  here  Jn  Lisbon. 

D.  Du.  That  I  know  you  have  ;  be  not  amaz'd,  fir. 

Clo.  Hey  1  what  the  devil !  have  I  been  all  this  while 

treating  an  officer,  that  has  a  warrant  again  ft  me • 

Pray,  fir,  if  it  be  no  offence may  1  beg  the  favour  to 

know  who  you  are  ? 

D.  Du.  Let  it  fnffice,  I  own  myfelf  your  friend— I  am 
your  debtor,  fir;  you  fought  a  gentleman  they  call  Den 
Duart  •  <  knew  him  well  ;  he  was  a  proud  infulting 
fellow,  and  my  mortal  foe  :  but  you  kill'd  him,  and  I 
thank  you  ;  nay,  I  faw  you  do  it  fairly  too  ;  and  for  the 
aftion,  I  defire  you  will  command  my  fword  or  fortune. 

Clo.  Pray,  fir is  there  no  joke  in  all  this? 

D.  Du,  '  There,  fir,  the  little  all  I'm  mailer  of,  may 
'  ferve  at  prefentto  convince  you  of  myfincerity  :'  "  I  am 
"  fince  ye  :"  I  afk  for  no  return,  but  to  be  inform'd  how  I 
may  do  you  farther  fervice.  [Gives  him  a  fu.tfi. 

Clo.  Sir,   your  heal  "Hi I'll  give    you  information 


prefently.  [Drinks.]  Pray,  fir,  do  you  know  the  gentle 
man's  filter  that  I  fought  with?  that  is,  do  you  know 
what  reputation,  what  fortune  me  has  r 

D.  Du.  I  know  her  fortune  to  be  worth  above  twelve 
thoufand  piftoles ;  her  reputation  yet  unfully'd :  but  pray, 
fir,  why  may  you  afk  this  ? 

Clo.  Now,  I'll  tell  you,  fir twelve  thoufand 

piitoles,  you  fay  ! 

D.  Du.  I  fpeak  the  leaft,  fir. 

Clo.  Why,  this  very  lady,  after  I  had  kill'd  her  bro 
ther,  gave  me  the  protection  of  her  houfe  ;  hid  me  in  her 
c'ofet,  while  the  officers  that  brought  in  the  dead  body 
came  to  fearch  for  me  ;  and,  as  foon  as  their  backs  were 
turn'd,  poor  foul !  hurry'd  me  out  at  a  private  door,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  faith  !  Now,  fir,  what  think  you  ?  Is 
cot  this  hint  broad  enough  for  a  man  to  make  love  upon  ? 

D.  Du.  Confufion  ! 

Clo.  Look  you,  fir,  now,  if  you  dare,  give  me  a  proof 
of  your  frendfhip  ;  will  you  clo  me  the  favour  to  carry  a 
letter  to  her  ? 

D.  Du.  Let  me  confsder,  fir— Death  and  fire  !  is  all  her 
height  of  farrow  but  diEembied  then  ?  A  proititute,  ev'n 

to 
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to  the  man  fuppos'd  my  murderer !  If  it  be  true,  the 
ccnfequence  is  foon  refolv'd but  this  requires  my  far 
ther  fearch May  I  depend  on  this  for  truth,  ilr  ? 

Clo.  Why   fir  you  don't  fuppofe  I'd  banter  a  lady  of 
her  quality? 

D.  Du.  Damnation  !  Well,  fir!  I'll  take  your  letter! 
but  hrlc  let  me  be  well  acquainted  with  my  erraad. 

do.  Sir,  I'll  write  this  moment  ;  if  you  pleafe,  we'll 
ftep  into  the  hcufe  here,  and  finilh  the  bufmefs  over  ano 
ther  bottle. 

D.  Du.  With  all  my  heart. 

Clo.  A '1 'Ions  !  Entrez.  [Exeunt. 


ACT        V. 

SCENE  Elvira ',  houfe. 

Elvira  is  dif cover  d  alone  in  mourning,  a  lamp  by  her.- 

Den  Duart  enters  behind  difguii  d. 
D.  Du.  '  I  "v  HUS  far  I  am  pafs'd  unknown  to  any  of 

the  fervants now  for  the  proof  of  what 

I  fear Ha  !   yonder  lhe  is This  clofe  retirement, 

thofe  fable  colours,  the  folemrr  filence  that  attends  her, 
no  friends  admitted,  nor  ev'n  the  day  to  vifit  her:  thefe 
feem  to  fpeak  a  real  furrow ;  if  not,  the  counterfeit  is 
deep  indeed I'll  fathom  it Madam 

Elro.  Who's  there  ?  another  murderer  ;  where  are  my 
fervants  r  will  nothing  but  my  forrows  wait  upon  me  ? 

D.  Z)«.  Your  pardon,  lady;  I  have  no  evil  meaning  'T 
this  letter  will  infor.n  you  of  my  bufmefs,  and  excufe 
thio  rude  intrufion. 

Elw.  For  me  !  whence  comes  it,  fir  ? 

D.  Du.  The  contents,  madam,  will  explain  to  you— 

She  feems  amaz'd !    looks   almolt  thro'  the  letter 1 

fhould  fufpecl  the  ftranger  had  bely'd  her,  but  that  he 

gave  me  fuch  convincing  circumftances Ha  !   fhe 

paufes  !   'Sdeath  !  a  fmile  too 1  fear  her  now  ! 

EI--J.  My  prayers  are  heard ;  juftice  at  length  has  over* 
ta'en  the  murderer  :  '  his  vow'd  protection  having  been 
'  itriftly  paid  I  now  unperjur'd  may  revenge  my  brother's 

•  blood. 
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*  blood.  It 'lies  on  me,  if  I  negledl  this  fair  occasion  :' 
but  'twere  not  fafe  to  ihevv  my  thought  ;  therefore  to  be 
juft,  I  muft  diflemble.  \_Afede^\  I  afk  your  pardon  for  my 
rudenefs,  fir:  upon  your  friend's  account,  you  might, 
indeed,  have  claim'd  a  better  welcome. 

D.  Du.  So  !  then  fhe's  damn'd,  I  find.  But  I'll  have 
more,  and  bring'em  face  to  face,  \_dfide. ~\  My  friend, 
madam,  thought  his  vifits  iliould  be  unfeafonable,  before 
the  fad  folemnity  of  your  brother's  funeral. 

El-v.  A  needlefs  fear !  my  brother,  fir  !  Alas,  I  owe 
your  friend  my  thanks,  for  having  eas'd  our  family  of 
fo  fcandalous  a  burthen  !  A  riotous,  unmanner'd  fellow  ; 
I  blufli  to  fpeak  of  him. 

D.  Du.  O  !  patience!  patience!  [Afide. 

Elv.  Pray,  let  him  know,  his  abfence  was  the  real 
caufe  of  this  miftaken  mourning:  'tis  true  indeed,  I 
give  it  out  'tis  for  my  brother's  death  ;  but  womens 
hearts  and  tongues,  you  know,  mult  not  always  hold 
alliance  j  you'd  think  us  fond  and  forward,  mould  not 
we  now  and  then  difTemble. 

D.  Du.  How  mall  I  forbear  her  ?  \_Afide. 

El<v.  I  grow  impatient  'till  he's  wholly  mine— — — • 

to-morrow  !  'tis  an  age  !  I'll  make  him  mine  to-night— 

I'll  write  to  him  this  minute Can  you  have  patience, 

fir,  'till  I  prepare  a  letter  for  you  ? 

D.  Du.  You  may  command  me,  madam. 

El<v.  I'll  difpatch  immediately will  you  walk  this 

way,    fir  ? 

D.  Du.  Madam,  I  wait  on  you Revenge  and  dag- 
gets  !  [Exeunt. 
The  SCENE  Louifa'j  houfe. 

Louifa  and  Jaques. 
Lou.  Is  the  lady  feiz'd  ? 

Jaq.  Yes,  madam,  and  half-dead  with  the  fright. 
Lou.  Let  'em  be  ready  to  produce  her,  as  I  directed  r 
When  the  Granger's  taken,  bring  me  immediate  notice: 
'tis  near  his  time,  away.  [Exit  Jaques.]  Had  he  not  lov'd 
another,  methinks  I  could  have  bftrn  this  ufage,  '  fat  me 
'  down  alone  content,  and  found  a  fecret  pleafure  in  com- 
*  plaining;  but  to  be  flighted  for  a  girl,  a  fickly,  poor,. 
'  unthinking  wretch,  incapable  of  love !  that !  ftabehw*et 

<  'Tis 
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'  'Tispoifonto  my  thoughts,  and  fwell's  'em  to  revenge! 
'  My  rival!  no!  he  mall  never  triumph!  Hark!  what 
*  noife  !  they  have  him  fure  !  How  now  !' 

Enter  Jaques. 
Jaq.  Madam,  the  gentleman  is  taken. 

Lou.  Bring  him  in Revenge,  I  thank  thee  now. 

Enter  Bravoes  <u;ith  Carlos  di far  rid. 
So,  fir!  youarereturn'ditfeems;  you  can  love  then  !  You 
haveanheart,  Ifind,  tho'  not  for  me!  Perhaps  you  came  t<) 
feek  a  worthier  miftrels  here ;  'twould  be  uncharitable  to 
difappoint  your  love — I'll  help  your  fearch  :   it  (he  be  here, 

befure  flue's  fafe  ! Open  that  door  there. 

SCENE  dravjs  and  difcowers  Angelina  with  Braruoet 

ready  to  ftrangle  her. 
Now,  fir,  is  this  the  Lidy  ? 

Car.  My  Angelina\  Oh  ! 

'  Ang.  O  miferable  meeting  !' 

Lou.  Now  let  me  fee  you  fmile,  and  rudely  throw  me 
from  your  arms  !  now  fccrn  my  love,  my  perfon,  and  my 
fortune  !  now  let  your  fqueamifh  virtue  fly  me  as  a  dif- 
eale  to  modefty  !  and  tell  her  now  your  fhameful  tale  of 
my  intemperance  ! 

Car.  O!  cruelty  of  fate!  that  could  betrayfuch  innocence.^ 

Lou.  Whatj,  not  a  word  to  foften  yet  thy  obftinate  aver- 

fion  !   thou  wretched  fool,  thus  to  provoke  thy  ruin . 

End  her.  [_To  toe  Bravoes. 

Car.  O  !  hold !   for  pity  hold,  and  hear  me. 

Lou.  I've  learn'd  from  you  to  ufe  my  pity '  'Sdeath  !• 

'  I  could  laugh  to  fee  thy  itrangeilupidityof  love'—Onone 
condition  yet  me  lives  an  hour,  but  if  refus'd 

Car.  Name  not  a  refufal,  be  it  danger,  death,  or  tor 
tures,  any  thing  that  life  can  do  to  lave  her. 

1  Lou.  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  over  willing. 

'  Car.  Speak,  and  I  obey  you.' 

Lou.  Now  then,  this  moment  kneel  an.lcurfe  her. 

Car.  Preferve  her,  Heav'n,  and  fnatcnjxer  from  the 
jaws  of  gaping  danger  [Kneeling.]  O  !  may  the  watchful 
eye  of  Providence,  that  never  fleeps  o'er  innocence  dii- 
trefs'd,  look  nearly  to  her;  or  if  fome  miracle  alone  can 
fave  her,  the  ever  waking  fun,  in  his  eternal  progrefs, 
ncvef  faw  fo  fair  an  objed  to  employ  it  on. 

£**. 
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Lou.  Prefuming  fool !  were  I  inclin'd  to  fave  her  life* 
(which,  by  my  hopes  of  peace,  I  do  not  mean)  canilthou 
believe  this  infolent  concern  for  her  to  my  face  would 
not  provoke  my  vengeance  ? 

Car.  Yet  hold !  forgive  my  ram»efs,  I  was  to  blame 
indeed ;   but  pafiion  has  tranfported  both  of  us  ;  *  love**- 
'  made  me  as  heedlefs  of  her  fafety,  as  wild  revenge  has 
4  you,  ev'n  of  your  neglected  foul. 

'  Lou.  What,  doll  thou  think  to  preach  me  from  my- 
*  purpofe  ? 

'  Cur.  That  were  too  vain  an  hope  ;  tho'  I've  a   pite-' 

'  ous  caufe  that   might  befpeak,  without  a  tongue,  the 

'  mercy  of  a  human  heart :'  but  if  revenge  alone  can  fate1 

your  fury,  at  leaft  mifplace  it  not ;  mine  was  the  offence, 

be  mine  the  punilhment;  '  but  fpare  the  innocent,   the 

gentle  maid  ;  me  ne'er  intended  yet  a  thought  againft 

your  peace  ;  I  have  deferv'd  you  anger,  nay,  andjuftly 

too  ;   for  I  confefs  I  ought  to  have  given  you  a  milder 

treatment ;  but  to  atone  the  crime,   rip  up  my  brealt, 

and  in  my  heart  you'll  read  the  unhappy  caufe  of  my 

negletl  and  rudenefs.' 

Lou.  How  he  difarms  my  anger !  but  muft  my  rival 
triumph  then  ? 

Aug.  Charge  me  not  with  abhorr'd  ingratitude  :  be 
witnefs,  Heaven,  I'll  for  ever  ferve  you,  court  you,  and 
confefs  you  my  preferver  ! 

Cur.  For  pity,  yet  refolve,  and  force  your  temper  to  a 

moment's  paufe  :  '  Do  not  debafe  your  generous  revenge 

'  with  cruelty  ;  that  every  common  wretch  can  take  ;  the 

'  favage  brutes  can  fuck  their  fellow-creatures  blood,  and 

'  tear  their  bodies  down  ;  but  greater  human  fouls  have 

'  more  pride  to  curb,  and  bow  the  ftubborn  mind  of  what 

'  they  hate  ;  and  fuch  revenge,  the  nobler  far,  I  offer  now 

'  to  you  ;'  fee  at  your  feet  my  humbled  fcorn  imploring, 

crufh'd,  and  proilrate,  like  a  vile  Have,  that  falls  below 

your  laft  contempt,  and  trembling  begs  for  mercy: 

Lou.  He  buries  my  revenge  in  blufhes. 

*  Ang.  O  !  generous  proof  of  the  moft  faithful  love  ! 

'  Car.  Think  what  a  glorious  triumph  it  would  be,  that 

'  when  your  fwoln  reientment,  wild  revenge,  and  indigna- 

'  tion,  all  ilood  ready,  waiting  for  the  word ,  you  caU'd  your 

*  forceful 
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'  forceful  reafon  to  your  aid,  refolv'd,  and  took  that  ty- 

*  rant  paflion  captive  to  your  gentle  pity ;  O  !  'twere  fuch- 
a  god-like  inftance  of  your  virtue,  as  might  atone,  if 
poflible,  eVn  crimes  to  come :  revenge,  like  this,  can 

'  never  give  you  that  con  tinu'd  peace  of  mind,  which  mer 
cy  may  :  companion  has  a  thoufand  fecret  charms :  think 
you  'twere  no  delight  of  thought,  to  heel  the  wounds 
of  bleeding  lovers,  to  make  two  poor  afflicted  wretches 
happy,  whrofe  higheft  crime  is  loving  well  and  faithfully  ? 
Were  it  no  foothing  joy,  no  fecret  pride,  to  raife  'em' 
from  the  laft  defpair  to  hope  ?  to  life  and  love  rcltor'd  ? 
Now,  on  my  heart,  I  read  a  ftruggling  pity  i  n  your  eye  ! 

0  cherim  it,  and  fpare  our  innocence!  Perhaps,  the 
llory  of  our  chaite  affections,  once  compleat,  may  live 
a  fair  example  to  fucceeding  times,  for  which  pollerity 
fhall  ftand  indebted  to  your  virtue. 

'  Lou.'  Releafe  the  lady go,         [Extunt  Bravoes. 

And  now  farewell  my  follies,  and  my  miltaken  love ; '  for. 

1  confefs,  the  fair  example  of  your  mutual  faith,  your 
tendernefs,  humility,    and   tears,  have  quite  fubdu'd 
my  foul ;  at  once  have  conquer'd  and  reform'd  me  :  O  ! 
you  have  given  me  fuch  an  image  of  the  contentful 
peace,  th'  unfhaken  quiet  of  an  honeft  mind,  that  no\v 
I  tafte  more  folid  joy,  being  but  the  inftrument  cf  your 
united  virtuous  Jove,  than  all  my  late  falfe  hopes  pro- 
pos'd  even  in  the  lalt  indulgence  of  my  blind  defires  :' 

Now  love  long  and  happily;  iurgive  my  follies  paft,  and 
you  have  overpaid  me.  [Joins  their  bands. 

'  Car.  O !  providential  care  of  innocence  diftrds'd ! 

'  Ang.   O  !  miracle  of  rewarded  love  ! 

Car.  '  What  mall  I  fay  ?  I  force  have  yet  the  power 
f  of  thought  amidft  this  hurry  of  tranfporting  joy  !'  My 
Jtnvelina!  do  I  then  live  to  hold  thee  thus:  O  !  I  have 
a  thoufand  things  to  fay,  to  afk,  to  weep,  and  hear  of 
thee But  firft  let's  kneel  and  pay  our  thanks  to  Hea 
ven,  and  this  our  kind  preserver;  '  to  whofe  moft  hap- 

*  py  change,  v.e  owe  even  all  our  lives  to  come,  which- 

*  chearful  gratitude  can  pay.' 

Leu.  Nay,  now  you  give  me  a  confufipn.  [Raf/es'em. 
But  if  you  dare  trull  me  with  the  itory  of  your  love's  dif- 
trefs,  as  far  as  my  fortune  can,  command  it  freely  to 

fupply. 
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fupply  your  prefent  wants,  or  any  future  means  propos'd 
to  give  you  lalling  happinefs. 

Car.  Eternal  rounds  of  never-ending  peace  reward  your 
wond'rous  bounty ;  '  and  when  you  know  the  ftory  of 
*  our  fortune,  as  we  mall  foon  find  due  occaiion  to  relate 
'  it,  we  cannot  doubt  'twill  both  deferve  your  pity  and 
'  affiftance.'  But  I  have  been  too  bufy  in  my  joy,  I  al- 
moll  had  forgot  my  friendly  uncle,  the  ancient  gentle 
man  that  firll  came  hither  with  me;  how  have  you  dif- 
pos'd  of  him  ? 

Lou.  I  think  he's  here,  and  fafe who  waits  there  ? 

[Enter  Jaques.]  Releafe  the  gentleman  above,  and  tell 
him  that  his  friends  defire  him.  [Exit  Jaques.]  You'll 
pardon,  fir,  the  treatment  I  have  fhewn  him ;  he  made 
a  little  too  merry  with  my  folly,  which,  I  confefs,  at 
that  time,  fomething  too  far  incens'd  me. 

Car.  He's  old  and  cheerful,  apt  to  be  free  ;  but  he'll 
be  forry  when  his  humour  gives  offence. 

Enter  Don  Lewis,   Jaques  bowing  to  him. 
D.  LCVJ.  Pr'ythee,  honell  dumb,  don't  be  fo  ceremo 
nious  !   A  pox  on  thee,  I  tell  thee  it's  very  well  as  it  is, 
(only  my  jaws  ake  a  little:)  but  as   long  as  we're  all 

mends,  it's  no  great  matter My  dear  Car /os .'  I  mull 

bufs  thee,  faith  !— —  Madam,  your  humble  fervant • 

I  beg  your  pardon,  d'ye  fee you  underftand  me. 

[Exit  Jaques. 

Lou.  I  hope  we  are  all  friends,  fir. 
D.  Le-a>.  I  hope  we  are,  madam — I  am  an  honeft  old 
fellow,  faith ;  tho'  no^v  and  then  I  am  a  little  odd  too. 
Car.  Here's  a  ftranger,  uncle. 

D.  Lew.  What!  my  little  bloffom  !  my  gillifiower ! 
my  rofe  !  my  pink!  my  tulip!  Faith,  I  muft  fmell  thee. 
[Salutes  Angelina.]  Od!  fhe's  a  delicate  nofegay!  I  muft 

have  her  toux'd  a  little Carlos  !  you  muft  gather 

to-night ;  1  can  ftay  no  longer Well,  faith  !  I  am 

heartily  joy'd  to  fee  thee,  child. 

Ang.  I  thank  you,  fir,  and  wifh  I  may  deferve  your 
love?  Our  fortune,  once  again,  is  kind;  but  how  it 
comes  about1  — 

D.  Lew.  Does  not  fignify three  pence;  when  Fortune 
pays  me  a  vifit,  I  feldom  trouble  myfelf  to  know  which 

way  ihe  came 1  tell  you,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

i  Enter. 
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Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Madam,  here's  the  Lord  Governor  come  to  wait 
Upon  your  ladyfliip. 

Lou,  At  this  late  hour!  What  can  his  bufmefs  be  ? 
Delire  his  lordfhip  to  walk  in. 

Enter    Governor. 

Gov.  Pardon,  madam,  this  unfeafonable  vifit. 

Lou.  Your  lordihip  does  me  honour. 

Gov.  At  leaft,  I  hope,  my  bufinefs  will  excufe  it: 
fome  ftrangers  here  below,  upon  their  offer'd  oaths,  de 
manded  my  authority  to  fearch  your  houfe  for  a  loft  young 
lady,  to  whom  the  one  of  'em  affirms  himfelf  the  father  : 
but  the  refpedl  I  owe  your  ladyfliip  made  me  refufe  their 
fearch,  'till  I  had  fpoken  with  you. 

Ang.  It  muft  be  they — Now,  madam,  your  protection, 
er  we  yet  are  loft. 

Lou.  Be  not  concern'd  !  wou'd  you  avoid  'em! 

Car.  No,  we  muft  be  found  ;  let  'em  have  entrance: 
\vc  have  an  honeft  caufe,  and  would  provoke  it's  trial. 

Lou.  Conduct  the  gentlemen  without.  [Exit.  Jaques. 
My  lord,  I'll  anfwer  for  their  honefty  ;  and,  as  they  are 
ftrangers,  where  the  law's  fevere,  muft  beg  you'd  favour 
and  affift  'em. 

Go<v.  You  may  command  me,  madam ;  tho'  there's 
no  great  fear  ;  for  having  heard  the  moft  that  they  cou'd 
urge  againft  'em,  I  found  in  theircomplaints,  more  fpleen 
and  humour,  /than  any  juft  appearance  of  a  real  injury. 

Enter  Do*  Manuel,  Charino,  Antonio,  a»</Clodio. 

Cha.  I'll  have  juftice. 

Ant.  Din't  be  too  hot,  brother. 

Cba.  Sit',  I  demand  juftice. 

D.  Man.  That's  the  lady,  iir,  I  told  you  of. 

Clo.  Ah  !  that's  me,  my  lord,   I  am  witnefs. 

Car.   My  father!   Sir,  your  pardon,  and  your  bleffing. 

Ant.  Why  truly,  Carlos,  I  begin  to  te  a  little  recon- 
fil'd  to  the  matter;  I  wilh  you  well,  tho' I  can't  join 
you  together;  for  my  friend  and  brother  here  is  very 
obftinate,  and  will  admit  of  no  fatisfaftion :  but  how 
ever,  Heaven  will  bleis  you  in  fpite  of  his  teeth. 

Cha.  This  is  all  contrivance  !  Roguery !   I  am  abus'd  ! 

I  fay,  deliver  my  daughter me  is  an  heirefs,   fir  ;  and 

to  detain  her,  is  a  rape  in  law,  fir,  and  I'll  have  you  all 

hang'l; 
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Ling'd  ;  therefore  no  more  delays,  fir;  for  I  tell  you  be 
fore  hand,  I  am  a  wife  man,  and  'tis  impoffible  to  trick  me. 
Ant.  I  fay,  you  are   too  pofuive,  brother;  and  when 
you  learn  more  wifdom,  you'll  have  fome. 

Cba.  I  fay,  brother,  this  is  mere  malice,  when  you 
know  in  your  own  confcience,  I  have  ten  times, your 
underftanding ;  for  you  fee  I'm  quite  of  another  opinion  : 
and  fo  once  more,  my  lord,  I  demand  juitice  againft 
that  ravifher. 

Go-\>.  Does  your  daughter,  fir,  complain  of  any  vio 
lence  ? 

Cba.  Your  lordfhip  knows  young  girls  never  complain 
when  the  violence  is  over ;  he  has  taught  her  better,  I 
fuppofe. 

Ang.  [To  Charino  kneeling.']  Sir,  you  are  my  father, 
bred  me,  cherifli'd  me,  gave  me  my  affe&ions,  taught 
me  to  keep  'em  hitherto  within  the  bounds  of  honour, 
and  of  virtue;  let  me  conjure  you,  by  the  chafte  love 
my  mother  bore  you,  when  ihe  prefcrr'd,  to  her  miftaken 
parents  choice,  her  being  yours  without  a  dower,  not 
to  beftow  my  perfon,  where  thole  affections  ne'er  can  fol 
low 1  cannot  love  that  gentleman  more  than  a  filler 

ought;  but  here  my  heart's   fubdu'd,    ev'n  to  the  laft 
compliance  with  my  fortune  :  he,  fir,  has  nobly  woo'd 
and  won  me;  and  I  am  only  his,  or  miferable. 
Cha.  Get  up  again. 

Go<v.  Come,  fir,  be  perfuaded;  your  daughter  has 
made  an  honourable  and  happy  choice  ;  this  feverity  will 
but  expofe  yourfelf  and  her. 

Cba.  My  lord,  I  don't  want  advice  ;  I'llconfiderwith 
mylelf,  and  refolve  upon  my  own  opinion. 

Enter   Jaques. 

Jaq.  My  lorJ,  here's  a  Itranger  without  enquires  for 
your  lordihip,  and  for  a  gentleman  that  calls  himfelf  C/o<//o. 
Clo,   Hey!  Ab,  man  cber  Ami ! 

Enter  Don  Duart  difguls''d. 
Well,  what  news,  my  dear,  has  me  anfwer'd  my  letter? 

D.  Eu.  There,  fir This  to  your  lordlhip. 

\Giires  him  a  letter,   and  ivbifperi, 
Go<v.  Marry'd  to-night,  and  to  this  gentleman,  fay'il 
thou?  I'm  amaz'd. 
D.  Du.  He  is  her  choice,  my  lord. 

2  Clo. 
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Clo.  [Reading  the  letter.  ]  Um um Charms 

— irrefillable — excufe  fo  foon — Paflion — Blufhes — Con- 

fent — Provision — Children: — Settlement — Marriage 

If  this  is  not  plain  the  devil's  in't. Hold,  here's 

more,  faith- \_Reads  to  bimfclf.} 

*  D.  Man.  How  mall  I  requite  this  goodnefs  '.  [To  Lou. 

'  Lou.  I  owe  you  more  than  I  have  leifure  now  to  pay  : 
'  prefs  me  not  too  far,  lealt  I  fhould  offer  more  than  you 

*  are  willing  to  receive.     Favours  when  long  withheld, 
'  fometimes  grow  tultelefs ;  over-fafting  often  palls  the 
'  appetite. 

'  D.  Man.  The  appetite  of  love,  like  mine,  can  ne- 

*  ver  die  :  it  would  be  ever  tailing  and  unfated.' 

[They  fe em  to  talk  apart. 

GO-J.  'Tis  very  fudden — but  give  my  fervice,  I'll  wait 
upon  her. 

Clo.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Poor  foul !  I'll  be  with  her  pre- 
fently;  and,  faith,  fmce  I  have  made  my  own  fortune, 
I'll  e'n  patch  up  my  brother's  too.  Hark  you,  my  dear 
dad  that  lliou'd  ha'  been — this  bufinefs  is  all  at  an  end 
— for,  look  you,  I  find  your  daughter's  engag'd ;  and, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  •  fo  am  I  faith !  If  my  brother  has 
a  mind  to  marry  her,  let  him ;  for  I  fhall  not,  fplit  me — 
And  now,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  if  you  will  do  me  the 
honour  to  grace  mine  and  the  lady  Elvira's  wedding, 
fuch  homely  entertainment  as  my  poor  houfe  affords,  you. 
fliall  be  all  heartily  welcome  to. 

D.  Leiv.  Thy  houfe!  ha!  ha!  well  faid,  puppy! 

Clo.   Ha!  oldTe/fyf    , 

Cha.  What  doft  thou mean,  man?  [To  Clod io. 

GO--U.  'Tis  even  fo,  I  can  affure  you,  fir;  I  have  my- 
felf  an  invitation  from  the  lady's  own  hand,  that  con 
firms  it :  I  know  her  fortune  well,  and  am  furpriz'd  at  it. 

Ang.  Bkfs'd  news !  This  feems  a  forward  ftep  to  re 
concile  us  all. 

Cba.  If  this  be  true,  my  lord,  I  have  been  thinking 
to  no  purpcfe;  my  dt-fign  is  all  broke  to  pieces. 

Ant.  Come,  brother,  we'll  mend  it  as  well  as  we  can  ; 
nnd  fmce  that  young  rogue  has  rudely  turn'd  tail  upon 
your  daughter,,  I'll  fill  up  thr  blank  with  Carlos^  name, 
and  let  the  reft  of  the  fettlement  fland  as  it  was. 

Cb 
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Cha.  Hold,  I'll  firft  fee  this  wedding,  and  then  give 
you  my  final  refolution. 

Clo.  Come,  ladies,  ifyoupleafe,  my  friend  will  fhew 
you. 

Lou.  Sir,  we  wait  upon  you. 

Cha.  This  wedding's  an  odd  thing! 

D.  Lew.  Ha!  ha!  if  it  fhould  he  a  lie  now.   [Exeunt. 
The  SCENE  changes  to  Elvira's  Apartment. 
Elvira  alone,  with  Clodio'j  Letter  in  her  Hand. 

'  El<v.  At  how  fevere'a  price  do  women  purchafe  an 

*  unfpotted  fame!  when  ev'n  the  julteft  title  can't  affare 
'  poffeffion  :  when  we  reflect  upon  the  infolent  and  daily 
'  wrongs,  which  men  and  fcandal  throw  upon  our  actions, 

*  'twere  enough  to,  make  a  modeit  mind  defpair:  if  we 
'  are  fair  and  chafle,  we  are  proud  ;  if  free,  we  are  wan- 
'  ton;  cold,  we  are  cunning;    and  if  kind,  forfaken  : 

*  nothing  we  do  or  think  on,   be  the  motive  e'er  fo  juil, 

*  or  generous,  but  ftill  the  malice  or  the  guilt  of  men, 

*  interprets  to  our  fhame :  why  mould  this  itranger  elfe, 

*  this  wretched  ftranger,  whofe  forfeit  life  Irafhly  fav'd, 
'  prefume    from    that  miflaken    charity,     to  tempt    me 
'  with  his  love.'  [Enter  a  Servant.]  Hark  !  what  mufick's 
that  ?  \FkuriJh. 

Serv.  Madam,  the  gentlemen  are  come. 

El-v.  'Tis  well ;  are  the  officers  ready  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  madam,  and  know  your  ladyfhip's  orders, 

Elv.  Conduct  the  company.  Now  juftice  mail  un- 
cloud  my  fame,  and  fee  my  brother's  death  reveng'd. 

\Mufec  plays. 
Enter  Ciodio,  D.  Duart,  Governor,  D.  Manuel,  Louifa, 

Carlos,  Angelina,  Antonio,  Charinc,  .and  D.  Lewis. 

Clo.  Well,  madam,  you  fee  I'm  punctual — you've 
nick'd  your  man,  faith;  I'm  always  critical — to  a  mi 
nute;  you'll  never  itay  forme.  Ladies  and  gentlemen, 
I  defire  you'll  do  me  the  honour  of  being  better  acq aim 
ed  here My  lord 

Go<v.  Give  you  joy,   madam. 

Clo.  Nay,  madam,  I  have  brought  you  fome  near  re 
lations  of  my  own  too — This  Don  Antonio,  who  .will 
ihortly  have  the  honour  to  call'ycu  daughter. 

Ant.  The  young  rogue  has  made  a  pretty  choice,  faith. 
D  Clo. 
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Clo.  This  Don  Charino,  who  w?s  very  near  having 
the  honour  of  calling  me  fon.  This  my  elder  brother — 
and  this  my  noble  uncle,  Don  Chokrick-^-SnapJborto  de 


D.  Lew,  Puppy. 

Clo.  Peevifh. 

D.  Leiv.  Madam,  I  wifli  you  joy  with  all  my  heart; 
but  truely,  I  can't  much  advife  you  to  marry  this  gentle 
man,  becaufe,  in  a  day  of  two,  you'll  really  find  him  ex 
tremely  mocking;  thofe  that  know  him,  generally  give 
him  the  title  of  Don  Difmallo  Thickfcullo  de  Halfwitto. 

Clo.  Well  faid,  nuncle,  ha,  ha ! 

D   Du.  Are  you  provided  of  a  prieft,  fir  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  ay,  pox  on  him,  wou'd  he  were  come  tho\ 

D.  Du.  So  wou'd  I,  I  want  the  cue  to  aft  this  juftice 
en  my  honour ;  yet  I  cannot  read  the  folly  in  her  looks. 

[Jfide. 

Go'v.  You  have  furpriz'd  us,  madam,  by  this  fudden 
marriage. 

Elv.  I  may  yet  furprize  you  more,  my  lord. 

D.  Du.  Sir,  don't  you  think  your  bride  looks  melan 
choly  ? 

Clo,  Ay,  poor  fool !  {he's  modeft but  I  have  a 

cure  for. that Well,   my  princefs,  why  that  demure 

look  now  ? 

Elv.  I  was  thinking,  fir 

Clo.  I  know  what  you  think  of You  don't  think 

at  ail You  don't  know  what  to  think — You  neither 

fee,  hear,  feel,  fmell,  nor  tafte— You  han't  the  right 
life  of  one  of  your  fenfes— In  fiiort,  you  have  it.  Now, 
my  princefs,  have  not  I  nick'd  it? 

JEfo.  I  am  forry,  fir,  you  know  fo  little  of  yourfelf,  or 
me.  Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  Madam,  the  prieft  is  come. 

'  Eli>.  Let  him  wait,  we've  no  occafion  yet — Within 
there — -feize  him.  \JSffveral  Ojfictrs  r*fo  /«,  vuktfeatt 

D.  Du,   Ha!  Ciodio,   and  bind  him, 

Gc<v.  What  can  this  mean? 

Clo.  Gad  me!  what,  is  my  dear  in  her  frolicks  already  ? 

EI-v.  And  now,  my  lord,  your  juftice  on  that  mur 
derer. 

3 
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Howl  madam! 

Clo,  That  bitch,  my  fortune! 

D.  Lenu.  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  I  beg  you,  don't 
carry  the  jeft  too  far,  but  if  there  be  any  real  hopes  of 
his  having  an  halter,  let's  know  it  in  three  words,  that  I 
may  be  fure  at  once  for  ever,  that  no  earthly  thing,  but 
a  reprieve,  can  fave  him.  [Apart  to  Elvira. 

Ant.  Pray,  madam,  who  accufes  him  ? 

Elv.  His  own  confellion,  fir. 

Car.  Of  murder,  fay  you,  madam! 

El<v.  The  murder  of  my  brother. 

Go<v.  Where  was  that  confeffion  made? 

Elv.  After  the  fa&was  done,  my  lord,  this  man,  pur- 
fu'd  byjuftice,  took  fhelter  here,  and  trembling,  begg'd 
of  me  /or  my  protection ;  he  feem'd  indeed  a  llranger, 
and  his  complaints  fo  pitiful,  that  I,  little  fufpicious  of 
my  brother's  death,  promis'd,  by  arafh  and  folemn  vow. 
I  wou'd  conceal  him :  which  vow  Heav'n  can  witnefs 
with  what  diftradtion  in  my  thoughts  I  ftrictly  kept,  and 
paid ;  but  he  alas  !  miftaken  this  my  hofpitable  charity, 
for  the  effects  of  a  moft  vile  prepofterous  love,  proceeds 
upon  his  error,  and  in  his  letter  here  addrefles  me  for 
marriage ;  which,  I  once  having  paid  my  vow,  anfwer'd 
in  fuch  prevailing  terms,  upon  his  folly,  as  now  have 
unprotected,  drawn  him  into  the  hands  of  juftice. 

D.  Du.  She  is  innocent,  and  well  has  difappointed 
my  revenge.  [Ajide. 

D.  Lew.  So,  now  I  am  a  little  eafy — The  puppy  will 
be  hang'd. 

Gev.  Give  me  leave,  madam,  to  afk  you  yet  fome  far 
ther  queftions. 

Clo.  Ay 1  mall  be  hang'd,  I  believe. 

Cba.  Nay  then,  'tis  time  to  take  care  of  my  daughter ; 
for  I  am  now  convinc'd,  that  my  friend  Clody  is  difpos'd 
of — and  fo,  without  corrrpliment,  do  ye  fee,  children— 
Heav'n  blefs  you  together  [Joins  Car.  and  Ang.  band* 

Car.  This,  fir,  is  a  time  unfit  to  thank  you  as  we 
ought. 

Ant.  Well,  brother,  I  thank  you  however;  Carlos  is 
an  honeft  bid,  and  well  deferves  her;  but  poor  Clody's 
ill  fortune  J  cou'd  never  have  fufpedled. 

13  2  D.  Lew. 
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D.  Lew.  Why,  you  wou'd  be  pofitive,  though  you 
know,  brother,  I  always  told  you,  Difmal  wou'd  be 
hang'd;  I  muft  plague  him  a  little,  becaufe  the  dog  has 

been  pert  with  me Clody  !  how  doll  thou  do?  Ha! 

why,  you  are  ty'd ! 

Clo.  I  hate  this  old  fellow,  fplit  me. 

D.  Lfw.  Thou  haft  really  made  a  damn'd  blunder 
here,  child,  to  invite  fo  many  people  to  a  marriage-knot, 
and  inilead  of  that,  it's  like  to  be  one  under  the.  left 
ear. 

Clo.  I'd  fain  have  him  die. 

D.  Lew.  Well,  my  dear,  I'll  provide  for  thy  going 
off,  however;  let  me  fee1  you'll  only  have  occafion  for  a 
nofegay,  a  pair  of  white  gloves,  and  a  coflin  :  look  you, 
take  you  no  care  about  the  furgeons,  you  (hall  not  be 
anatomiz'd — I'll  get  the  body  off  with  a  wet  finger— 
tho'  methinks  I'd  fain  fee  the  infide  of  the  puppy  too. 

Clo.   O  !  rot  him,  I  can't  bear  this. 

D.  Le<w.  Well,  I  won't  trouble  you  any  more  now, 
child;  if  I  am  not  engag'd,  I  don't  know,  but  I  may 
come  to  the  tree,  and  fing  a  ftave  or  two  with  thee — Nay, 
I'll  ri/e  on  purpofe, —  tho'  you  will  hardly  fuffer  before 
twelve  o'lock  neither — ay,  juft  about  twelve-  about 
twelve  you'll  be  turn'd  off. 

Clo.  O  !  curfe  confume  him. 

Gc<v.  I  am  convinc'd,  madam,  the  fact  appears  too 
plain. 

D.  Lew.  Yes,  yes,  he'll  fuffer.  [4/Me. 

Gov.  What  fays  the  gentleman?  Do  you  confefi  the 
faa,  fir? 

Clo.'  Will  it  dp  me  any  good,  my  lord  ? 

Go<v.  Perhaps  it  may,  if  you  can  prove  it  was  not 
done  in  malice. 

Clo.  Why  then,  to  confefs  the  truth,  my  lord,  I  did 
pink  him,  and  am  forry  for't ;  but  it  was  none  of  my 
fault,  fplit  me. 

Eli).  Now,  my  lord,  your  juftice. 

D  Du.  Hold,  madam,  that  remains  in  me  to  give; 
for  know,  your  brother  lives,  and  happy  in  the  proof 
of  fuch  a  filter's  virtue.  [Discovers  bimfelf. 
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£/v.  My  brother!  O  !  let  my  wonder  fpeak  my  joy  '• 

Clo.  Hey!  [Clodio  and  his  friends  feem  furpri^d. 

Gov.  Don  Duart !  living  and  well !  how  came  this 
ftrange  recovery  ? 

D.  Du.  My  body's  health  the  furgeon  has  reftor'd : 
but  here's  the  true  'phyfician  of  my  mind  :  the  hot  dif- 
tem-per'd  blood,  which  lately  render'd  me  ofFenfive  to 
mankind,  his  juft  refenting  fuord  let  forth,  which  gave 
me  leifure  to  reflect  upon  my  follies  paft,  and,  by  reflec 
tion,  to  reform. 

El-v.  This  is  indeed  a  happy  change. 

Go<v.  Releafe  the  gentleman. 

Clo.  Here,  Tefty,  prithee  do  fo  much  as  antie  this  a 
little. 

D.  Lew.  Why,  fo  I  will,  firrah  ;  I  find  thou  haft  done 
a  mettled  thing,  and  I  don't  know  whether  it's  worth 
my  while  to  be  fhock'd  at  thee  any  longer. 

Elv.  \  afk  your  pardon  for  the  wrong  I  have  done  you, 
fir,  and  blufh  to  think  how  much  I  owe  you  for  a  brother 
thus  reilor'd. 

Gio.  Madam,  your  very  humble  fervant,  it's  mighty 
well  as  it  is. 

D.  Du.  We  are  indeed  his  debtors  both;  and,  fifter, 
there's  but  one  way  now  of  being  grateful :  for  my  fake, 
give  him  fuch  returns  of  love,  as  he  may  yet  think  fit 
to  afk,  or  you  with  modefly  can  anfwer. 

Clo,  Sir,  I  thank  you,  and  when  you  don't  think  it 
impudence  in  me  to  wifh  myfelf  well  with  your  filler,  I 
mail  beg  leave  to  make  ufe  of  your  friendfhip. 

D.  Du.  This  modefty  commends  you,  fir. 

Ant.  Sir,  you  have  propos'd  like  a  man  of  honour,  and 
if  the  lady  can  but  like  of  it,  flie  fhall  find  thofe  among 
us,  that  will  make  up  a  fortune  to  deferve  her. 

Car.  I  wilh  my  brother  well,  and  as  I  once  offer'd  him 
to  divide  my  birthright,  I'm  ready  Hill  to  put  my  words 
into  performance. 

D.  Le-iv.  Nay  then,  iince  I  find  the  rogue's  no  longer 
like  to  be  an  enemy  to  Carlos,  as  far  as  a  few  acres  go, 
I'll  be  his  friend  too. 

D.  Du.  filler ! 

Eh,  This  is  no  trifle,  brother j  allow  me  a  conve 
nient 
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nient  time  to  think,  and  if  the  gentleman  continues  to 
deierve  your  friendfliip,  he  fliali  not  much  complain  I 
am  his  enemy. 

D»  Letu.  So  !  now  it  will  be  a  wedding  again,  faith. 

'  D.  Man.  And  if  this  kind  example  could  prevail  on 

'  Lou.  If  it  could  not,  your  merit  has  fufficient  power  : 
'-  from  this  moment,  I  am  yours  for  ever. 

'  D.  Man.  Which  way  mall  I  be  grateful? 

'  Clo.  Nay  then,  ftrike  up  again,  boys— -and,  with  the 
*  lady's  leave,  I'll  make  bold  to  lead  'em  up  a  d&occ 
'  a  la  mode  d'  Angleterre.  \They  dance. 

'  D.  Lew.  So!  fo !  bravely  done  of  all  fides;  and  now 
'  Carlos,  we'll  e'en  toaft  our  nofes  over  a  chirping  bottle 
'  and  laugh  at  our  paft  fortune.' 
•   Car.   Come,  my  Angelina  ! 
Our  bark,  at  length,  has  found  a  quiet  harbour, 
And  the  diftrefsful  voyage  of  our  loves, 
Ends  not  alone  in  fafety,  but  reward. 
Now  we  unlade  our  freight  of  happinefs, 
Of  which,  from  thee  alone,  my  lhare's  deriv'd : 
For  all  my  former  fearch  in  deep  philofophy, 
Not  knowing  thee,  was  a  mere  dream  of  life  : 
But  love,  in  one  foft  moment,  taught  me  more 
Than  all  the  volumes  of  the  learn'd  cou'd  teach  ; 
Gave  me  the  proof  when  nature's  birth  began. 
To  what  great  End  th'  ETERNAL  form'd  a  MAN. 

[Exeunt  cmnes. 
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/jN  Epilogue'/  a  tax  en  authors  laid, 

And  full  as  much  unwillingly  is  paid. 
Good  lines,  I  grant,  are  little  worth,   but  yet, 
Coin  has  been  always  eajier  raised,  than  wit. 
(I  fear  we'd  made  but  very  poor  campaigns, 
Had  funds  been  levy 'd from  the  grumbling  brains.) 
Bzfide,  to  'what  poor  purpcfe  Jhould  we  plead, 
Whenycu  have  once  refolv V  a  play  fhall  bleed? 
But  then  again,  a  wretch,  in  any  cafe, 
Has  leave  to  fay  why  fentence  Jbould  not  pafs. 
Firji,  let  your  cenfure  from  pure  judgment  flow,  *} 

And  mix  'with  that,  fome  grains  of  mercy  too  ;  C 

On  fame  your  praife  like  wanton  lovers  you  bcftow.  j 

Thus  have  you  known  a  woman  plainly  fair, 
At  fir  ft  fear  ce  worth  your  two  days  pains  or  care  ; 
Without  a  charm,   but  being  youn^  and  new  : 
(You  thought  five  guineas  far  beyond  her  due. ) 
But  *when  purfu'd  by  fome  gay  leading  lover, 
Then  every  day  her  eyes  new  charms  d if  cover  j 
'Till  at  the  laft,  by  crouds  of  beaus  admired,  ^ 

W  has  raised  her  price,  to  what  her  heart  dejlr"d,  L 

New  gowns  and  petticoats,  which  her  airs  required.         j 
Sn  tnifs,  and  poet  too,  when  once  cry' d  up,  , 

Believe  their  reputation  at  the  top  ; 
And  knrjvj,   that  while  the  liking  ft  has  feisfdyou, 
She  cannot  look,   he  'write,  too  ill  to  pleafe you. 
H.w  can  you  bear  a  fenfe  of  love  jo  grofs, 
To  let  mere  fajhicn  on  your  tafte  impofe  ? 
Your  tajh  rejitid,    might  add  to  your  delight  ;  T 

Poets  from  you  are  taught  to  raije  their  flight  ; 
Far  as  you  learn  to  judge,  they  learn  to  write.  ^ 
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ACT     I.       SCENE    I. 
SCENE,    Sir  Charles  Eafy'j  Lodgings. 

Enter  Lady  Eafy  alaa. 

L.  Eafy.  T  TT  T  A  S  ever  Woman's  Spirit,  by  an  injn*. 
\/W  rious  Hu(bund»  broke  like  mine?  A 
vile,  licentious  Man!  mull  he  bring 
home  his  Follies  too?"  W.rong  nuxwith  my  very  Servant ! 
O  !  how  tedious  a  Relief  ib  Patience  !  and  yet  in  my  Con 
dition  'tis  the  only  Remedy  :  For  to  reproach  him  with- 
my  Wrongs,  is  taking  on  myfelf  the  Means  of  a  Redrefe, 
bidding  Defiance  to  his  Falfhcod,  and  naturally  but  pro 
vokes  him  to  undo  me.  The  uneafy  Thought  of  my  coa- 
tinual  Jealoufy  may  teize  him  to  a  fixt  Averfion  ;  and  hi 
therto,  tho'  he  negledls,  I  cannot  think  he  hates  me.  —  It 
inuft  be  fo,  fince  I  want  Power  to  pleafe  him,  he  never 
{hall  upbraid  me  with  an  Attempt  of  making  him  uneafy — 
My  Eyes  and  Tongue  mall  yet  be  blind  and  filent  to  my 
Wrongs;  nor  would  I  have  him  think  my  Virtue  cou'd 
fufpeft  him,  till  by  fome  grofs,  apparent  Proof  of  his_Mif- 
doing,  he  forces  me  to  fee  —  and  to  forgive  it. 
Enter  Edging  haftily. 

EJg.  O  Madam  ! 

L.  Eafy.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Edg.  1  have  the  ftrangeil  thing  to  fhew  your  Ladyfhip— 
fuch  a  Difcovery  •••• 

L.  Eafy.  You  are  refolved  to  make  it  without  much  Ce 
remony,  I  find  :  What's  the  Bufinefs,  pray  ? 

Edg.  The  Bufinefs,  Madam,  I  have  not  Patience  to  tell 
you  ;  I  am  out  of  Breath  at  the  very  Thoughts  on't ;  I  (hall 
not  be  able  to  fpeak  this  half  Hour. 

L.  Eafy.  Not  to  the  Purpofe  I  believe  !  but  methink* 
you  talk  impertinently  with  a  great  deal  of  Eafe. 

Ed*.  Nay,  Madam,  perhaps  not  fo  impertinent  as  your 
Ladymip  thinks  ;  there's  that  will  fpeak  to  the  Purpofe,  I 
am  fure  —  A  bafe  Man  — -  [Gives  a  Letter. 

L.  JEW^.What's  this  ?  an  open  Letter !  Whence  comes  it  ? 
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.  Nay,  read  it,  Madam,  you'll  foon  guefs  —  If  thefe 
are  the  Tricks  of  Hufbands,  keep  me  a  Maid  (till,  fay  1. 

L.  Eafy.  [Looking  on  the  Svperfcription.]  To  Sir  Charles 
Eafy  !  Ha!  Too  wel!  1  know  this  hateful  Hand. — O  my 
Heart ;  but  I  muft  veil  my  Jealoufy,  which  'tis  not  fit  this 
Creature  ihould  fuppofe  I  am  acquainted  with.  \_Afide.~\— 
This  Direction  is  to  your  Mafter,  how  came  you  by  it? 

Edg.  Why,  Madam,  as  my  Mafter  was  lying  down,  af 
ter  he  came  in  from  Hunting,  he  fent  me  into  his  Drefling- 
Rocm  to  fetch  his  SnufF-Box  out  of  his  Waiflcoat-Pocket, 
and  fo  as  I  was  fearching  for  the  Box,  Madam,  there  I 
found  this  wicked  Letter  from  a  Miftrefs ;  which  I  had  no 
foorier  read,  bat,  I  declare  it,  my  very  Blood  rofe  at  rum 
iigain;  methought  I  could  have  torn  him  and  her  to  pieces. 
L.Eafy.  Intolerable!  This  odious  Thing's  jealous  of  him 
ht'rfelf ,  and  wants  me  to  join  with  her  in  a  Revenge  upon 
lur.i  • — Sure  I  am  fallen,  indeed  !  But  'twere  to  make  me 
.  rrf.  t<  .<  r  ;-•  r  ri.inh  T  mideriUnd  her.  [,f/Mf. 

.     NF.JT,  pray,  "Madam,  read  it,  you'll  be  out  of  Pa 
tience  at  ir. 

L,  Enf-i.  You  are  bo!d,!VIiftrefs;  has  my  Indulgence,  or 
youi  IvJafter'?  good  Humour,  fiatter'd  you  into  the  Afiurancc 
of  reading  his  Letteis  ?  a  Liberty  I  never  gave  myfelf  — 

Hert lu.y  it  where  you  had  it  immediately  —  fhou'd  he 

\~  nov  of  your  Sauciuefs,  'twould  not  be  my  Favour  cou'd 
protect  you.  [Exit  L.  £^/i\ 

LI*F.  Your  Favour!  Marry  come  up!  Sure  1  don't  de 
pend  u{on  your  Favour  !  —  It's  not  come  to  that,  I  hope — 
i-'dor  Crr/ittirc —  Don't  you  think  I  am  my  Mailer's  Mif- 
•  trels  tor  nothing  —  You  (hall  find,  Madam,  I  won't  be 
Jliiapt  up  as  I  have  been  —  Not  but  it  vexes  me  to  think  (lie 
{hdu'd  Hoc  be  as  uneify  as  J.  I  am  fure  he  is  a  bafe  Man  to 
rue,  iind  1  couid  cry  my  Eyes  out  that  flie  ihou'd  not  think 
him  -A;  bad  to  herev'ry  Jot.  If  I  am  wrong'd,  fure  (lie  may 
\ery  well  expeft  it,  that  is  but  his  Wife  —  A  conceited 
Thing  —  fhe  need  not  be  fo  eafy,  neither  —  I  am  as  hand- 
fcme  as  fhe,  I  hope — Here's  my  Mailer — I'll  try  whether  I 
am  to  be  huff 'd  by  her,  or  no.  \Walk3  behind. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Eafy. 

Sir  Cha.  So !  The  Day  is  come  again  !  —  Life  but  rifes  to 
another  Stage,  and  the  fame  dull  Journey  is  before  us  — 
How  like  Children  do  we  judge  of  Happinefs  !  When  I 
was  itinted  in  my  Fortune,  almoll  every  tning  was  a  Plea- 
fure  to  me,  bccaufe  moil  things  then  being  out  of  my  reach, 
1  had  always  the  Pieafure  of  hoping  for  'em  j  now  Fortune's 

in 
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in  my  Hand,  (he's  as  infipid  as  an  olct  Acquaintance  —  It's 
mighty  filly,  Faith — Juft  the  fame  thing  by  my  Wife,  too  ; 
I  am  told  (he's  extremely  handfome  — nay,  and  have  heard 
a  great  many  People  fay  (lie  is  certainly  the  belt  Woman  in 
the  World — Why,  I  don't  know  but  fne  may,  yet  I  could 
never  find  that  her  Perfon  or  good  Qualities  gave  me  any 
Concern  — -  In  my  Eye  the  Woman  has  no  more  Channs 
than  my  Mother. 

Edg.  Hum  ! — he  takes  no  Notice  of  me  yet— I'll  let  him 
-fee,  1  can  take  as  little  Notice  of  him.  [Sheivalks  by  him 
gravely,  he  turns  her  about  and  holds  her,  Jhe  ftrugglcs.} 
Pray,  "Sir ! 

SirCba.  A  pretty  pert  Air,  that — I'll  humour  it— What's 
the  Matter,  Child?  Are  not  you  well  r  Kifs  me,  Hufiy. 

Edg.  No,  the  Deuce  fetch  me,  if  I  do. 

Sir  Cha.  Hiif  any  thing  put  thee  out  of  Kumour,  Love  ? 

Edg.  No,  Sir,  'tis  not  worth  my  being  out  of  Humour 
at  —  tho'  if  ever  you  have  any  thing  to  iuy  so  me  a?aiK» 
HI  be  bmn'd. 

Sir  Cha.  Somebody  has  bclyM  nis  to  thee. 

Edg.  No,  Sir,  'tis  you  have  bclyM  yourfelf  to  .me  —  Did 
not  I  afk  you  when  you  firfl  made  a  Fool  of  me,  if  you 
would  be  always  conftant  to  me  ;  and  did  not  you  fay,  I 
might  be  fure  you  wou'd?  And  here,  inllead  of  that,you  are 
going  on  in  your  old  Intrigue  with  my  Lady  Gravtairs.  r— 

Sir  Cha.  So 

EJg.  Befide,  don't  you  fuffer  my  Lady  to  huff"  rrie  every 
Day  as  if  I  were  her  Dog,  or  had  no  more  concern  with 
you  —  I  declare  I  won't  bear  it,  and  fhe  (han't  think  to 
huff  me  —  for  aught  I  know  I  am  as  agreeable  as  llie  ;  and 
tho'  fhe  dares  not  take  any  Notice  of  your  Bafencfs  to  her, 
you  (han't  think  to  ufe  me  fo — and  fo  pray  take  your  nafty 
Letter — I  know  the  Hand  well  enough — for  my  part  I  won't 
ftay  in  the  Family  to  be  abu*'d  at  this  rate  :  I  that  have  re- 
fus'd  Lords  and  Dukes  for  your  fake;  I'd  have  you  to  know, 
Sir,  I  have  had  as  many  blue  and  green  Ribbons  after  me, 
for  aught  I  know,  as  would  have  made  me  a  F^Ibala  Apron » 

Sir  Cha.  My  Lady  Gra-veairs  !  my  nafty  Letter  !  and  I 
won't  ftay  in  the  Family  !  Death  !  — I'm  in  a  pretty  Con 
dition  !  —  What  an  unlimited  Privilege  has  this  Jade  got 
from  being  a  Whore  ? 

Edg.  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  think  to  ufe  every  Body  as  you 
do  your  Wife. 

Sir  Cha.  My  Wife,  hah !  Come  hither,  Mrs.  Edging  ; 
hark  you,  Drab.  [Seisung  her  ly  the  Shoulder. 
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EJg.  Oh  ! 

Sir  Cha.  When  you  fpeak  of  my  Wife,  you  are  to  fay 
your  Lady,  and  you  are  never  to  fpeak  of  your  Lady  to  me 
ir  any  regard  of  her  being  my  Wife — for  look  you,  Child, 
you  are  not  her  Strumpet  but  mine,  therefore  I  only  give 
you  leave  to  be  faucy  with  me. — In  the  next  place,  you  are 
never  to  fuppofe  there  is  any  fuch  Perfon  as  my  Lady 
Graveairs  ;  and  laflly,  my  Pretty  One,  how  came  you  by 
this  Letter  ? 

Edg.  It's  no  matter,  perhaps. 

Sir  Cha.  Aye,  bnt  if  you  fhou'd  not  tell  me  quickly, 
how  are  you  fure  I  won't  take  a  great  Piece  of-  Flefti  out 
•f  your  Shoulder  ?  —  My  dear.  [Shakes  her. 

Edg.  O  lud  !  O  lud  !  I  will  tell  you,  Sir. 

MJ  Cta.  Quickly  then  •— — 

/.</£.  Oh  !  I  took  it  out  of  your  Pocket,  Sir. 

SirC£«.  When? 

Edg.  Oh  !  this  Morning,  when  you  fent  me  for  your 
~£nutf-box. 

Sir  Cha.    And   your  Ladyfhip's    pretty  Curiofity  has 

took 'dit  over,  1  prefume  —  ha [Again. 

.  U  lud !  dear  Sir,  don't  be  angry  —  indeed  Til 
never  touch  cne  again. 

Sir  Cha.  I  don't  believe  you  will,  and  I'll  tell  you  how 
you  (hall  be  fure  you  never  will. 

£Jg.  Yes,  Sir. 

^Sir  C/.a.  By^ftedfaftly  believing,  that  the  next  time  you 
CSer  it,  you  $111  have  your  pretty  white  Neck  twilled  be 
hind  von. 

Edg.  Yes,  Sir.  [Cur? fy ing* 

Mr  Cba.  And  you  will  be  fure  to  remember  every  thing 
f'have  faid  to  you  ? 

Edg.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  And  now,  Child,  I  was  not  angry  with  your 
Perfon,  but  your  Follies  ;  which,  fince  I  find  you  are  a 
little  feniible  of — don't  be  wholly  difcourag'd  —  for  I 
believe  I  —  I  lhall  have  Occafion  for  you  again 

Edg.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  In  the  mean  time  let  me  hear  no  more  of  your 
Lady,  Child. 

Edg.  No,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Here  flie  comes,  be  gone. 

Edg.  Yes,  Sir — Oh!  I  was  never  fo  frighten'd  in  my 

Life.  _  [Exit. 

'Sir  Cha.  So  !  good  Difcipline  makes  good  Soldiers — It 

often 
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rffcn  puzzles  me  to  think,  from  my  own  Careleflhefs,  and 
my  Wife's  continual  good  Humour,  whether  me  really 
knows  any  thing  of  the  Strength  of  my  Forces  —  1 1 

her  a  little. 

Enter  Lady  Eafy. 

My  Dear,  how  do  you  do  ?  You  are  drefs'd  very  early  t* 
Day  :  Are  you  going  out  ? 

I*.  Eafy.  Only  to  Church,  my  Dear. 

Sir  Cha,  Is  it  fo  late  then  ? 

L.  Eafy.  The  Bell  has  juftrung. 

Sir  Cha.  Well,  Child,  how  does  Wlnfyr  Air  agree  with. 
you  ?  Do  you  find  yourfelf  any  better  yet  ?  or  have  you  * 
Mind  to  go  to  London  again  ? 

I*.  Eajy.  No,  indeed,  my  Dear;  the  Air's  fo  very  p  ea- 
fant,  that  if  it  were  a  Place  of  lefs  Company,  I  cou'd  be 
content  to  end  my  Days  here. 

Sir  Cta.  Pr'ythee,  my  Dear,  what  fort  of  Company 
would  moft  pleafe  you  ? 

L.  Eajy.  When  Bufmefs  would  permit  it,  Yours ;  and 
In  your  Abfence  a  fmcere  Friend,  that  were  truly  happy  in 
an  ho-neii  Hufband,  to  fit  a  chearful  Hour,  and  talk  in  mu 
tual  Praife  of  our  Condition. 

Sir  Cha.  Are  you  then  really  very  happy,  my  Dear  ? 

L.  Eafy.  Why  fliould  you  queftion  it  ?    [Smiling  on  him. 

Sir  Cha.  Becaufe  I  fancy  I  am  not  fo  good  to  you  as  I 
fliould  be. 

L.  Eajy.  Pfhaw. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  the  Deuce  take  me  if  I  don't  really  con- 
fefs  myfelf  fo  bad,  that  I  have  often  wonder'd  how  any 
Woman  of  your  Senfe,  Rank,  and  Perfoii,  could  think  it 
worth  her  while  to  have  fo  many  ufelefs  good  Qualities.^ 

L.  Eajy.  Fye,  my  Dear. 

Sir  Cha.  By  my  Soul,  I'm  ferious. 

L.  Eafy.  1  can't  boaft  of  my  good  Qualities,  nor,  if  I 
could,  do  I  believe  you  think  'em  ufelels. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  I  fobmit  to  you  — Don't  you  find  'em  fo  ? 
Do  you  perceive  that  I  am  one  Tittle  the  better  Hufband 
for  your  being  fo  good  a  Wife  ? 

L.  E<'.l\.  Pihaw  !  you  jeft  with  me. 

Sir  Cha.  Upon  my  Life  I  don't  — Tell  me  truly,  w^as 
you  never  jealous  of  me  ? 

I,.  /•.>/;'.  Did  I  ever  give  you  any  Sign  of  it? 

Sir  Cha.  Urn  —  that's  true  —  bu:  Jo  you  realty  think  t 
trever  gave  you  Occafion  ? 

Uat'i.  aacdd  Queftion— but  fuppofc  you  h 
A-  . 
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Sir  Cba.  Why  then,  what  good  has  your  Virtue  done 
you,  fmce  all  the  good  Qualities  of  it  could  not  keep  me 
to  yourfelf  ? 

L.  Eafy.  What  Occafion  have  you  given  me  to  fuppofe  I 
have  not  kept  you  to  myfelf  ? 

Sir  Cba.  I  given  you  Occafion  —  Fye  !  my  Dear  —  you 
may  be  fure — I  —  look  you,  that  is  not  the  thing,  but 
Hill  a — (Death,  what  a  Blunder  have  I  made)  —  a — ftill, 
I  fay,  Madam,  you  (han't  make  me  believe  you  have  never 
been  jealous  of  me ;  not  that  you  ever  had  any  real  Caufe, 
but  I  Jcnow  Women  of  your  Principles  have  more  Pride 
than  thofe  that  have  no  Principles  at  all ;  and  where  there 
is  Pride,  there  muft  be  fome  Jealoufy  —  fo  that  if  you 
are  jealous,  my  Dear,  you  know  you  wrong  me,  and  — 

L.  Eafy,  Why  then,  upon  my  Word,  my  Dear,  I  don't 
know  that  ever  I  wrong'd  you  that  way  in  my  Life. 

Sir  Cba.  But  fuppofe  I  had  given  a  real  Caufe  to  be 
jealous,  how  would  you  do  then  ? 

L.  Eafy,  It  muft  be  a  very  fubftantial  one  that  makes 
me  jealous* 

Sir  Cba.  Say  it  were  a  fubftantial  one  ;  fuppofe  now  I 
were  well  with  a  Woman  of  your  own  Acquaintance,  that, 
under  Pretence  of  frequent  Vifits  to  you,  mould  only 
ccroe  to  carry  on  an  Affair  with  me  —  Suppofe  now  my 
Lady  Gra-veairs  and  I  were  great? 

L.  Eajy.  Wou'd  I  could  not  fuppofe  it.  [djlJe. 

Sir  Cba.  If  I  come  off  here  I  believe  I'm  pretty  fate. 
\Jf;Jt.~\ — Suppofe,  I  fay,  my  Lady  and  I  were  fo  very  fami 
liar,  that  not  only  yourfelf,  but  half  the  Town  mould  fee  it  ? 

L.  Eajy.  Then  1  fhoald  cry  myfelf  fick  in  fome  dark 
Clofet,  and  forget  my  Tears  when  youfpoke  kindly  to  me. 

Sir  Cba.  The  moft  convenient  Piece  of  Virtue  fure  that 
ever  Wife  \vai  Miilrefs  of. 

L.  Eajy.'  Br.t  pray,  my  Dear,  did  you  ever  think  that  I 
had  any  ill  Thoughts  of  my  Lady  Graveairs  > 

Sir  Cl-a.  O  fye!  Child  ;  only  you  know  flie  and  I  us'd 
»o  be  a  little  free  fornetimes,  fo  I  had  a  mind  to  fee  if  ycu 
thought  there  was  any  Harm  in  it ;  but  fmce  I  find  you 
vrry  cafy,  1  think  myfelf  oblig'd  to  tell  you,  that  upon 
my  Soul,  my  Dear,  I  have  fo  JitTlr  regard  to  her  Pe"iicn, 
that  the  Deuce  take  me,  if  I  would  not  as  fooh  have  an 
Affair  with  rny  own  Woman. 

L.  Ec.jy.  Indeed,  my  Dear,  I  mould  as  focn  fufpeft  ycu 
with  one  a,s  t'other. 

Sir  Cba.  Peer  Dear  —  (hould'f  .thow  —  givr  me  a  Kifs. 

I.. 
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L.  Eafy.  Pftiaw  !  you  don't  care  to  kifs  me. 

Sir  Cha.  By  my  Soul,  I  do  — —  I  wifh  I  may  die,  if  I 

don't  think  you  a  very  fine  Woman. 

L.  Eafy.  I  only  wifh  you  would  think  me  a  good  Wife. 
[Kiffis  her.~\  But  pray,  my  Dear,  what  has  made  you  fo 
ftrangely  inquifitive  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Inquifitive — Why  —  a  —  I  don't  know,  one's 
always  faying  one  foolifh  thing  or  another — Toll  le  roll. 
[S/'/wiwfl'/tfZff.TMyDear,  what!  are  we  never  to  have 
any  Ball  here  ?  Toll  le  roll.  I  fancy  I  could  recover  my 
Dancing  again,  if  I  would  but  praftife.  Toll  loll  loll  ! 

L.  Eafy.  This  Excefs  of  Carele.Tnefs  to  me  excufes  half 
his  Vices :  If  I  can  make  him  once  think  ferioufly — Time 
yet  may  be  my  Friend. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser*v.   Sir,  Lord  Mcrelovc  gives  his  Service  •— — 

Sir  Cka.  Lord  Morehve  !  Where  is  he  ? 

Ser<v.  At  the  Chocclate-houfe  ;  he  call'd  me  to  him  as 
I  went  by,  and  bid  me  tell  your  Honour  he'll  wait  upon 
you  prefently. 

L.  Eafy.  I  thought  you  had  not  expefted  him  here  again 
this  Seafon,  my  Dear. 

Sir  Cha.  I  thought  fo  too,  but  you  fee  there's  no  de 
pending  upon  the  Refolution  of  a  JWan  that's  in  Love. 

L.  Eajy.  Is  there  a  Chair  ? 

$er*v.  Yes,  Madam.  [  Exit  Servant. 

L.  Eafy.  I  fuppofe  Lady  Sttty  'Modljh  has  drawn  him 
hither. 

SirC'ja.  Aye,  poor  Soul,  for  all  his  Bravery,  I'm  afraid  fa. 

L.  Eafy.  Well,  my  Dear,  1  han't  Time  to  a:k  my  Lor.t 
how  he  does  now;  you'll  excufe  me  to  him,  but  I  hope 
you'll  make  him  dine  with  us. 

Sir  Cbt..  I'll  afk  him.  If  youfi-e  Lady  Betty  at  Prayer-, 
make  her  dine  too,  but  don't  take  any  l\oti.cc  of  ray  L.rd'i 
being  in  Town. 

L.  Eafy.  Very  well !  if  I  mould  not  meet  her  the;e,  I'll 
call  at  her  Lodeinp:;. 

Sir  Cha.  Do^fo.° 

L; Efijv.  My  Dear,  your  Servant.  \ExitL.  £..; 

Sir  Cha.  My  Dear,  I'm  your*. — Well !  one  way  or  other 
this -Woman  will  ccruJriiv  bring  a  bo  at  K<T  Bulinefs  •• 
me  at  laft  ;  for  tho'  flic^  cur.'t  make  m,e  happy  in  her  own 
Perfon,  (he  lets  me  be  fo  intobrabi.-  eafv  withi  the  Wo;:-en 
that  can,  that  fhc  h.^5  .a  \c-.A  brought  me  icto  u  f-ir  \\~ay 
of  being  as  weajy  of  then;  too. 

A  6  I. •?.-:»• 
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Enter  Servant-  and  Lord  Morelove. 

Serv.  Sir,  my  Lord's  come. 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles  ! 

Sir  Cha.  My  dear  Lord !  this  is  an  Happinefs  undreamt 
of;  I  little  thought  to  have  feen  you  at  Wind/or  again  this 
Seafon !  I  concluded,  of  courfe,  that  Books  and  Solitude 
had  fecur'd  you  'till  Winter. 

L.  Mor.  Nay,  I  did  not  think  of  coming  myfelf,  but  I 
found  myfelf  not  very  well  in  London,  fo  I  thought  —  a  — 
little  Hunting,  and  this  Air' 

SirCA*.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Mor.  What  do  you  laugh  at  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Only  becaufe  you  mould  not  go  on  with  your 
Story  :  If  you  did  but  fee  how  filly  a  Man  fumbles  for  an 
f'.xcufe,  when  he's  a  little  amam'd  of  being  in  Love,  you 
would  not  wonder  what  I  laugh  at ;  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Mor.  Thou  art  a  very  happy  Fellow nothing 

touches  thee —  always  eafy  —  Then  you  conclude  I  follow 
Lady  Betty  again. 

$\r  Cha,  Yes,  Faith  do  I :  Aad,  to  make  you  eafy,  my 
Lord,  I  cannot  fee  why  a  Man  that  can  ride  fifty  Miles 
after  a  poor  Stag,  Ihould  be  amam'd  of  running  twenty  in 
Chafe  of  a  fine  Woman,  that,  in  all  Probability,  will  make 
him  fo  much  the  better  Sport  too.  \Embracing* 

L.  Mar.  Dear  Charles,  don't  flatter  my  Diitemper,  I 
own  I  ftill  follow  her  :  Do  you  think  her  Charms  have 
Power  to  excufe  me  to  the  World  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Aye!  aye  !  a  fine  Woman's  an  Excufe  for  any 
thing  ;  we  are  all  forced  to  be  their  Fools,  before  we  can 
he  their  Favourites. 

L.  Mor.  You  are  willing  to  give  me  hope ;  but  I  can't 
believe  fhe  has  the  leall  Degree  of  Inclination  for  me. 

Sir  Cba.  I  don't  know  that— -I'm  fure  her  Pride  likes 
you,  and  that's  generally  your  fine  Lady's  darling  Paffion- 

1..  Mor.  Do  you  fuppofe  if  I  could  grow  indifferent,  it 
wou'd  touch  her  ? 

SirC/p.T.  Stingher  to  the  Heart — Will  you  take  myAdvice? 

1...  Mor.  1  have  no  Relief  but  that.  Had  I  not  thee  no\v 
&ild  then,  to  talk  an  Hour,  my  Life  were  infupportable. 

Sir  C'>a.  I  am  lorry  for  thn.t,  my  Lord; — but  mind 

what  I  fay  to- you But  hold,  firfl  let  me  know  the 

f. .uiiculars  of  your  late  Quarrel  with  her. 

L.  A/i,-/-,  Why,  —about  three  Weeks  ago,  when  I  was 
lafl  here  at  J/'/W/e;-r  me  had  for  fome  Days  treated  me 
\\lth  a  little  more  Referve,  and  another  v.ith  mare  Free- 
•i  iii .  th;tn  1  found  myfelf  eafy  at-  2if 
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Sir  C/^z.  Who  was  that  other  ? 

L.  Mor.  One  of  my  Lord  Foppingtorfs  Gang,  —  he  that 
fings  himfelf  among  the  Women— -What  d'ye  call 
him  —  He  won't  fpeak  to  a  Commoner  when  a  Lord's  in 
Company  —  Startup,  that's  his  Name. 

Sir  Cha.  O  !  I  have  met  him  in  a  Vifit — but  pray  go  on. 

L.  Mr.  So,  difputing  with  her  about  the  Condudl  of* 
Women,  I  took  the  Liberty  to  tell  her  how  far  I  thought 
fhe  err'd  in  her's  ;  ftie  told  me  1  was  rude,  and  that  fhe 
would  never  believe  any  Man  could  love  a  Woman  that 
thought  her  in  the  Wrong  in  any  thing  flic  had  a  Mind  to, 
at  leaft  if  he  dar'd  to  tell  her  fo — This  provok'd  me  into 
her  whole  Character,  with  as  much  Spite  and  civil  Malice, 
as  I  have  feen  her  beftow  upon  a  Woman  of  true  Beauty, 
when  the  Men  firit  toafted  her;  fo  in  the  middle  of  mf 
Wifdom,  fhe  told  me,  fhe  defired  to  be  alone,  that  I  would 
take  my  odious  proud  Heart  along  with  me,  and  trouble 

her  no  more— —I bovv'd  very  low,  and  as  I  left  the 

Room,  vow'd  I  never  would,  and  that  my  proud  Heart 
fhould  never  be  humbled  by  the  Outfide  of  a  fine  Womaa 
—  About  an  Hour  after,  I  whipp'd  into  my  Chaife  for 
London,  and  have  never  feen  her  fince. 

Sir  Cha.  Very  well,  and  how  did  you  find  your  proud 
Heart  by  that  Time  you  got  to  Hounfloiv  ? 

L.  Mcr.  I  am  almoft  aftiam'd  to  tell  you — I  found  het 
fo  much  in  the  Right,  that  I  curs'd  my  Pride  for  contra- 
difting  her  at  all,  and  began  to  think,  according  to  her 
Maxim,  that  no  Woman  could  be  in  the  wrong  to  a  Man 
that  fhe  had  in  her  Power. 

SirCYvr.  Ha!  ha  !  Well,  I'll  tell  you  what  you  fhall  do. 
You  can  fee  her  without  trembling,  I  hope  I 

L.  Mor.  Not  if  fiie  receives  me  well. 

Sir  Cba.  If  fhe  receives  you  well,  you  will  have  no  Oc- 
cafion  for  what  I  am  going  to  fay  to  you  —  firit,  you  fhaii 
dine  with  her. 

L.  Mor.  How  !  where  I  when  \ 

'Sir  Cha.  Here  !  here  !  at  T-i'o  o'Clock. 

L.  Mor.  Dew  Cbarfa /• 

bir  Cba.  My  Wife's  gone  to  invite  her ;  when  you  fee 
her  fir£,  be  neither  loo  humble  nor  too  ftubborn  ;  let  her 
ftr,  by  the  Eafe  in  your  Behaviour,,  you  are  flill  pleafed  in 
being  ner.r  her,  while  fhe  is  upon  reafonable  Terms  vritk 
you.  This  will  either  open  the  Door  of  an  Eclaircij/crirnt^ 
or  quite  fhut  it  againil  ^ou— and  if  ihe  is  (till  refolv'd  to 
keep  you  out  — 
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L.  Mor.  Nay,  if  fhe  infults  me,  then,  perhaps,  I  may  re- 
coverPride  enough  to railly  her  by  anover-acledSubmiffion. 

Sir  Cha.  Why,  you  improve,  my  Lord ;  this  is  the  very 
thing  I  was  going  to  propofe  to  you. 

L.  Mor.  Was  it,  Faith !  Hark  you,  dare  you  ftand  by  me  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Dare  I!  aye,  to  ray  1  aft  Drop  of  Aflurance 
againft  all  the  infolent  Airs  of  the  proudeft  Beauty  in 
Chrijlendom. 

L.Mor.  Nay,  then  Defiance  to  her — We  two— Thou  haft 
infpir'd  me — I  findmyfelf  as  valiant  as  a  flatter'd  Coward. 

Sir  Cba,    Courage,  my  Lord — I'll  warrant  we  beat  her. 

L.  Mor.  My  Blood  ftirs  at  the  very  Thought  on't ;  I 
long  to  be  engag'd. 

Sir  Cha.  She'll  certainly  give  Ground,,  when  (he  once 
fees  you  are  thoroughly  provok'd. 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles,  thou  art  a  Friend  indeed. 
En:er  a  Servant. 

Ser<v.  Sir,  my  Lord  Foppingtcn  gives  his  Service,  and  if 
your  Honour's  at  leiiure,  he'll  wait  on  you  as  fcon  as  he's 
drefs'd. 

L.  Mor.  Lord  Fr>}p:ngton  !  Is  he  in  Town  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Yes  —  I  heard  laft  Night  he  was  come.  Give 
my  Service  to  his  Lordlhip,  and  tell  him  I  mall  be  glad 
he'll  do  me  the  Honour  of  his  Company  here  at  Dinner. 
[Exif  Ser<v.]  We  may  have  Occafion  for  him  in  ourDefign 
upon  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Mor.  What  ufe  can  we  make  of  him  ? 

SirCirf.  We'll  fee  when  he  comes  ;  at  leaft  there's  noDan- 
gerin  him  ;  not  but  I  fiappofe  you  know  he's  your  Rival. 

L.  Mor.  Pfnaw  !  r.  Coxcomb. 

SirCka.  Nay,  don't  defpife  him,  neither— he's  able  to 
give  you  Advice  ;  for  though  he's  in  Love  with  the  fame 
Woman,  yet  to  him  fhe  has  not  Charms  enough  to  give 
a  Minute's  Pain. 

L.  Mcr.  Pr'ythce,  what  Senfe  has  he  of  Love? 

Sir  Cha.  Fai;h  very  near  as  much  as  a  Man  of  Senfe 
*ught  to  have  ;  I  grant  you  he  knov.s  not  how  to  value  a 
Woman  truly  defcrving,  bwt  he  has  a  pretty  juft  Efteem 
for  moft  Ladies  about  Town. 

L.  Mor.  That  he  follows,  I  grant  you  —  for  he  feldom 
vifits  any  of  extraordinary  Reputation. 

Sir  Cka.  Have  a  Care,  I  have  feen  him  at  Lady  Btttj 
Mutfos. 

L.  Mcr.  To  be  laughed  at. 

SirC&a.  Don't  be  too  confident  of  that  j  the  Women  now 

begi» 
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Vegin  to  laugh  With  him,  not  At  him  :  For  he  really  fome- 
timW  raillies  his  own  Humour  with  fo  much  Eafe  and 
Pleafantry,  that  a  great  many  Women  begin  to  think  he 
has  no  Follies  at  alt,  andthofe  he  has,  have  been  as  much 
owing  to  his  Youth,  and  a  great  Eftate,  as  want  of  natural 
Wit  :  'Tis  true,  he  is  often  a  Bubble  to  his  Pleafures,  but 
he  has  always  been  wifely  vain  enough  to  keep  himfelf 
from  being  too  much  the  Ladies  humble  Servant  in  Love. 

L.  Mor.  There,  indeed,-  1  almoft  envy  him. 

Sir  Cka.  The  Eafmefs  of  his  Opinion  upon  the  Sex, 
will  go  near  to  pique  you  —  We  mult  have  him. 

L.  Mor.  As  you  pleafe  <  —  but  what  ihall  we  do  with 
ourfelves  till  Dinner  ? 

Sir  Cra.  What  think  you  of  a  Party  at  Piquet? 

L.  Mor.  O  !  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Sir  Cha.  Fye  !  fye  !  what  !  when  you  play  with  his  Grace  ? 

L.  Mor.  Upon  my  Honour,  he  gives  me  three  Points. 

Sir  Cha.  Does  he  ?  Why  then  you  fhall  give  me  but 
tsvo  —  Here,  Fellow,  get  Cards.  AUons.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

The    SCENE   Lady  Betty  Modifli's  Lodgings. 

Enter  LaJy  Betty,  and  Lafy  Eafy,  meeting. 
L.  Bitty.  f~~\H  !  my  Dear  I  I  am  overjoyed  to  fee  you  ! 
Vx   I  am  ftrangely  happy  to-day;  I  have  juft 
received  my  new  Scarf  from  London,   and  you  are  moil 
critically  come  to  give  me  your  Opinion  of  it. 

L.  Ecjy.  O  !  your  Servant,  Madam,  I  am  a  very  indif 
ferent  Judge,  you  know  :  What,  is  it  with  Sleeves  ? 

L.  Bet.  O  !  'tis  impoITible  to  t?ll  you  what  it  is  !—  ^ 
Tis  all  Extravagance  hoth  in  Mode  and  Fancy,  my  Dear. 
I  believe  there's  Six  Thoufand  Yards  of  Edging  in  it  — 
Then  fuch  an  enchanting  Slope  from  the  Elbow  —  fome- 
thing  fo  new,  fo  lively,  fo  noble,  fo  coquet  and  charm 
ing  —  but  you  fhall  fee  it,  my  Dear  — 

L.  Eafy.  Indeed  I  won't,  my  Dear  ;  I  am  refolv'd  to 
mortify  you  for  being  fo  wrongfully  fond  of  a  Trifle. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  now,  my  Dear,  you  are  ill-natur'd. 

L.  Eafy.  Why,  truly,  I'm  half  angry  to  fee  a  Woman  of 
your  Senfe,  fo  warmly  concerned  in  the  Care  of  her  Out- 
iide  ;  for  when  we  have  taken  our  beft  Pains  about  it,  'tis 
the  Beauty  of  the  Mind  alone  that  gives  us  lafling  Value. 

L.  Bit, 
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L.  Bet.  Ah !  my  Dear !  my  Dear  !  you  have  been  ft 
married  Woman  to  a  fine  Purpofe  indeed,  that  know  fo 
little  of  the  Tafte  of  Mankind  :  Take  my  Word,  a  new 
Fafhion  upon  a  fine  Woman,  is  often  a  greater  Proof  of 
her  Value,  than  you  are  aware  of. 

L.  Eafy.  ThatI  can't  comprehend,  for  you  fee  among  the 
Men,  nothing's  more  ridiculous  than  a  new  Fafliion.  Thofe 
of  the  firll  Senfe  are  always  the  laft  that  come  into  'em. 

L.  Bet.  That  is,  becauie  the  only  Merit  of  a  Man  is  his 
Senfe  ;  but  doubtlefs  the  greateft  Value  of  a  Woman  is 
her  Beauty ;  an  homely  Woman  at  the  Head  of  a  Fafhion, 
would  not  be  allowed  in  it  by  the  Men,  and  confequently 
not  follow'd  by  the  Women  :  fo  that  to  be  fuccefsful  in 
one's  Fancy,  is  an  evident  Sign  of  one's  being  admir'd, 
and  I  always  take  Admiration  for  the  beft  Proof  of  Beauty, 
and  Beauty  certainly  is  the  Source  of  Power,  as  Power  in 
all  Creatures  is  the  Height  of  Happinefs. 

L.  Eajy.  At  this  Rate  you  would  rather  be  thought 
Beautiful  than  Good. 

L.  Bet.  As  I  had  rather  Command  than  Obey  :  Ths 
wifell  homely  Woman  can't  make  a  Man  of  Senfe  of  a 
Fool,  but  the  verieft  Fool  of  a  Beauty  mall  make  an  Afs 
of  a  Statefman  ;  fo  that,  in  fhort,  I  can't  fee  a  Woman  of 
Spirit  has  any  Bufmefs  in  this  World  but  to  drefs —  and 
make  the  Men  like  her. 

L.  Eafy.  Do  you  fuppofe  this  is  a  Principle  the  Men  of 
Senfe  will  admire  you  for  ? 

L.  Bet.  I  do  fuppofe,  that  when  I  fufTer  any  Man  to  lik» 
my  Perfon,  he  lhan't  dare  to  find  Fault  with  my  Principle. 

L.  Eafy.  But  Men  of  Senfe  are  not  fo  eafily  humbled. 

L.  Bet.  The  eafit-il  of  any ;  one  has  Ten  Thoufan<i- 
Times  the  Trouble  with  a  Coxcomb. 

L.  Eafy.  Nay,  that  may  be ;  for  I  have  feen  you  throw 
Sway  more  good  Humour,  in  Hopes  of  a  Tenidre/e  from  my 
Lord  Foppington,  who  loves  all  Women  alilce,  than  would- 
have  made  my  Lord  Mcrclc-oc  perfectly  happy,  who  lovc»- 
only  you. 

'   L.  Bet.  The  Men  of  Senfe,  my  Dear,  ini-Ve  the  bed 
Fools  in   the  World  :  their  Sincerity  and  good  Breeding 
throws  them  fo  intirc'y  into  one's  Power,  and  give. 
fuch  an  agreeable  Thirfl  of  ufmg  them  ill,    to  mew  rh.it 
Power  — 'tis  impoflible  not. to  quench  it. 

L.  Ea/y.  But  methinks,  my  Lord  Morelovc's  Manner  to 
you  might  move  any  Woman  to  a  kinder  Senfe  of  his  Merit-r 

L.  Btt.  Aye  !  but  v/ouldit  net  be  h*rd,  my  Dear,  for  a 
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poor  weak  Woman  to  have  a  Man  of  his  Quality  and  Re 
putation  in  her  Power,*  and  not  let  the  World  fee  him 
there  ?  Wou'd  any  Creature  fit  new  drefs'd  all  Day  in  her 
Clofet  ?  Cou'd  you  bear  to  have  a  fweet-fancy'd  Suit,  and 
never  mew  it  at  the  Play,  or  the  Drawing-room  ? 

L.  Eafy.  But  one  wou'd  not  ride  in't,  methinks,  or  har- 
rafs  it  out,  when  there's  no  Occasion. 

L.  Bet.  Pooh !  my  Lord  Morelove's  a  meer  Indian  Da- 
mafk,  one  can't  wear  him  out ;  o'  my  Confcience  I  mull 
give  him  to  my  Woman  at  laft ;  I  begin  to  be  known  by 
him  :  Had  not  I  bed  leave  him  off,  my  Dear  ?  for  (poor 
Soul)  I  believe  I  have  a  little  fretted  him  of  late. 

L.  Eafy.  Now  'tis  to  me  amazing,  how  a  Man  of  his 
Spirit  can  bear  to  be  us'd  like  a  Dog  for  four  or  five  Years 
together  —  but  nothing's  a  Wonder  in  Love;  yet  pray 
when-  you  found  you  cou'd  not  like  him  at  firft,  why  did 
you  ever  encourage  him  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why,  what  wou'd  you  have  one  do  ?  for  my 
part,  I  cou'd  no  more  choofe  a  Man  by  my  Eye,  than  a 
Shoe  ;  one  muft  draw  them  on  a  little  to  fee  if  they  are* 
right  to  one's  Foot. 

L.  Efijj.  But  I'd  no  more  fool  on  with  a  Man  I  cou'd 
not  like.,  than  I'd  wear  a  Shoe  that  pinch'd  me. 

Tu.Bet.  Aye,  but  then  a  poor  Wretch  tells  one,  he'll  widen 
'em,  or  do  any  thing,  and  is  fo  civil  and  filly,  that  one 
does  not  know  how  to  turn  fuch  a  Trifle,  as  a  Pair  of 
Shoes,  or  an  Heart,  upon  a  Fellow's  Hands  again. 

L.  Eafy,  Well ;  I  confefs  you  are  very  happily  diflin- 
guiflied  among  moll  Women  of  Fortune,  to  have  a  Man  of 
my  Lord  Morelo--ve's  Senfe  and  Quality  fo  long  and  honour 
ably  in  Love  with  you  :  For  now-a-days  one  hardly  ever 
hears  of  fuch  a  thing  as  a  Man  of  Quality  in  Love  wilk 
the  Woman  he  wou'd  marry  :  To  be  in  Love  now,  is 
only  having  a  Defign  upon  a  Woman,  a  modi  ill  Way  of 
declaring  War  againft  her  Virtue,  which  they  generally 
attack  firit,  by  loading  up  her  Vanity. 

L.  Bet.  Aye,  but  the  World  knows,  that  is  not  the  Cafe 
between  my  Lord  and  me. 

L.  Eafy.  Therefore  I  think  you  happy. 
L.  Bet.  Now  I  don't  fee  it ;  I'll  fwear  I'm  better  pleas'd 
to  know  there  are  a  great  many  foolifh  Fellows  of  Quality 
that  take  Occafion  to  toaft  me  frequently. 

L.  Eafy.  I  vow  I  fh<j^'d  not  thank  any  Gentleman  for 
loading  me,  and  I  have  often  wonder'd  how  a  Woman  of 
your  Spirit  cou'd  bear  a  great  many  other  Freedoms  I 
have  feen  fome  Men  take  witk  you.  L.  Beu 
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L.  Bet.  As  how,  my  Dear  ?  Come  pr'ythee  be  free  with 
me,  for  you  muft  know,  I  love  dearly  to  hear  my  Faults  — 
Who  is't  you  have  obferv'd  to  be  too  free  with  me  ? 

L.  Eafy.  Why,  there's  my  Lord  Foppingtcn  ;  cou'd,any 
Woman  but  you  bear  to  fee  him  with  a  refpeclful  Fleer 
ftare  full  in  her  Face,  draw  up  his  Breath,  and  cry  —  Gad, 
you're  handfome  ? 

L.  Bet.  My  Dear,  ftne  Fruit  will  have  Flies  about  it ; 
but,  poor  things,  they  do  it  no  harm  :  For  if  you  obferve, 
People  are  generally  moft  apt  to  chocfe  that  the  Flies  have 
been  bufy  with,  ha  !  ha  I  ha ! 

L.  Eajy.  But  my  Lord  Foppingtons  married,  and  one 
wou'd  not  fool  with  him  for  his  Lady's  Sake  ;  it  may 
make  her  uneafy,  and  — — 

L.  Bet.  Poor  Creature,  her  Pride  indeed  makes  her  carry 
it  off"  without  taking  any  Notice  of  it  to  me  ;  tho'  I  know 
fiie  hates  me  in  her  Heart,  and  I  can't  endure  malicious 
People,  fo  I  us'd  to  dine  with  her  once  a  Week,  purely  to 
give  her  Diforder ;  if  you  had  but  feen  when  my  Lord 
and  [  fool'd  a  little,  the  Creature  look'd  fo  ugly. 

L.  Eafy.  But  I  fbould  not  think  my  Reputation  fafe  ; 
'«iy  Lord  FoppiHgtott's  a  Man  that  talks  often  of  his  Amours, 
but  feldom  fpeaks  of  Favours  that  are  refus'd  him. 

L.  Bet.  Pihaw  ;  will  any  thing  a  Man  fays  make  a  Wo 
man  lefs  agreeable  ?  Wiii  his  talking  fpoil  one's  Complexi 
on,  or  put  one's  Hair  out  of  Order  ?  —  and  for  Reputation, 
look  you,  my  Dear,  take  it  for  a  Rule,  that  as  amongit  the 
lower  Rank  of  People,  no  Woman  wants  Beauty  that  has 
Fortune  ;  fo  amcngit  People  of  Fortune,  no  Woman  wants 
Virtue  that  has  Beauty  :  But  an  F.ibite  and  Beauty  join'd, 
are  of  an  unlimited,  nay,  a  Power  Pontifical,  make  one  not 
oply  abfolute,  but  infallible  —  A  fine  Woman's  never  in 
the  V/rong,  or,  if  we  were,  'tis  not  the  Strength  of  a  poor 
Creature's  Reafon  that  can  unfetter  him  —  O!  how  I 
love  to  hear  a  Wretch  curfe  himfelf  for  loving  on,  or  now 

aad  then  coming  out  with  a • 

"  Yet  for  the  Plague  of  Human  Race, 
"  This  Devil  has  an  Angel's  Face." 

L.  Eafy.  At  this  Rate,  I  don't  fee  you  allow  Reputation 
to  be  at  all  effential  to  a  fine  Woman. 

t.  Bet.  Juft  as  much,  as  Honour  to  a  great  Man.  Indeed, 
my  Dear,  that  Jewel  Reputation  is  a  very  fanciful  Bufmefs ! 
one  mall  not  fee  an  homely  Creature  in  Town,  but  wears 
it  in  her  Mouth- as  monftroufly  as  the  Indians  do  Bobs  at 
their  Lips,  and  it  really  becomes  them  juil  alike. 

L.  Eafy. 
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L.  Eajy.  Have  a  care,  my  Dear,  of  trufting  too  far  to 
Power  alone  :  For  nothing  is  more  ridiculous  than  the  Fall 
of  Pride  ;  and  Woman's  Pride  at  beft  may  be  fufpefted  to 
be  more  a  Dillruft,  than  a  real  Contempt  of  Mankind  :  For 
when  we  have  faid  all  we  can,  a  deferving  Hufband  is  cer 
tainly  our  beft  Happinefs ;  and. I  don't  queftion  but  m'y 
Lord  Morelovis  Merit,  in  a  little  Time,  will  make  you 
think  fo  too  ;  for  whatever  Airs  you  give  yourfelf  t«  th« 
World,  I'm  fure  yoar  Heart  don't  want  Good-nature. 

L.  Bet.  You  are  miftaken,  I  am  very  ill-natured,  tho' 
your  good  Humour  won't  let  you  fee  it. 

L.  Eajy.  Then  to  give  me  a  Proof  on't,  let  me  fee  you 
refufe  to  go  immediately  and  dine  with  me,  after  I  have 
promis'd  Sir  Charles  to  bring  you. 

L.  Bet.  Pray  don't  a/k  me. 

I...  Eajy.  Why? 

L.  But.  Becaufe  to  let  you  fee  I  hjite  Good-nature,  I'll 
#0  without  afking,  that  you  mayn't  have  the  Malice  to  fay 
I  did  you  a  Favour. 

L.  Eajy.  Thou  art  a  mad  Creature.      [Ex.  Ann  in  Arm. 
The  SCENE   changes  to  Sir  Charles';  Lodgings. 
Lord  Morelove  and  S.'r  Charles  at  Picket. 

Sir  Cha.  Come,  my  Lord,  one  fmgle  Game  for  th« 
font,  and  fo  have  done. 

L.  Mor.  No,  hang  'em,  I  have  enough  of  'em  ?  ill  Cards 
are  the  dulleft  Company  in  the  World  —  How  much  is  itf 

Sir  CLa.  Three  Parties. 

L.  Mr,r.   Fifteen  Pounds  — very  well. 

\Wbile  /..  Mor.  counts  cut  his  Money  t  a  Servant  gives  Sft 
Charles  a  Letter.,  --which  he  reads  to  Inmftlf." 

Sir  Cha.  \to  the  Servant.]  Give  my  Service,  fay  I  have 
Company  dines  with  me,  if  I  have  time  I'll  call  there  in 
the  Afternoon — ha!  ha!  ha!  [Exit  Ser<v. 

L.  Mor.  What's  the  Matter — there —     [Paying  the  Money. 

Sir  Cha.  The  old  Afrair— my  Lady  Gra-yeairs. 

L.  Mor.  O  !  Pr'ythee  how  does  that  go  on  ? 

Sir  Cha.  As  agreeably  as  a  Chancery  Suit :  For  now  it's 
«ome  to  the  intolerable  Plague  of  my  not  being  able  to  get 
rid  on't  ;  as  you  may  fee [Giving  the  Letter. 

L.  Mor.  [Reads.]    "  Your  Behaviour  fince  I  came  to 

IVindfor,  has  convinced  me  of  your  Villainy   without 

my  being  furpriz'd,  or  angry  at  it :  I  defire  you  would  let 

me  fee  you  at  my  Lodgings  immediately,  where  I   fhall 

have  a  better  Opportunity  to  convince  you,  that  I  never 

can,  or  pofitivcly  will  be  as  I  have  been,   Your's,  £?<-.'* 

A  very 
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A  very  whimfical  Letter ! —  Faith,  I  think  fhe  has  hard 
Luck  with  you  ;  if  a  Man  were  oblig'd  to  have  aMiftrefs, 
her  Perfon  and  Condition  feem  to  be  cut  out  for  the  Eafe 
of  a  Lover :  For  fhe's  a  young,  handfome,  wild,  weli- 
jointured  Widow  — But  what's  your  Quarrel  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Nothing —  me  fees  the  Coolnefs  happens  to  be 
firft  on  my  Side,  and  her  JBufinefs  with  me  now,  I  fuppofe, 
is  to  convince  me,  how  heartily  Ihe's  vex'd  that  me  was 
not  beforehand  with  me. 

L.  Mor.  Her  Pride,  and  your  Indifference,  muft  occafion 
a  pleafant  Scene,  fure ;  what  do  you  intend  to  do  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Treat  her  with  a  cold  familiar  Air,  till  I  pique 
her  to  forbid  me  her  Sipht,  and  then  take  her  at  her  Word. 

L.  Mor.  Very  gallant  and  provoking.  \Enter  a  Servant. 

Seri>.  Sir,  my  Lord  Foppiugton  ——  [Exit. 

Sir  Cba.  O — now,  my  Lord,  if  you  have  a  mind  tp  be 
let  into  the  Myilery  of  making  Love  without  Pain — here's 
•ne  that's  a  Mailer  of  the  Art,  and  fliall  declaim  to  you— 

Enter  Lord  FoppingtOD. 
My  dear  Lord  Fcppington  ! 

L.  Ftp.  My  dear  Agreeable  !  £>ve  je  femlrajje  !  Pardi  / 
77  y  a  cent  Ans  que  je  ne  fay  <veu  —  my  Lord,  I  am  your 
Lord/hip's  moft  obedient  humble  Servant. 

L.  Mor.  My  Lord,  I  kifs  your  Hands  —  I  hope  we  mall 
have  you  here  fome  time  ;  you  feem  to  have  laid  in  a  Stock 
of  Health  to  be  in  at  the  Diverfions  of  the'  Place  —  You 
look  extremely  well. 

L.  Fop.  To  fee  one's  Friends  look  fo,  my  Lord,  may 
eafily  give  a  Vtrmeik  to  one's  Complexion. 

SifC&R  Lovers  in  Hope,  my  Lord,  always  have  a  vifible 
Brilliant  in  their  Eyes  and  Air. 

L.  Fop.  What  dofl  thou  mean,  Charles? 

Sir  Cba.  Come,  come,  confefs  what  really  brought 
.you  to  Windftr,  now  you  have  no  Bufinefs  there  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why  two  Hours,  and  fix  of  the  beft  Nags  in 
Chriftendom,  or  the  Devil  drive  me. 

L.  Mor.  You  make  hafte,  my  Lord. 

L.  Fop.  My  Lord,  I  always  fly  when  I  purfue — But  they 
are  well  kept  indeed — I  love  to  have  Creatures  go  as  I  bid 
'em  ;  you  have  feen  'em,  Charles,  but  fo  has  all  the  World  ; 
Foppingtorts  Long-tails  are  known  in  every  Road  in  England. 

Sir  Cha.  Well,  my  Lord,  but  how  came  they  to  bring 
you  this  Road  ?  You  don't  ufe  to  take  thefe  irregular 
Jaunts  without  fome  Defigns  in  your  Head  of  having  more 
than,  nothing  to  do. 
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L.  Fop.  Pfhaw !  Pox  !  pr'ythee,  Charles,  thou  know'ft  I 
am  a  Fellow y^///  confequence,  be  where  I  will. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  nay,  this  is  too  much  among  Friends,  my 
Lord ;  come,  come, --we  muft  have  it,  your  realBufinefs  here.' 

L.  Fop.  Why  then,  Entre  Nout,  there  is  a  certain  Fille 
Je  Joye  about  the  Court  here  that  loves  winning  at  Cards 
better  than  all  the  fine  Things  I  have  been  abl«  to  fay  to 
her,— fo  I  have  brought  an  odd  Thoufand  Bill  in  my 
Pocket  that  I  defign,  Tete  a  Tete,  to  play  off  with  her  at 
Piquet,  or  fo  ;  and  now  th&Bufmefs  is  out. 

Sir  Cha.  Ah  !  and  a  very  good  Bufinefs  too,  my  Lord. 

L.  Fop.  If  it  be  well  done,  Charles— - 

Sir  Cba.  That's  as  you  manage  your  Cards,  my  Lord. 

L.  A/or.  This  muft  be  a  Woman  of  Confequence,  by  tHe 
Value  you  fet  upon  her  Favours. 

Sir  Cha.  O !  nothing's  above  the  Price  of  a  fine  Woman. 

L.  Fop.  Nay,  look  you,  Gentlemen,  the  Price  may  not 
happen  to  be  altogether  fo  high  neither  — For  I  fancy  I 
know  enough  of  the  Game,  to  make  it  but  an  even  Bett  I 
get  her  for  nothing. 

L.  Mor.  How  fo,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  Fop.  Becaufe,  if  (he  happen  to  lofe  a  gocd  Sum  to  me, 
I  (hall  buy  her  with  her  own  Money. 

L.  Mor.  That's  new,  I  confefs. 

L.  Fcp.  You  know,  Charles,  'tis  not  impofiible  but  I 
may  be  Five  Hundred  Pounds  deep  with  her — then  Bills 
may  fall  fhort,  and  the  Devil's  in't  if  I  want  Aflurance  to 
aft.  her  to  pay  me  fome  way  or  other. 

Sir  Cba.  And  a  Man  mult  be  a  Churl  indeed,  that  won't 
take  a  Lady's  perfonal  becurity  ;  hah  !  hah  !  hah  ! 

L.  Fop.  Heh  !  heh  !  heh  !  thou  art  a  Devil,  Charles. 

L.  Mor.  Death  !  how  happy  is  this  Coxcomb  1    \AJiae. 

L.  Fop.  But  to  tell  you  the  Truth,  Gentlemen, — I  had 
another  preffing  Temptation  that  brought  me  hither, 
which  was — my  Wife. 

L.  Mor.  That's  kind,  indeed,  my  Lady  has  been  here 
this  Month  ;  fhe'll  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

L.  F op.  That  I  don't  know  ;  for  I  defign  this  After 
noon  to  fend  her  to  London. 

L.  Mor.  What!  the  fame  Day  you  come,  my  Lord? 
that  would  be  cruel. 

L.  Fop.  Aye,  but  it  will  be  mighty  convenient ;  for  me 
is  pofitively  of  no  manner  of  Ufe  in  my  Amours, 

L.  Mor.  That's  your  Fault,  the  Town  thinks  her  a  very 
defer viog  Wojttan. 

L,  Fop, 
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L.  Fop,  If  flie  were  a  Woman  of  the  Town,  perhaps  I 
Ihpu'd  think  fo  too ;  but  (he  happens  to  be  my  Wife,  and 
when  aWifeisonce  given  todefervemore  than  herHufband's 
Inclinations  can  pay,  in  my  Mind  llie  has  no  Merit  at  all. 

L.  Mcr.  She's  extremely  well-bred,  and  of  a  very 
prudent  Condud. 

L.  Fop.  Urn  — aye  —  the  Woman's  proud  enough. 

L.  Mcr.  Add  to  this,  all  the  World  allows  her  hand  force. 

L.  Fop.  The  World's  extremely  civil,  my  Lord  ;  and  f 
fhould  take  it  as  a  Favour  done  to  me,  if  they  could  find 
an  Expedient  to  unmarry  the  poor  Woman  from  the  only 
Man  in  the  World  that  can't  think  her^handfome. 

L.  Mor.  I  believe  there  are  a  great  many  in  the  World 
that  are  forry  'tis  not  in  their  Power  to  unmarry  har. 

L.  Fop.  I  am  a  great  many  in  the  World's  very  humble 
Servant,  and  whenever  they  find  'tis  in  their  Power,  their 
high  and  mighty  Wifdoms  may  command  me  at  a  Quar 
ter  of  an  Hour's  Warning. 

L.  Mor.  Pray,  my  Lord,  what  did  you  marry  for  ? 

L.  Fop.  To  pay  my  Debts  at  Play,  and  difiuherit  my 
younger  Brother. 

L.  Mor.  But  there  are  fome  Things  due  to  a  Wife. 

L.  Fop.  And  there  are  fome  Debts  I  don't  care  to  pay- 
to  both  which  I  plead  Hulband,  and  my  Lord. 

L.  Mor.  If  I  mould  do  fo,  I  fhou'd  expeft  to  have  my 
own  Coach  ftopt  in  the  Street,  and  to  meet  my  Wife  with 
the  Windows  up  in  a  Hackney. 

L.  Fop.  Then  wou'd  I  put  in  Bail,  and  order  a  fepa- 
rate  Maintenance. 

L.  Mor.  So  pay  double  the  Sum  of  the  Debt,  and  be 
jnarried  for  Nothing. 

L.  Fop.  Now  I  think  deferring  a  Dun,  and  getting  rid, 
of  one's  Wife,  are  two  the  mod  agreeable  Sweets  in  the 
Liberties  of  an  Englijh  Subject. 

L.  Mor.  If  I  were  married,  I  wou'd  as  foon  part  from 
my  Eftate,  as  my  Wife. 

L.  Fop.  Now  I  wou'd  not,  Sun-burn  me  if  I  wou'd. 

L.  Mcr.  Death!  but  fmce  you  are  thus  indifferent,  my 
Lord,  why  would  you  needs  marry  a  Woman  of  fo  much. 
Merit  ?  Cou'd  not  you  have  laid  out  your  Spleen  upon 
fome  ill-natured  Shrew,  that  wanted  the  Plague  of  an  ill 
Hufband,  and  have  let  her  alone  to  fome  plain,  honed  Man 
of  Quality,  that  wou'd  have  deferv'd  her. 

L.Fop.  Why  faith,  my  Lord,  that  might  have  been  confi- 
dered  j  but  I  really  grew  fo  paffionately  fond  of  herFortune, 

that, 
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that,  Curfe  catch  me,  I  was  quite  blind  to  the  reft  of  her 
good  Qualities :  For  to  tell  you  theTruth,if  it  had  been  pof- 
iible  the  old  Put  of  a  Peer  cou'd  have  tofs'd  me  in  t'other 
five  Thoufand  for  'em,  by  my  Confent,  me  fhou'd  have  re- 
linquim'd  her  Merit  and  Virtues  to  any  of  her  younger 
Sifters. 

Sir  Cha.  Aye,  aye,  my  Lord,  Virtues  in  a  Wife  are  good 
for  nothing  but  to  make  her  proud,  and  put  the  World 
in  mind  of  her  Hufband's  Faults. 

L.  Fop.  Right,  Charles:  And,  ftrike  me  blind,  but  the 
Women  of  Virtue  are  now  grown  fuch  Ideots  in  Love,  they 
expeftof  a  Man,  juft  as  theydoofaCoach-horfe,  thatone's 
Appetite,  like  t'other's  Flefh,  fliou'd  increafe  by  Feeding. 

SirCba.  Right,  my  Lord,  and  don't  confider,  that  tou- 
jours  Chapons  bouillei  will  never  do  with  an  Englijb  Stomach. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  To  tell  you  the  Truth,  Charles, 
I  have  known  fo  much  of  that  Sort  of  Eating,  that  I  now 
think,  for  an  hearty  Meal,  no  Wild  Fowl  in  Europe  is 
comparable  to  a  Joint  of  Ban/lead  Mutton. 

L.  Mar.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why  that,  for  my  Part,  I  had  rather  have  a 
plain  Slice  of  my  Wife's  Woman,  than  my  Guts  full  of 
e'er  an  Ortolan  Duchefs  in  Cbrijiendom. 

L.  Mor.  But  I  thought,  my  Lord,  your  chief  Bufinefs  now 
at  Windfor  had  been  your  Defign  upon  aWoman  of  Quality. 

L.  Fop.  That's  true,  my  Lord;  tho'  I  don't  think  your 
fine  Lady  the  beft  Difh  myfelf,  yet  a  Man  of  Quality  can't 
be  without  fuch  Things  at  his  Table. 

L.  Mor.  O  !  then  you  only  de/lre  the  Reputation  of  an 
Affair  with  her. 

L.  Fop.  I  think  the  Reputation  is  the  moft  inviting  Part 
of  an  Amour  with  mod  Women  of  Quality. 

L.  Mor.  Why  fo,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why,  who  the  Devil  would  run  through  all  the 
Degrees  of  Form  and  Ceremony,  that  lead  one  up  to  the 
laft  Favour,  if  it  were  not  for  the  Reputation  of  under- 
flanding  the  neareft  Way  to  get  over  the  Difficulty  ? 

L.  Mor.  But,  my  Lord,  does  not  the  Reputation  of  your 
being  fo  general  an  Undertaker  frighten  the  Women  from 
engaging  with  you  ?  For  they  fay,  no  Man  can  love  but 
one  at  a  Time. 

L.  Fop,  That's  juft  one  more  than  ever  I  came  up  to  : 
For,  ftop  my  Breath,  if  ever  I  lov'd  one  in  my  Life. 

L.  Mor.  How  do  you  get  'em,  then  ? 

L>  Fop.  Why,  fometimes  as  they  get  other  People :  I 

dreft. 
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drcfs,  and  let  them  get  me;  or,  if  that  won't  do,  as  I  got 
my  Title,  I  buy 'em. 

L.  Mar.  But  how  can  you,  that  profefs  Indifference, 
think  it  worth  your  while  to  come  fo  often  np  to  the  Price 
of  a  Woman  of  Quality  ? 

L.  Fop.  Becaufe  you  muft  know,  my  Lord,  that  moil  of 
them  begin  now  to  come  down  to  Reafon  ;  I  mean  thofe 
that  are  to  be  had,  for  fome  die  Fools :  But  with  the  wifer 
Sort,  'tis  not,  of  late,  fo  very  expenfive  ;  now  and  then  a 
Partie  Quarre,  a  Jaunt  or  two  in  a  Hack  to  an  Indian 
Houfe,  a  little  China,  an  odd  Thing  for  a  Gown,  or  fo, 
and  in  three  Days  after,  you  meet  her  at  the  Conveniency 
of  trying  it  cbez  Madamoijelle  d^Epingle. 

Sir  Cha.  Aye,  aye,  myLord,  and  when  you  are  there,  you 
know,  what  between  a  little  Chat,  a  Dim  of  Tea,  Ma- 
damoifelles  good  Humour,  and  a  Petit  Cbanfon,  or  two,  the 
Devil's  in't  if  a  Man  can't  fool  away  the  Time,  'till  he 
fees  how  it  looks  upon  her  by  Candle-light. 

L.  Fop.  Heh  !  heh  !  well  faid,  Charles,  I'gad  I  fancy 
thee  and  I  have  unlac'd  many  a  Reputation  there— —Your 
great  Lady  is  as  foon  undrefs'd  as  her  Woman. 

L.  Mor.  I  could  never  find  it  fo-  "  •  the  Shame  or  Scan 
dal  of  a  Repulfe  always  made  me  afraid  of  attempting  a 
Woman  of  Condition. 

Sir  Cba.  Ha  !  ha  !  I'gad,  my  Lord,  you  deferve  to  be  ill 
us'd  ;  your  Modefty's  eaough  to  fpoil  any  Woman  in  the 
World  ;  but  my  Lord  and  I  underftand  the  Sex  a  little  bet 
ter;  we  fee  plainly  that  Women  are  only  cold,  as  fome  Men 
are  brave, from  the  Modefty  or  Fear  of  thofe  that  attack  'em. 

L.  Fop.  Right,  Charles,— a  Man  mould  no  more  give  up 
his  Heart  to  a  Woman,  than  his  Sword  to  a  Bully  ;  they 
are  both  as  infolent  as  the  Devil  after  it. 

Sir  Cba.  How  do  you  like  that,  my  Lord  ? 

[Afede  to  L .  Mor. 

L.  Mor.  Faith,  I  envy  him — But,  my  Lord,  fuppofe 
your  Inclination  mould  {tumble  upon  a  Woman  truly  vir 
tuous,  would  not  a  fevere  Repulfe  from  fuch  an  one,  put 
you  ftrangely  out  of  Countenance  ? 

L.  Fop.  Not  at  all,  my  Lord — for  if  a  Man  don't  mind 
a  Box  o'  the  Ear  in  a  fair  Struggle  with  a  frelh  Country 
Girl,  why  the  Deuce  fhould  he  be  concern'd  atan  imperti 
nent  Frown  for  an  Attack  upon  a  Woman  of  Quality  ? 

L.  Mor.  Then  you  have  no  Notion  of  a  Lady's  Cruelty ! 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  let  me  Blood,  if  I  think  there's  a 
.  greater  Jeft  ip  Nature.  I  am  ready  to  crack  myGuts  with 

Jau^h- 
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(aaghing,  to  fee  a  fenfelefs  Flirt,  becaufe  the  Creature  hap 
pens  to  have  a  little  Pride  that  fhe  calls  Virtue  about  her, 
give  herfelf  all  the  in.fole;!t  Airs  of  Refentment  and  Dif- 
dain  to  an  honed  Fellow,  that  ail  the  while  does  not  caie 
three  Pinches  of  Snuff  if  fhe  and  her  Virtue  were  to  iun 
with  their  laft  Favours  through  the  firft  Regiment  of 
Guards —  Ha  !  ha  !  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  an  Affair  of 
mine,  fo  impertinent  — 

L.  Mar.  O  !  that's  iinpoffible,  my  Lord  —  prayt  let's 
hear  it. 

L.  Fop.  Why  I  happen'd  once  to  be  very  well  in  accr- 
tain  Man  of  Quality's  Family,  and  his  Wife  lik'd  me. 

L.  Mor.  How  do  you  know  fhe  lik'd  you  ? 

L.  Fop.  Why  from  the  very  Moment  f  told  her  I  lik'd 
he.r,  fhe  never  durfl  trull  herfelf  at  the  End  of  a  Roona 
with  me.. 

L.  Mor.  That  might  be  her  not  liking  you. 

L.  Fof.  My  Lord  —  Women  of  Quality  don't  ufe  to 
fpeak  the  Thing  plain — but  to  fiti.'-fy  you  I  did  not  want 
Encouragement  ;  I  never  came  there  in  my  Life,  but  fhe 
did  immediately  fmile,  and  borrow  my  Snuff  box. 

L.  Mor.  She  lik'd  your  Snuff  at  leaft  —  Well,  but  how 
did  fhe  ufe  you  ? 

L.'Fop,  By  all  that's  infamous  fhe  jilted  me. 

L.  Mor.  How  !  Jilt  you  ? 

L.  Fop.  Aye,  Death's  Curfe,  fhe  jilted  me. 

L.  Mor.  Pray  let's  hear. 

L.  Fop.  For  when  1  was  pretty  well  convinc'd  fhe  hid  a 
Mind  to  me,  I  one  Day  made  her  a  Kintof  an  Appoint 
ment  :  Upon  which,  with  an  info'.ent  Frown  in  her  Face, 
(that  made  her  look  as  ugly  as  the  Devil,)  fhe  told  me, 
that  if  ever  I  came  thither  again,  her  Lord  fhouH  know 
that  fne  had  forbidden  me  the  Houfe  before  :  —  Did  yoa 
ever  hear  of  fuch  a  Slut  ? 

Sir  Cba.    Intolerable  ! 

L.  Mor.  But  how  did  her  Anfwer  agree  with  you  ? 

L.  Fcp.  O,  paffionately  well!  for  I  fUr'd  ful'  in  her 
Face,  and  burft  out  a  laughing  ;  at  which  fhe  turn'd  upon 
her  Heel,  and  gave  a  Crack  with  her  Fan  like  a  Coach- 
whip,  and  bridled  out  of  the  Room  with  the  Air  and 
Complexion  of  an  incens'd  Turkey  Cock. 

\^A  Ssr-vartt  nvbijptrs  Sir  Charles. 

L.  Mar.  What  did  you  th^n  ? 

L.  Fcp.  I— — look'tl  after  her,  pap'd,  threw  up  th< 
Sa!h,  and  fell  a  tinging  out  of  the  Windo»v— - fb  that  you 

B  fee, 
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fee,  my  Lord,  while  a  Man  is  not;  in  Love,  there'*  no 
great  AfHiclion  in  miffing  one's  Way  to  a  Woman. 

Sir  Cha.  Aye,  aye,  you  talk  this  very  well,  my  Lord; 
but  now  let's  fee  how  you  dare  behave  yourfelf  upon  Adlion 
—  Dinner's  ferv'd,  and  the  Ladies  flay  for  us  —  There's  one 
within  has  been  too  hard  for  as  bri/k  a  Man  as  yourfelf. 

L.  Mar.  I  guefs  who  you  mean  —  Have  a  Care,  my 
Lord,  (he'll  prove  your  Courage  for  you. 

L.  Fop.  Will  (he  ?  then  fhe's  an  undone  Creature.  For 
let  me  tell  ycu,  Gentlemen,  Courage  is  the  whole  Myftery 
of  making  Love,  and  of  more  Ufe  than  Condud  is  ia 
War  ;  for  the  braveft  Fellow  in  Europe  may  beat  his  Brain* 
out  againft  the  itubborn  Walls  of  a  Town  —  But 

-    •   •  "   Women,   born  to  be  controll'd, 

«'  Stoop  to  the  Forward,  and  the  Bold."          [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    III.     SCENE    I. 

The     SCENE    continues. 

Enter  Lord  Motelove,   and  Sir  Charles. 
QO  !   Did  not  I  bear  up  bravely  ? 
O    SirCba.   Admi.ably!  with  the  bed  bred  In- 
.    folence  in  Nature,  you  infulted  like  a  Woman  of  Quality 
*  when  her  Country-bred  Hufband's  jealous  of  her  in  the 
wrong  Place. 

L.  Mor.  Ha  !  Ha  !  Did  you  obfetve,  \vhen  I  firft  came 
into  the  Room,  how  carelefly  (he  bru(h'd  her  Eyes  over 
me,  and  when  the  Company  faiuted  me,  flood  all  the 
while  with  her  Face  to  the  Window  ?  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  Cha.  What  aftonifh'd  Airs  ihe  gave  herfei£  when  you 
afk'd  her,  what  mai-e  her  fo  grave  upon  her  eld  Friends  ? 

L.  Mcr.  And  whenever  I  offer'd  any  Thing  in  T.-.lk, 
what  affe&eci  Care  (he  took  to  diradl  her  Obfervations  of 
jt  to  a  third  Perfon  ? 

SifCba.  I  obferved  (he  did  not  eat  above  the  Rump  of 
a  Pigeon  all  Dinner  Time. 

L.  Mor.  Ana  how  (he  colour'd  when  I  told  her,  her 
Ladyship  haJ  loll  her  Stomach  ? 

Sir  Cha.  If  you  kee*  your  Temper  (lie's  undone. 
L.  Mor.  Provide  (he  fti.  ks  ;o  hsr  Tride,  I  believe  I  may. 
Sir  C!:a.  Ave  !  nrver  ft-.sr  her  ;  i  >v,  ITU  t,  in  ilic  Huirn^ur 
ihe  is  in,  llv  would  as  foon  ^arr  with  iu-r  Seafe  of  Feeling. 
L.  Mor.  Weil  !  what's  to  be  uor.e  next  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Cha.  Only  obfef^e  her  Motions  ;  for  by  her  Beha 
viour  at  Dinner,  I  am  fure  fhe  ckfigns  to  gall  you  uich 
my  Lord  Foppington  :  If  fo,  you  muu  even  ftand  her  Fire, 
»ud  then  play  my  Lady  Grsvtairs  upon  her,  whom  I'M 
immediately  pique  and  prepare  for  your  Purpofe. 

L-  Mor,  I  underftand  you  — the  properdl  Woman  in 
the  World  too  ;  for  fhc'll  certainly  encourage  the  lejft 
Offer  from  me,  ir.  hopes  of  revenging  her  Slights  upon  you. 

Sir  Cba,  Right;  and- the  very  Encouragement  (he 
gives  you,  at  the  fame  Time  will  give  me  a  Pretence  to 
widen  the  Breach  of  my  Quarrel  with  her. 

L.  Mor.  Befides,  Charles,  I  own  I  sm  fond  of  any  At 
tempt  that  will  forward  a  Mifundei  Handing  thtre,  for 
your  Lady's  fake:  A  Woman  fo  tr.ily  good  in  her  Nature, 
ought  to  have  fomething  more  from  a  Man,  than  bare 
Occafions  to  prove  her  Goodncfs. 

Sir  Cha.  Why  then,  upon  Honour,  my  Lord,  to  give 
you  Proof  that  I  am  pofuivdy  the  bed  Hufband  in  the 
World,  my  Wife  — —  never  yet  found  me  out. 

L.  Mor.  That  may  be  her  being  the  heft  Wife  in  the 
World  :  She,  may  bt,  won't  find  you  out. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  if  fhe  won't  tell  a  Man  of  his  Faults, 
when  (lie  fees  'cm,  how  the  Deuce  fhould  he  mend  'em  r  but 
however,  you  fee  I  am  going  to  leave  'cm  off  as  fcft  as  I  cm. 

L.  Mor.  Being  tir'd  of  a  Woman  is  indeed  a  pretty  to 
lerable  Afiurance  of  a  Man's  not  defigning  to  fool  on 
with  her — Here  ihe  comes,  and,  if  I  don't  mirtake,  brim 
ful  of  Reproaches  —  You  can't  lake  her  in  a  better  Time — 
I'll  leave  you. 

Enter  Lady  Graveairs.  «, 

Your  Ladyfiiip's  molt  humble  Servant.     Is  the  Ccmpar.y 
broke  up,  pray  ? 

L.  Gra.  No,  my  Lord,  they  are  juft  talking  of  BafTet; 
my  Lord  Fvppington  has  a  Mind  to  tally,  if  your  Lordihip 
would  encourage  the  Table. 

L.    Mor.    O    Madam,  with  all    my   Heart!     But   Sir 

Charles  I   know,  is  hard  to  be  got  to  it  ;   I'll  leave  your 

Ladyfliip  to  prevail  with  him.  [Exit  L.  Me  relove, 

Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Grvrcwtfaf*fe  coldly,  and  trijie 

fame  Time  before  tbrf  jpeak. 

L.  Gra.   Sir  Charles,. I  font  you  a  Note  this  Morning  — 

Sir  Cha.  Yes,  Madam,  but  there  were  fome  ljaalages  I 
did  not  expeft  from  your  Lauylhip ;  you  Teem  to  t^x  rae 
with  Things  that^ — 

L.  Gra.  Look  you,  Sir,  'tis  not  at  all  material,  wl.e^er 
£  a  I  t;.X'd 
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I  tax'd  you  with  any  Thing  or  no:  T  don't  in  the  lead  Je- 
fi.-e  to  hear  you  clear  yourfelf;  upon  ray  Word,  you  may  he 
very  eafy  as  to  that  Matter  ;  for  my  Part,  I  am  mighty  well  fa- 
.tisfied  Things  are  as  they  are  ;  all  I  have  to  fay  to  you  i?, 
that  ycai  need  not  give  yourfelf  the  Tiouble  .to  call  at  my 
Lodgings  this  Afternoon,  if  you  fhou'd  have  Time,  as  you 
were  pleas'd  to  lend  me  Word  —  and  fo  your  Servant,  Sir, 
that's  all —  [Going. 

Sir  Cha.   Hold,    Madim. 

L.  Gra.  Look  you,  Sir  Ckarles,  'tis  not  your  calling  ms 
kack  that  will  fignify  any  thing,  I  can  a/lure  you. 

Sir  Cha.   Why  this  extraordinary  Hafte,  Ma  Jam  ? 

L.  Gra.  In  fhort,  Sir  Charles,  I  have  taken  a  great 
many  Things  from  you  of  late,  that  you  know  I  have  often 
told  you  I  would  pofitive'y  bear  no  longer.  —  But  I  fee 
Things  are  in  vain,  and  the  more  People  ftrive  to  oblige 
People,  the  lefs  they  art-  t  rnk'd  for  it:  And  fince  there 
mull  be  an  End  of  one's  kidiculoufoefi  one  lime  or  other, 
I  don't  fee  any  Time  fo  proper  as  the  prefent,  and  there 
fore,  Sir,  I  defirs  you'd  think  of  Things  accordingly  — 
.your  Servant  —  [G«'»f,  be  holds  her. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  Madam,  let's  Hart  fair,  however;  you 
ought  at  leaft  to  flay  till  I'm  as  ready  as  your  Ladyfliip  ; 
and  then  —  if  we  mull  part  — 

r  Adieu  ye  fiLent  Grots,  and  fhady  Groves  ; 
._       .,    j  Ye  foft  Amufements  of  our  growing  Loves ; 
'?«!  Adieu  ye  whifper'd  Sighs  that  fann'd  the  F  re, 
LAnd  ail  the  thrilling  Joys  of  young  Defire. 

L.  Gra.  O  mighty  well,  Sir:  i  am  very  glad  we  are  at 
lair  come  te  a  right  Understanding,  the  only  Way  I  have 
long  wifh'd  for ;  not  but  I'd  have  you  to  know,  I  fee  your 
Defign  thro'  all  your  painted  Eafe  of  Rengnation  :  I  know 
you'd  give  your  Soul  to  make  me  uneafy  now. 

Sir  Cha.  O  fye,  Madam,  upon  my  Word,  I  would  not 
jnnke  you  um.v.fy,  if  it  were  i,i  my  Power. 

L.  Grav.  O  \  dear  Sir,  you  need  not  take  fuch  Care, 
upon  my  Word  ;  you'll  find  I  can  part  with  you  without 

the  leaft  Diibrder  ; I'll  try  at  leaft ;  and  fo  once  more, 

and  for  i-vtr,  Sir,  your  Servant :  Not  but  you  mufl  give 
me  Leave  to  tell  yon,  as  my  laft  Thought  of  you  too,  that 
1  do  think you  are  a  Villaim [Exif  bajli'y. 

Sir  Coa.  O  your  very  humble  Servant,  Madam  — — 

f  Boiving  It'iv. 

Wh.-vt  a  charming  Qnali:y  is  a  Woman's  Pride,  that's 
itrong  enough  to  refufe  a  Man  her  Favouis,  when  he's 
r.eary  of" 'em  —Ah  \  \Ladj  Gr.ivsairs  returns. 
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L.  Gra.  Look  you,  Sir  Charles Don't  prefr.mc  upon 

the  Eafmefs  of.  my  Temper  :  For  to  convince  you  that  I 
am  pcfkively  in  earneit  in  this  Matter,  1  defire  you  would 
let  me  have  what  Letters  you  have  had  of  mine  fmce  you 
came  to  #7W/or,  and  I  expert  you'il  return  the  reil,  as  I 
will  yours,  as  foon  as  we  come  to  Lnndui, 

Sir  Cha.  Upon  my  Faith,  Madam,  I  never  keep  any  ; 
I  always  put  SnufF  in  'em,  and  fo  they  wear  out. 

L.  Gra.  Sir  Charles,  I  muit  have  'em,  tor  pofitively  I 
won't  ilir  without  'em. 

Sir  Cba.  Ha  !  Then  I  muR  be  civil,  I  fee.  [Jfide.]  Per 
haps,  Madam,  I  have  no  Mind  to  part  with  them — cr  you. 

L.  Gra.  Look  you,  Sir,  all  thole  Sort  of  Things  'are  in 
vain,  novvthere'san  End  of  every  thing  between  us — If  you 
fay  you  won't  give  'em,  I  mull  e'en  get  'em  as  'well  as  lean. 

Sir  Cba.   Hah  !   that  won't  do  then,  I  find.  [4/ide. 

L.  Gra.  Who's  there  ?  Mrs.  Edging  —  Your  keeping  a 
Letter,  Sir,  won't  keep  me,  I'll  affure  you. 
Enter  Edging. 

Edg.  Did  your  Ladyfhip  call  me,  Madam  ? 

L.  Gra.  Aye,  Child,  pray  do  me  the  Favour  to  fetch  my 
Scarf  out  of  the  Dining-Room. 

•Ea'g.  Yes,  Madam 

Sir  Cba.  O  I  then  there's  Hope  again.  [Afide. 

Edg.  Ha  !  fhe  looks  as  if  my  Matter  had  quarrell'd  with 
her  ;  I  hope  fhe's  going  away  in  a  Huff —  Ihe  ihan't  flay 
for  her  Scarf,  I  warrant  her  ——This -is  pure. 

\_Afide.   Exit  failing. 

L.  Gra.  Pray,  Sir  Charles,  before  I  go,  give  me  Leave 
now,  after  all,  to  afk  you  -—  why  you  have  us'd  me  thus  ? 

Sir  Cba.  What  is  it  you  call,  Ufage,  Madam  ? 

L.  Gra.  Why  then,  fmce  you  will  have  it,  how  comes  it 
you  have  been  fo  grofly  carelefs  and  neglectful  of  me  of 
late  ?  Only  tell  me  ferioufly  wherein  I  have  deferv'd  this. 

Sir  Cha.  Why,  then,  ferioufly,   Madam  — — 

Re-enter  Edging  ivith  a  Scarf. 
We  are  interrupted 

Edg.  Here's  your  Ladyfhip's  Scarf,  Maclam. 

L.  Gra.  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Edging —  O  lav/ !  pray  vvili 
you  let  fome  Body  .get  me  a  Chair  to  the  Door. 

Edg.  Humph!  She  might  have  told  me  that  before,  if 
me  had  been  in  fuch  hallo  to  go \Exit. 

L.  Gra.  Now,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  Then  ferioufly,  I  fay,  I  am  of  late  grown  fo 
very  lazy  in  my  Pkafures,  that  I  am  from  henceforth  re- 

B  3  folv'd 
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folv'd  to  follow  no  Pleafure  that  .irifes  above  the  Decree  of 
Amufement — and  that  Woman  that  expefts  I  fhcnlcl 
make  her  my  Bufmefs  ;  why —  like  my  Bulinefs,  is  then 
in  a  fair  way  of  being  forgot : — When  once  fhe  comes  to 
reproach  me  with  Vows,  and  Ufage,  and  Stuff —  I  had  as 
lief  hear  her  talk  of  Bills,  Bonds,  and  Ejedments;  herPaf- 
flon  becomes  as  troublefome  as  a  Law-fuit,  and  I  would  as 
foon  converfe  with  my  Solicitor  —  In  fhort,  I  mall  never 
care  Six-pence  for  any  Woman  that  won't  be  obedient  — 

L.  Gra.  I'll  fwear,  Sir,  you  have  a  very  free  way  of 

treating  People  ;  I  am  glad  I  am  fo  well  acquainted  with 

your  Principles,  however  —  and  you'd  have  me  obedient. 

i-]r  Cha.  Why  not?  my  Wife's  fo,  and  I  think  flic  has 

as  much  Pretence  to  be  proud  as  your  Ladyfhip. 

L.  Gra.  Lard!  is  there  no  Chair  to  be  had,  I  wonder? 

Enter  Edging. 

£e?g.  Here's  a  Chair,  Madam. 

L.  Gra.  "Tis  very  well,  Mrs.  Edging:  Pray  will  yo« 
let  foine  Body  get  me  a  Glafs  of  fair  Water? 

Etir.  Humph !  her  Huff's  alinoft  over,  I  fuppofe — I  fee 
bcN  a  Vilbin  iliil.  [Exit. 

,  L.  Gra.  We  1;,  that  was  the  prettied  Fancy  about  Obe 
dience  iurc  i  hat  ever  was  !  Certainly  aWoman  of  Condition 
>  be  infinitely  happy  under  the  Dominion  of  fo  generous 
a  Lovrr.  But  how  came  you  to  forget  kicking  and  whip 
ping:.!!  this  while?  Methinks  you  fhould  notjiave  left  fo 
jufhionable  an  Article  but  of  your  Scheme  of  Government. 
Sir  C/.-tj.  Urn  !  No,  there  is  too  much  Trouble  in  that, 
though  I  have  known  'em  of  admirable  Ufe  in  the  Refor 
mation  of  feme  humourfome  Gentlewomeu. 

L.  Gra.  But  one  Thing  more  and  I  have  done  —  Pray 
what  Decree  of  Spirit  mull  the  Lady  have,  that  is  to  make 
herfelf.happy  under  fo  much  Freedom,  Order  and  Tran 
quillity  ? 

Sir  Cha.  O  !   (he  muft   at  lead  have  as  much  Spirit  2s 

your  Lady  {hip,  or  {he'd  give  me  no  Pleafure  in  breaking  it. 

L.  Gra.   No-;  that   would  be  troublefome — You   had 

better  take  one  that's  broken  to  your  Hand,  —  there  are 

-fuch  Souls  to  be  hir'd,  I  believe  ;  Things  that  will  rub 

jr. ur  Temples   in  an  Evening 'till  you  full  faft   afli-ep  in 

their  Laps.  Creatures  too  that  think  their  Wages  their  Re- 

v.  ;ir\I  ;  I  fancy,   at  latt,  that  will   be  the  belt  Method  for 

the  lazy  PalTion  of  a  mnrry'd  Man,  that  has  outliv'd  his 

any  oilier  Senfe  of  Gratification. 

Sir  Cha.  Look  you,  Madam — I   have  lov'd  you  very 

well 
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well  a  great  while  ;  now  you  wou'd  have  me  love  you  bet 
ter  and  longer,  which  is  not  in  my  Power  to  do,  and  I  don't 
think  there's  any  Plague  upon  Earth  like  a  Dun  that  comes 
for  more  Money  than  one's  ever  likely  to  be  able  to  pay. 

L.  Gra.  A  Dun  !  do  you  take  me  for  a  Diui?  Sir:  Do 
I  come  a  Dunning  to  you  ?  \Walks  in  a  Htct. 

Sir  Cba.  Hilt!  don't  expofe  yourfelf — here'*'  Com 
pany  — 

L.  Gra.  I  care  not — A  Dun  !  You  fhall  fee,  Sir,  I  can  re 
venge  an  Affront,  tho'  I  defpife  the  Wretch  that  offers  it — • 
A  Dun  !  Oh  !  I  could  die  with  laughing  at  the  Fancy.  [Exir, 

Sir  Cha.  So  !  fhe's  in  admirable  Order— Here  conies  my 
Lord,  and  I'm  afraid  in  the  very  Nick  of  his  Occafion  for  her. 
Enter  Lord  Morelm  e. 

L.  Mcr.  O  Charles  !  Undone  again  !  all's  loft  and  ruin'd. 

Sir  Cha.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

L.  Mcr.  I  hai-e  been  playing  the  Fo.^1  yonder  even  to 
Contempt;  my  fer.fdefs  Jealcufy  has  or.fcfs'd  sWcakneis  I 
never  fnall  forgive  n;yA:lf —  She  has  inluiteu  on  it  to  that 

.Degree  too  —  I  can;t  bear  ti;c  Thought •  O  darks  i 

this  Devil  dill  is  Miflrefs  cf  my  Heart,  and  I  could  dalh 
my  Brains  to  think  how  grofly  too  I  have  let  her  know  it. 

Sir  Chd.  An  !  how  it  \vonld  tickle  her  if  flic  faw  you  in 
this  Condition:  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Mcr.  Pr'ythee  don't  torture  me  :  Think  of  fome  pre- 
fcnt  Eafc,  or  I  (x-ll  burft  — 

Si  i  11,  v/ell,  let's  hear,  pray  —  what  has  fh* 

il         ro  \  on  ?  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  i  ce  I  left  you  (he  treated  me  with 

fo  v.d  ill  Nature,  and  that  Thing  of  a  Lord 

with  fo  much  \.  >..n'~?,   ftich  an  acquainted,  fuch  a 

fpite  '..,rhy,  that  at  the  laft  fhe  faw  and  triumph'd 

in  niy  L' 

Sir  Cba.  V/e'l  !  and  fo  you  left  the  Room  in  a  Pet  ?  ha  ! 

L.  Mor.  O  worfc,  worfe  ftiil !  for  at  lair,  with  half  Shame- 
and  Anger  in  my  Looks,  I  thruft  niyfelf  between  my  Lord 
and  her,  prefs'd  her  by  the  Hand,  and  in  a  Wh;  ,-er 
trembling  begg'd  her  in  Pity  of  herfelf  and  me  to  {hew  her 
good  Humour  only  where  me  knew  it  was  truly  valued  ; 
at  which  fhe  broke  from  me  with  a  cold  Smile,  fat  her 
down  by  the  Peer,  whifper'd  him,  and  burft  into  a  loud 
Laughter  in  my  Face. 

Sir  Cba.  Ha!  ha !  then  would  I  have  given  Fifty 
Pounds  to  have  feen  your  Face  :  Why,  what  in  the  Name 
of  Common  Senfe,  had  you  to  do  with  Humility  ?  Will 

B  4  you 
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you  never  have  enough  on't  ?  Death  !  'twas  fetting  a  lighted 
Match  to  Gunpowder  to  blow  yourfelf  up. 

L.  Mor.  I  fee  my  Folly  now,  Charles  —  but  what  fhall  I 
«k>  with  the  Remains  of  Life  that  me  has  left  me  ? 

Sir  Cha.  <  !  throw  it  at  her  Feet  by  all  means,  put  on 
your  Tragedy  Face,  catch  faft  hold  of  her  Petticoat,  whip 
eyt  your  Handkerchief,  and  In  point  Blank  Verfe,  define 
Lcr  cme  way  or  other,  to  make  an  End  of  the  Bufinefs. 

[  In  a  nvhining  Tout. 

L.  Mcr.  What  a.  Fool  doft  the  a  make  me  ! 

S;r  Cha.  I  cnly  fliew  you,  as  you  eome  out  of  her  Hands, 
•iy  Lord. 

L.  Mr.r.  How  contemptibly  have  I  behav'd  myfelf  ? 

Sir  Cha.  That's  according  as  you  bear  her  Behaviour. 

1.,.  Mor.  Bear  it !  no  :  I  thank  thee,  Charles — thou  haft 
fcy.k'd  me  now  ;  and  if  I  bear  it  —  What  have  you  don* 
with  my  Lady  Graveairs  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Your  Bufmefs,  I  believe —  She's  ready  for  yon; 
fee's  jail  rone  clown  Stairs,  and  if  you  don't  make  hafte 
after  her,  I  expccl  her  back  again  with  a  Knife  or  a  Piilol, 
ftreiently. 

L.  M.r.  I'll  go  this  Minute. 

Sir  Cha.  No,  itay  a  little,  here  comes  my  Lord  :  We'll 
&e  v.hr.t  we  can  get  ovtt  of  him  firft. 

L.  M<.-r.  Methinks  I  now  could  laugh  at  her. 
Enter  Lard  Foppington. 

L.  Fop.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  Sir  Charles,  let's  have  a  little  of 

thee We  have  been  fo  Chagrin  without  dice,  that,  ftop 

my  Breath,  the  Ladies  are  gene  half  afleep  to  Church  for 
want  cf  thy  Company. 

Sir  Cha.'  Th  .t's  hard  indeed,  while  your  Lordfliip  wa§ 
among  ',em  :  Is  Lady  Betty  gone  too  ? 

L. />/-.  She  was  jufc  upon  the  Wing  —  But  I  caught 
Jv"  '  y  the  Snu#-Box,  and  fhe  pretends  to  flay  to  fee  if 
Fll  give  it  .her  again,  or  no. 

L.  Mcr.  Death  !  'tis  that  I  gave  her,  and  the  only  Pre- 
fenl  fhe  ever  would  receive  from  me  —  Aik  him  how  he 
came  by  iv  ?  [-4^  to  S'r  Charles. 

Sli  Cha.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  uneafy Did  me  give  it 

you,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  A/.  Faith  Charles,  I  can't  fay  me  did,  or  foe  did  not, 
but  we  were  playing  the  Fool,  ai>d  I  took  it — a  l.i  — 
Pfnaw  !  I  can't  tell  thee  in  French  neither,  but  Horace 
touches  it  to  aNicety — 'twas  Pigvus  direptvm  male  pertinaci. 

L.  Mor.  v>o  !  but  J  mud  beat  it  —  if  your  Loi'dihip  has 
a  Mind' to  the  Box,  Tii  iland  by  you  in  keening  of  it. 
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L.  Fop.  My  Lord,  I  am  puffionately  oblig'd  to  you,  but 
I  am  afraid  I  cannot  anfwcr  your  hazarding  fo  much  of 
the  Lady's  Favour. 

L.  Mor.  Not  at  all,  my  Lord  :  'Tis  poffible  I  may  not 

have  the  fame  Regard  to  her  Frown  that  yourLordlhipha;. 

L.  Fop.  That's  a  Bite,  I  am  fure  —  he'd  give  a  Joint  of 

his  little  Finger  to  be  as  well  with  her  as  I  am.  \_Afede. ~\ 

But  here  (he  comes!  Charles,  ftand  by  me Mull  not  a 

Man  be  a  vain  Coxcomb  now,  to  think  this  Creature  fol 
lowed  one  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Nothing  fo  plain,  my  Lord. 
L.  Fop.  Flattering  Devil ! 

Enter  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Bet.  Pihaw !  my  Lord  Foppixgton  !  Pr'ythee  don't 
play  the  Fool  now,  but  give  me  my  Snuff-Box  — —  Sir 
Charles,  help  me  to  take  it  from  him. 

Sir  Cha.  You  know  IJiate  Trouble,  Madam. 
L.  'Bet.  Pooh  !  You'll  make  me  ilay  till  Prayers  are  half 
over  now. 

L.  Fop.  If  you'll  prorr.ife  me  not  to  go  to  Cl.ur:h,  I'll 
give  it  you. 

.    L.  Bet.  I'll  promife  nothing  at  all,  for  pofitively  I  will 

have  it.  [SfVtt£g&*g  with  hi:*i. 

L.  Fcp.  Then  comparatively  I  won't  part  with  it,  ha  ! 

ha  !  [Struggles  ixiib  hsr. 

L.  Bet.  O  you  Devil !  you  have  kill'd  my  Arm  !    Oh  ! 

V/ell if  you'll  let  me  have  it,  I'll  give  yen  a  better. 

L.  Mor.  O  Clark*  !  that  has  a  view  of  didarit  Kinduefs 
in  it.  [dftdzto  Sir  Charles. 

L,.  Fcp.  Nay,  now  I  keep  it  fuperlativcly  — - 1  find 
there's  a  fecret  Value  in  if. 

L.  Bet.  O  difaiai !   upon  my  Word,  I  arn  only  afham'd 
to  give  it  to  you :  Do  you   think   I  wou'd  offer  fuch  an 
odious  fancy'dThing  to  any  Body  I  had  the  leaftValue  for  ? 
Sir  Cha.  Now  it  comes  a  litcle  nearer,  me-thinks  it  does 
no:  fee  a-,  to  be  any  Kindnefi  at  all.   \Afidt:  tolcrd  Morelove. 
L.  Fcp.   Why,   really*  Paadam,   upon   fecond  View,  it 
jt  extremely  the  Mode  of  a  Lady's  Uteufil :  Ai'e  you- 
fure  it  never  held  any  thing  bat  SnuiF.? 
.   L.  Eet..  O  !  you  Monfler ! 

L.  Fop.  N-iy,  I  only  afk,  becaufe  it  feems  t  >  me  .'o  have 
very  much  the  Air  and  Fancy  of  Monfieur  Stnoa' aHJJ'ot'*- 
Tobaccc-Box. 

L.  Mor.  I  can.  bear  no  more. 

Sir  Ckar.  \Vhy,  don't   then  ;  I'll  ilep  into  the  Com- 
and  return  to  ycv-r  Relief  irumediately.          \_Extf*. 
B  5  L.  Mcr, 


34       27*  CARE  LESS    HUSBAND. 

L.  Mcr.  [To  L.  Bet.]  Come,  Madam,  will  your  Lady- 
.  (hip  give  me  leave  to  end  the  Difference  —  —  .  Since  the 
Slightnefs  of  the  Thing  may  let  you  bellow  it  without  any 
Mark  of  Favour,  mall  I  beg  it  of  your  Ladymip  r 

L.  Fo-p.  O  my  Lord,  no  Body  fooner  -  1  beg  you  give 
it  my  Lord.  {Looking  earncjMy  cnL.  Fop.  ivko  failing  gives 
it  to  L.  Mor.  end  then  bows  gravely  to  her.} 

L.  Mor.  Only  to  have  the  Honour  of  reftoring  it  to  your 
Lordihip  ;  and'if  there  be  any  other  Trifle  of  mine  your 
Lordfhip  has  a  Fancy  to,  tho'  it  were  a  Miftrefs,  I  don't 
know  any  Perfon  in  the  World  that  has  fo  good  a  Claim  to 
my  Rcfignation. 

L.  Fsf.  O  my  Lord,  this  Generofity  will  diilraa  me. 

L.  Mcr.  My  Lord,  I  do  you  but  common  Juftice  :  But 
from  your  Converfation,  I  had  never  known  the  true  Va 
lue  of  the  Sex:  You  pofitively  undcrftand  'em  the  bed  of 
any  Man  breaihing,  therefore  I  think  every  one  of  com 
mon  Prudence  ought  to  refign  to  you. 

L.  Fop.  Then  poimvely  your  Lordship's  the  moft  oblig 
ing  Perfon  in  the  World,  for  I'm  fure  your  Judgment  caa 
never  like  any  Woman  that  is  not  the  fineit  Creature  k» 
the  Ur.iverfe.  [Bo--w:ng  to  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Mar.  O  !  your  Lordfhip  does  me  too  much  Honour, 
I  hare  the  worft  judgment  in  the  World,  no  Man  has  been 
more  deceiv'd  in  it. 

L.  Fop.  Then  your  Lordfhip,  I  prefume,  has  been  apt 
to  choofe  in  a  Mafk,  or  by  Candle-light. 

L.  Mor.  In  a  Mafk  indeed,  my  Lord,  and  of  all  Mafca 
the  moit  dangerous. 

L.  Fcp.  Pray  what's  that,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  Mor.  A  bare  Face. 

L.Fc/.Your  Lcrdfnip  will  pardon  me,  if  Idon't  fo  readily 
comprehend  how  a  Woman's  bare  FACC  can  hide  her  Face. 

L.  Mor.  It  often  hides  her  Heart,  my  Lord,  and  there 
fore  I  think  it  (brr.etirr.es  a  more  danjerous  Mafk  than  a 
Piece  of  Velvet  :  That's  rather  a  Mark  than  a  Difguife  of 
an  ill  Woman  :  B  Jt  the  Mifchiefs  {kulking-  behind  a  beau- 
tcour,  Fcim,  give  no  Warning  :  they  are  always  fure,  fa 
tal,  and  innumerable. 

L.  Bet.  O  barbarous  Afperfion  !  My  Lord  Foppitftt** 
fcave  you  nothing  to  fay  for  -the  poor  Women  ? 

L.  Fcp.  I  rnuft  cetofofs,  Madam,  nothing;  of  this  Nature 
rvci  happened  in  my  Courfs  of  Amours:  I  always  judge 
the  beauteous  Form  of  a  Woman  tote  the  n-.cit  agreeable 
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the  Honour  to  tofs  that  into  my  Arms,  I  think  myfelf 
obliged  in  Good-nature,  not  to  quarrel  about  the  reft  of 
her  Equipage. 

L.  Bet.  Why  aye,  my  Lord,-  there's  fomc  good  Humour 
in  that  now. 

L.  Mor.  He's  happy  in  a  plain  Englljh  Stomach,  Ma 
dam,  I  could  recommend  a  Dilri  that's  perfectly  to  your 
Lordfhip's  Gout,  where  Beauty  is  the  only  Sauce  to  it. 

L.  Bet.  So! 

L.  Fop.  My  Lord,  when  my  Wine's  right,  I  never  care 
it  mould  be  zefted. 

L.  Mor.  I  know  fome  Ladies  would  thank  ycu  for  that 
Opinion. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord  Moreloves  really  grown  fuch  a  Churl 
to  the  Women,  I  don't  only  think  he  is  not,  but  can't  con 
ceive  how  he  ever  could  be  in  Love. 

L.  Mor.  Upon  my  Word,  Madam,  I  once  thought  I  was.. 

[  S?,i:ling. 

L.  Bet.  Fye  !  fye!  how  could  you  think  fo  ?  I  fancy  no\v 
you  had  only  a  Mind  to  domineer  over  fome  poor  Creature, 
and  fo  you  thought  you  were  in  Love  ;  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Mor.  The  Lady  I  lov'd,  Madam,  grew  fo  unfortunate 
in  her  Condudt,  that  fne  at  lalt  brought  me  to  treat  her 
with  the  fame  Indifference  and  Civility  as  I  now  pay  your 
Ladyfhip. 

L.  Bet.  And  ten  to  one,  jufl  at  that  time  flic  never 
thought  you  fuch  tolerable  Company. 

L.  Mor.  That  I  can't  fay,  Madam,  for  at  that  time  m« 
grew  fo  arlecled,  there  was  no  judging  of  hor  Thoughts  at 
all.  [Mimicking  her. 

L.  Bet.  What,  and  fo  you  left  the  poor  Lady  !  O  you 
inconflant  Creature ! 

L.  Mar.  No,.  Madam,  to  have  lov'd  herpn  had  been  In* 
conftancy  ;  for  me  was  never  two  Hours  together  the  fama 
Woman.  [L.  Bet.  and  L.  Mor.featr  (6  talk.. 

L.  Fop.  [^df.^Ha!  ha  !  ha  !  I  fce  lie  has  a  Mind  to 
abufe  her  ;  Ib  I'll  ev'n  give  him  an  Opportunity  of  doing 
his  Bufmefs  with  her  at  once  for  ever 'My  Lord,  I  per 
ceive  your  Lordflrp's  going  to  be  good  Company  to  the 
Lady,  and  for  her  fake  I  don't  think  it  good  Manners  ki 
me  to  difturb  you  — — 

Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  C/.'a.   My  Lord  Foppingtcn. ! 

L.  Fcp.  O  Charles  !  1  was  juic  wanting  thee  — —  Hark 
dice  — I  hjffe  three  Thoufand  Secrets  for  thee — I  have- 

B  6  mad* 
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made  fuch  Difcoveries !  to  tell  thee  all  in  one  Word  ••'     *• 
Morek-i'S  s  as  jealous  of  ire  as  the  Devil  !  he!  he  !  he  ! 
Sir  Cla.  Ls't  poffible?  has  fhe  given  him  any  Occafion  ? 
L.  Fcp.  Only  railly'd  him  to  Death  upon  my  Account ; 
(he  told  me  within,  juil  new,  (he'd  ufe  him  like  a  Dog, 
and  begg'd  me  to  draw  off  for  an  Opportunity. 

Sir  Cha.  O  !  keep  in  while  the  Scent  lies,  and  fhe's 
your  own,  my  Lord. 

L.  Fop.  I  can't  tell  that,  Ccarlcs,  but  I  am  fure  fhe's 
fairly  unharbour'd,  and  when  cncel  throw  off  my  Inclina 
tions,  I  ufually  follow  'em  'till  the  Game  has  enough  on;t ; 
and  between  thee  and  I  fhe'a  pretty  well  blown  too,  fhe 
«Kii't  {land  long,  I  believe,  fcr,  Curfe  catch  me,  if  I  have 
not  rid  down  half  a  Thoufand  Pounds  after  her  already. 
Sir  Cha.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

L.  Fr-p.  I  have  loft  Five  Hundred  to  her  at  Piquet  fmct 
Pinna. 

Sir  Cha.  Yea  are  a  fortunate  Man,  faith ;  you  are  re- 
felv'd  not  to  be  thrown  out,  I  fee. 

L.  Fcp.  Hrng  it  !  What  Ihould  a  Man  come  out  for,  if 
he  does  not  kc<.p  up  to  the -Sport  ? 
•    Sir  Cha.  Well  pufh'd,  my  Lord. 
L.  Fcp.  T'ayo  !  have  at  her  — — 

Sir  Cha.  Down  !  down,  my  Lord — ah — 'ware  Hanchet. 

L.  Fcp.  Ah  !  Charles  {tmlracinr  t-im.]  Prythee  let's  cb- 

lerve  a  little,  there's  a  foolifh  Cur,  now  I  have  run  her  to  a 

Stand,  has  a  Mind  to  be  at  her  by  himfelf,  and  then  fhalt 

fee  flie  \von?t  ftir  out  of  her  way  fcr  him.     \¥'ley  ftand  ajide. 

L.  Mir.    Ha  !  ha!  Your  L*dyfcip  is  very  grave  of  a 

fudclcn,  you  lock  as  if  your  Lover  had  infclently  recover'd 

his  common  Scrfes. 

L.  Bet.  And  your  Lcrdfhip  is  fo  very  gey,  and  unlike 
youi-rVT,  one  v.cu'd  fwear  you  were  juft  come  from  the 
rieafiire  of  rr.aking  your  Miilrefs  afraid  of  you. 

I..  JL"cr.  Nc,  faith,  quite  contrary —  fcr  do  you  know, 
Madan:,  I  have  juft  found  cut,  that  upon  your  Account  I 
h:we  maue  my  ft If  one  of  the  moft  ridiculous  Puppies  upon 

the  Face  GMhe  Earth I  have,  upon  my  faith ! ray 

?.r,d  fo  ext:::ia£.".rt!y  fuch ha!  ha!  ha!  that  it's  at  laft 

become  2  Jeil  even'  10  myfelf ;  and  I  can't  help   laughirg 
at  it  fcr  the  Soul  cf  rr.e  ;  ha  5  ha  !  ha ! 

L.  £ct.  I  want  to  cure  him  cf  that  Laugh  now.  \_AJiJe. "\ 
My  Loid,  iince  you  are  fo  generous,  I'll  tell  you  another 
Secret  :  Do  you  know  too,  that  I  flill  find,  (fpite  of  all 
ycur  j^reat  Wifdom,  ar.d  my  cortcwptible  (^alities,  at 
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you  ar*  pleas'd  now  and  then  to  call  them  :}  Do  you  know, 
J  fay,  that  I  fee  under  all  this,  you  ftill  love  me  with  the 
fame  helplefs  Paffion  ;  and  can  your  vaft  Forefight  imagine 
I  won't  ufe  you  accordingly,  for  thele  extraordinary  Air's 
you  are  pleafcd  to  give  yourfelf  ? 

L.Mcr.  O  by  all  means,  Madam,  'tis  fit  you  fliculd,  and 

I  cxpecl:  it,  whenever   it  is  in  your  Power Confu- 

fion !  [Jfide. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  you  have  talk'd  to  me  this  half  Hour, 
without  confeffing  Pain.  \Patifcs  and  affects  to  gape. ~\  Only 
remember  it. 

L.  Mor.  Hell  and  Tortures  ! 

I.  Bet.  What  did  you  fay,  my  Lord? 

L.  Mor.  Fire  and  Furies  ! 

"L.Bct.  Ha!  ha!  he's  diforder'd —  Now  I  ameafy*— 
My  Lord  F\ippi;:gten,  have  you  a  Mind  to  your  Revenge 
at  Piquet? 

L.  Fop.  I  hare  always  a  Mind  to  an  Opportunity  of  en 
tertaining  your  Ladyfhip,  Madam. 

,  [Z,.  Betty  coquets  with  L.  Fop. 

L.  Mcr.  O  Charles The  Infolence  of  this  Woman 

might  farnifh  out  a  thoufand  Devils. 

Sir  Cha.  And  your  Temper  is  enough  to  furnifh  out  a 
thoufand  fuch  W omen  —  Come  away  — I  have  Bufmefs 
for  you  upon  the  Terrafs. 

L.  Afsr.   Let  me  but  fpeak  one  Word  to  her 

Sir  Cba.  Not  a  Syllable — the  Tongue's  a  Weapon 
you'll  al  ,vays  have  the  woril  at :  For  I  fee  you  have  a* 
Guard,  and  fhe  carries  a  devilifh  Edge. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  don't  let  any  Thing  I've  fsid 
frighten  you  away  ;  for  if  you  have  the  leaft  Inclinr.tioa 
to  ftay  and  rail,  you  know  the  old  Conditions;  'tis  but 
your  aflcing  me  Pardon  next  Day,  and  you  may  giv$ 
your  Paffion  any  Liberty  you  think  fit. 
.  L".  Mir.  Daggers  and  Death  ! 

Sir  da.  Are  you  mad  ? 

L.  Mor.  Let  me  fpeak  to  her  now,  or  I  fiiaH  burft— - 

Sir.  Cba.  Upon.  Condition  you'll  fpeak  no  more  of  her 
to  rne,  my  Lord,  do  as  you  p.eafe. 

L.  Mcr.  Pr'ythce  pardon  me  —  I  know  not  what  to  do. 

Sir  Cha.  Come  along  —  I'll  fat  you  lo  work  I  warrant 
you: — Nay,  nay,  none  of  .your  parting  Ogles — 'Will  you  go? 

L.  Mor.  Yes and  I  hope  for  ever 

[Exit  Sir  Cha.  palling  away  L.  Mor. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  1  Did  ever  mortal  Moiuier  fet  up 
for  a  Lover  with  fuch  unfortunate  Qualiricaiicns  ? 
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L.  Bet.  Indeed,  my  Lord  Morelo-vc  has  fomething 
ftrangely  fingular  in  his  Manner. 

L.  Fop.  I  thought  I  fhould  haveburftto  fee  the  Creature 
pretend  to  railly,  and  give  himfelf  the  Airs  of  one  of  us  — 
But,  run  me  thro',  Madam,  your  Ladyfhip  pufh'd  like  a 
Fencing-Mailer  ;  that  laft  Thrufl  was  a  Coup  de  Grace,  I 

believe I'm  afraid  his  Honour  will  hardly  meet  your 

Ladylhip  in  hafte  again. 

L.  Set.  Not  unlefs  his  Second,   Sir  Charles,  keeps  him 

better  in  Prc&ice,  perhaps Well,  the  Humour  of  this 

Creature  has  done  me  fignal  Service  to  Day  ;  I  muft  keep 
it  up  for  fear  of  a  fecond  Engagement.  \_Afide. 

L.  Fop.  Never  was  poor  Wit  fo  fcil'd  at  his  own 
Weapon,  fure. 

L.  Bet.  Wit  ?  had  he  ever  any  Pretence  to  it  ? 

L.  Fop.  Ha !  ha !  he  has  not  much  in  Love,  I  think, 
tho'  he  wears  the  Reputation  of  a  very  pretty  young  Fel 
low,  among  fome  Sort  of  People  ;  but,  ftrike  me  ftupid,  if 
ever  I  cou'd  difcover  common  Senfe  in  all  the  Progrefs  of 
his  Amours  :  He  expe&s  a  Woman  fliou'd  like  him  for  en 
deavouring  to  convince  her,  that  (he  has  not  one  good  Qua 
lity  belonging  to  the  wholeCompofition  of  herSoul  andBody. 

L.  Bet.  That,  I  fuppofe,  is  only  in  a  modeft  Hope,  that 
(he'll  mend  her  Faults,  to  qualify  herfelf  for  his  vaft 
Merit,  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Fop.  Poor  Morelcvr,  I  fee  fhe  can't  endure  him.  [dfiaf, 

L.  Bet.  Or  if  one  really  had  all  thofe  Faults,  he  does 
not  confider,  that  Sincerity  in  Love  is  as  much  out  of 
Fafhion  as  fweet  Snuff";  no  Body  takes  it  now. 

L.  Fop.  O  !  no  Mortal,  Madam,  unlefs  it  be  here  and 
there  a  Squire,  that's  making  his  lawful  Court  to  th« 
Cherry-cheek  Charms  of  my  Lord  Bifhop's  great  fat 
Daughter  in  the  Country. 

L.  Bet.  O  what  a  forfeiting  Couple  has  he  put  toge 
ther  —  \¥browtnv  her  Hand  carelejsly  upon  bis. 

L.  Fop.  Fond  of  me,  by  all  that's  tender Poor  Fool, 

I'll  give  thee  Eafe  immediately.   \Mfijk*\ .But,  Madam, 

you  were  pleas'd  juil  now  to  offer  me  my  Revenge  at 

Piquet -Now  here's  no  Body  within,  and  I  think  we 

c?.n't  make  ufe  of  a  better  Opportunity. 

L.  Bet.  O!  no  :  Not  now,  my  Lord  !  —  I  have  a  fa 
vour  I  would  fain  beg  of  you  tirlh 

L.  Fop.  P;.!t  Time,  Madam,  is  very  precious  in 
Place,  and  I  fnall  not  eafily  forgive  myfelf  if  I  don'r 
him  by  the  Forelock. 

L.  Mtt. 
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L.  Bet.  But  I  have  a  great  Mind  to  have  a  little  more 
Sport  with  my  Lord  Morclove  firft,  and  would  fain  beg 
your  Affiitance. 

L.  Fcp.  O  !  with  all  my  Heart ;  and,  upon  fecond 
Thoughts,  I  don't  know  but  piquing  a  Rival  in  publick 
may  be  as  good  Sport,  as  being  well  with  a  Miftrefs  in  pri 
vate  :  For,  after  all,  the  Pleafure  of  a  fine  Woman  is  like 
that  of  her  own  Virtue,  not  fo  much  in  the  Thing,  as  the 
Reputation  of  having  it.  \_Afede\ — Well,  Madam,  but 
how  can  I  ferve  you  in  this  Affair  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why,  methought,  as  my  Lord  Mcrelove  went 
cut,  he  Ihew'd  a  ftern  Reientment  in  his  Look,  that  feem'd 
to  threaten  me  with  Rebellion,  and  downright  Defiance : 
Now  I  have  a  great  Fancy,  that  you  and  I  mould  follow 
Jiim  to  theTerrafs,  and  laugh  at  his  Refolution  before  h« 
has  time  to  put  it  in  Pra&'ce. 

L.  Fop.  "And  fo  punifli  his  Fault  before  he  commits  it  I 
ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  we  won't  give  him  Time,  if  his  Courage 
fhould  fail,  to  repent  it. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  let  me  Blood,  if  I  don't  long  to 
be  at  it,  ha !  ha  ! 

L.  Bet.  O  !  'twill  be  fuch  Diverfion  to  fee  him  bite  hij 
Lips,  and  broil  within,  only  with  feeing  us  ready  to  fplit 
our  Sides  in  laughing  at  nothing  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Fop.  Ha !  ha !  I  fee  the  Creature  does  really  like  me. 
\_dfdc.'\  And  then,  Madam,  to  henr  him  hum  a  broken 
Piece  of  a  Tune,  in  Affeclation  of  his  not  minding  us— — 
'twill  be  fo  fooliih  when  we  know  he  loves  us  to  Death  all 
the  while,  ha  !  ha  ! 

L,  Bet.  And  if  at  laft  his  f»ge  ftfouth  fhou'd  open  in 
furly  Contradiction  of  our  Humour,  then  will  we,  in  pur? 
Oppcfition  to  his,  immediately  fall  foul  upon  every  thing 
that  is  not  gallant  and  fafhicnable;  Conftancy  fhall  be 
the  Mark  of  Age  and  Uglinefs,  Virtue  a  Jeft,  we'll  railly 
Difcretion  out  of  Doors,  lay  Gravity  at  our  Feet,  and 
only  Love,  free  Love,  Diforder,  Liberty,  and  Pleafure  be 
our  {tanding  Principles. 

L.  Fop.  Madam,  you  tranfp.ort  me  :  For  if  ever  I  was 
obliged  to  Nature  for  any  one  tolerable  Qualification, 
'tv^is  pofitively  the  Talent  of  being  exuberantly  pieafant 
upon  this  Subject— —  I  am  impatient— •  my  Fancy's  upon 
the  Wing  already  — —  let's  fly  to  him. 

L.  Bet.  No,  no  ;  flay  'till  I  am  juft  got  out;  our  going 
together  won't  be  fo  proper, 

L,  /"<?/. 
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L.  Fop.  As  your  Ladyfhip  pleafes,  Madam—  —But 
when  this  Affair  is  over,  you  won't  forget  that  I  have  a 
certain  Revenge  due. 

L.  Set,  Aye  !  aye  !  after  Supper  I  am  for  you  -  Nay, 
you  fhan't  ftir  a  Step,  my  Lord  —  •  [Seeing  her  to  the  Door. 

L.  Fop.  Only  to  tell  you,  you  have  fix'd  me  yours  to  the 
laft  Exigence  of  my  Soul's  eternal  Entity.  —  - 

L.  Bet.  O,  your  Servant.  [Exit. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  ha!  ftark  mad  for  me,  by  all  that's  hand- 
fome  \  Poor  Morelo-ve  !  That  a  Fellow  who  Tias  ever  been 
Abroad,  mould  think  a.  Woman  of  her  Spirit  is  to  be  taken 
by  a  regular  Siege,  v/hen  the  fureil  Way  is  to  whifper  the 
Governor.  —  How  can  a  Coxcomb  give  himfelf  the  Fatigue 
of  bombarding  a  Woman's  Underftanding,  when  he  may 
wrth  fo  much  Eafe  make  a  Friend  of  her  Conilitution  — 
I'll  fee  if  I  can  (hew  him  a  little  French  Play^vith  Lady  Betty 
—  let  me  fee  —  Aye,  I'll  make  an  end  of  it  the  old  Way, 
get  her  into  Piquet  at  her  own  Lodgings  —  not  mind  one 
Tittle  of  my  Play,  give  her  every  Game  before  (he's  half 
up,  that  (he  may  judge  of  the  Strength  of  my  Inclination 
by  my  hafte  of  loiirg  up  to  her  Price  ;  then  of  a  fudden, 
with  a  familiar  Leer,  cry  -  Rat  Piquet  -  fwecp  Coun 
ters,  Cards  and  Money  ail  upon  the  Floor,  &  done  —— 
I  Jfaire  eft  falte.  [Exit. 
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SCENE,     The  Cajlle   Ter^fs. 

Enter  Lady  Betty,  and  Lady  Eafy. 

L  Eafy.  "JV  fl  Y  Dear,  you  really  talk  to  me  as  if  I  were 

-iVJL  your  Lover,  and  not  your  Friend  ;  orelfe  I  am 

fcdull,  that  by  all  you've  (aid  I  can't  make  the  leaftGutfs 

at  your  real  Thoughts  —  Can  you  be  fericus  for  a  Moment  ? 

L.  Bet.  Not  eaiily  :  But  I  would  do  more  to  oblige  you. 

L.  Ea/y.  Then  pray  deal  ingenuoufly,  and  tell  me  without 
Rcferve,  are  you  furc  you  don't  love  my  Lord  Morehvc  ? 

L.  Bet.  Then  ferioufly  —  1  think  net  -  But  becaufe 
I  won't  be  prfitive,  you  (hail  judge  by  the  worft  of  my 
Symptoms  -  Firft,  I  own  I  like  his  Ccnverfation,  his 
Perfcn  has  neither  Fault,  nor  Beauty  —  well  enough  —  I 
don't  remember  I  ever  fecretly  wilh'd  myfeif  married  to 
hi;7i,  or  —  —  that  I  ever  ferioufly  refolv'd  againft  it. 

L.  Eafy.  Well,  fo  far  you  are  tolerably  fafe  :  -  Fat 
come  —  as  to  his  Manner  of  ttJ<Jrefilng  )  oa,  what  Eit'eft 
has  that  had?  i.  Bcf. 
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L.  Bet.  I  am  not  a  little  pleas'd  to  obferve  few  Men 
follow  a  Woman  with  the  fame  Fatigue  and  Spirit  that  he 
does  me  •  am  more  pleas'd  when  he  lets  me  uie  him 
ill  ;  and  if  ever  I  have  a  favourable  Thought  of  him,  'ti* 
when  I  fee  he  can't  bear  that  Ufage. 

L.  Eafy.  Have  a  Care,  that  lafl.  is  a  dangerous  Symp 
tom  lie  pleafes  your  Pride,  I  find. 

L.  Set.  Oh!  perfectly:  in  that 1  own  no  Mortal 

ever  can  come  up  to  him. 

L.  Eafy.  But  now,  my  Denr !  row  comes  the  main 
Point  —  Jealoi;fy  !  Are  you  fure  you  have  never  been 
touth'd  wiihic  ?  Tell  me  that  with  a  fafe  Confcience,  and 
then  I  pionounce  you  clear. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  then  I  defy  him  ;  for  pofitively  I  was  ne 
ver  jealous  in  my  Life.  • 

L.  Eafy.  How,  Madam  !  have  you  never  been  rrirr'd 
enough,  to  think  a  Woman  ftrangely  forward  for  bring  a 
little  familiar  inTalk  with  him?  Or  are  you  fure  hisGaljan- 
try  to  another  never  gave  you  the  leaft  Diiorccr?  Were  you 
r.erer,  upon  noAccident,  in  an  Appnhenfion  of  iofinghim? 

L.  Set.  Hah!  Why,  Madam — Blefs  me  ! — wh— ,vh — 
\vhy  fure  you  don't  call  this  Jealoufy,  my  Bear  ? 

L.  Eafy.  Nay,  nay,  that  is  not  the  Bufinefs — Have  you 
ever  felt  any  Thing  of  this  Nature,  Madam  ? 

L.  Bet.  Lord  !  don't  be  fo  hafty,  iny  Dt  ar — any  Thing 

of  this  Nature O  Lud  !  I'fwear  I  don't  like  it :  Dear 

Creature,  bring  me  off  here;  for  I  am  half  frighted  out 
of  my  Wits. 

L.  Eafy.  Nay,  if  you  can't  railly  upon't,  your  Wound 
is  not  over  deep,  I'm  afraid. 

L.  Bet.  Well,  that's  comfortably  faid,  however. 

L.  Eafy.  But  come  to  the  Point  —  How  far  have  you 
been  jealous? 

L.  Bst    Why O  b'efs  me  !  He  gave  the  Mufick  one 

Night  to  my  L  idy  Laeguijh  here  upon  the  Terrafs :  and 
(tho'  me  and  1  ue:  every  good  Fiitnds)  I  remember  Icou'd 
net  fpeak  to  her  in  a  Week  fcr't Oh  ! 

I-  Eafy.  Niiy,  now  you  may  laugh  if  you  can  ;  for,  take 
niyWorct,  the  Marks  are  upon  you--- But  cotne---what  die? 

L.  lint,   O  nothing  e!fe,  upon  my  Word,  my  Dear! 

L.  Eafy.  Well,  one  Word  more,  and  then  I  give  Sen- 
tence:  Suppofe  you  were  herrtHy  convinc'd,  that  he 
actually  foliow'd  another  Won--an  ? 

L.  Bet.  But,  pray,  my  Dear,  what  Occafion  is  there  to 
fe  any  fuch.  Thing  at  all  I 

L.  Eay. 
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L.  Eafy.  Guilty  upon  my  Honour. 

L.  Bet.  Pihaw  !  I  defy  him  to  fay,  that  ever  I  own'd 
any  Inclination  for  him. 

L.  Eajj.  No,  but  you  have  given  him  terrible  Leave 
to-guefs  it. 

L.  Bet.  If  ever  you  fee  us  meet  again,  you'll  have  but 
Jirtle  Reafon  to  think  fo,  I  can  afiure  you. 

L.  Eafy.  That  I  fhall  fee  prefently  ;  for  here  comes  Sir 
Charles,  arid  I'm  fare  my  Lord  can't  be  far  off. 
Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  Servant  Lady  Betty — my  Dear,  how  do  you  do? 

L.  Eafy.  At  your  Sendee,  my  Dear  —  But  pray  what 
have  you  doce  with  my  Lord  Mcrelo-ve? 

L.  Set.  Aye,  Sir  Cbarkst  pray  how  docs  your  Pupil  do  ? 
Have  you  any  Hopes  of  him  ?  Is  he  docible? 

Sir  Cba    Weil,  Madam,  to  confefs  your  Triumph  over 
me,  as  well  as  him,   I  own  my  Hopes  of  him  are  loft.     I 
ofter'd  what  I  cou'd  to  his  Inftruction,  but  he's  incorrigi 
bly  yours,  and  undone  —  and  the  News,  I  preform-,  does 
•not  difpieafe  your  Ladyship. 

L.  Let.  Fye,  fye,  Sir  Charles*  you  difparsge  your 
Friend,  I  am  afraid  you  don't  take  Pains  with  hirri. 

Sir  Cha.  Ha  !  I  fancy,  Lady  Bf,ttyt  your  Good-nature 
won't  let  you  fleep  a  Nights :  Don't  you  love  dearly  to 
hurt  People  ? 

L.  Met.  O!  your  Servant;  then  without  a  Jett,  the 
Ivlin  is  fo  unfortunate  in  his  want  of  Patience,  that,  let 
ine  die,  if  I  don't  often  pity  him. 

Sir  C,'ja.  Ha  !  Strange  Goodnefs  —  O  that  I  were  your 
Lover  for  a  Month  or  two. 

L.  Bet.  What  then  ! 

Sir  Cba.  I  wou'd  make  that  pretty  Heart's  Blood  of 
yours  ake  in  a  Fortnight. 

L.  Bet.  Hugh  —  Hhould  hate  you  ;  your  AfTura^ce 
wou'd  make  your  Addrefs  intolerable. 

S'nCha.  I  believe  it  woa'd,  for  I'd  never  addrcfs  you  at  all. 

L.  Bet.   O  !  you  Clown  you  !  \_Hitti:ig  him  <suet0  her  I'ai. 

Sir  Cha.  Why,  what  to  do?  to  feed  a  difeas'd  Pride 
that's  eternally  breaking  out  in  the  Affectation  of  an  ill 
Nature  that — in  my  Conference  1  believe  is  butAfFe&ation. 

L.  Bet.  You,  nor  your  Friend  have  no  great  Reafon  to 
complain  of  my  FondneA,  1  believe.  Ha!  h.i !  ha! 

Sir  Cta.   [Looting  earmfily  en  her.]  Thou  infolent  Crea 
ture  !   How  can  you   mr-.ke  a  Jell  of  a  Man,   whcfe  whole 
Life's  but  ere  continued  Torment  from  your  want  of  com-    • 
toon  Gratitude  i  L.  JStf. 
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L.  Bet.  Torment!  for  my  Part,  I  really  believe  him  a* 
eafy  as  you  are. 

Sir  Cba.  Poor  intolerable  Affectation  !  Yon  know  th« 
contrary,  you  know  him  blindly  yours,  you  know  your 
Power,  and  the  whole  Pleafure  of  your  Life's  the  poor 
and  low  abufe  of  it. 

L.  Bet.  Pray  how  do  I  abufe  it  —  if  I  have  any  Power. 
Sir  Cba.  You  drive  him  to  Extremes  that  make  him 
mad,  then punim him  for  afting  againft  his  Reafbn  :  You'va 
alrnoft  turn'd  his  Brain,  his  common  Judgment  fails  him  ; 
he's  now,  at  this  very  Moment,  drive  a  by  hisDefpair  upon 
a  Project,  in  hopes  to  free  him  from  your  Power,  that  I 
am  fenfib'.e,  and  fo  mail  any  one  be  that  lias  his  Senfe,  of 
courie  mult  ruin  him  with  you,  for  ever;  and  fhould  h« 
now  fufpeil  I  oiter'd  but  a  Hint  of  it  to  you,  and  in  Con 
tempt  of"  his  Defign,  I  know  he'd  call  my  Life  to  anfoer 
it:  But  1  have  no  regard  to  Men  in  Madncfs,  I  rather 
•  ci  oofe  for  once  to  truit  in  your  Good- nature,  in  hopes 
the  Man,  whom  your  unwary  Beauty  had  m;xle  miferablc, 
your  Generofity  uou'd  fccrn  to  mj>ke  ridiculous. 

L  Bet.  Sir  C'-.-v  /..!•,  you  charge  me  very  home;  I  never 
had  ir  in  my  Fncli nation  to  make  any  Thin ^  ridicu'oui 
that  did  n->t  deferve  it.  Pray,  what  is  this  Buiintfs  you 
think  fo  extravagant  in  him  ? 

Sir  Cb.a.  Something  fo  abfurdly  ram  and  bold,  you'll 
hardiy  forgive  ev'a  ms  that  tell  it  you. 

L.'Bet/O  fye!   If  it  be  a  Fault,   Sir  Charles  t   I  Ihull 
confidcr  it  as  his,  not  yours.     Pray  what  is  it  ? 
L,  Eajy.    I  long  to  know,  methinks. 
Sir  Cba.  Ybu  may  be- fur.:  he  did  aot  want  my  DifTua- 
iioiis  from  it. 

L.  Bet.   Let's  henr  it  ? 

SirC/-<2.  Why  tl;5s  Man,  whom  I  have  known  to  love 
you  vvi;h  fuch  Excel's  of  generous  De/ife,  whom  I  have 
heard  in  his  ecilatic  Praift-s  on  your  Beauty  talk,  till  from 
the  fof:  Heat  of  his  diftilling  Thoughts  the  Tears  have 

fall'n  

L.  Bet.   O  !  Sir  Charks [Blujking. 

Sir  Cba.  Nay,  grudge  nor,  fince  'tis  paft.  to  hear  what 
was  (tho'  you  contemned  it)  once  his  Meric  :  But  -now 
I  own  that  Merit  ought  to  be  forgotten. 
L.  Bet.   Pray,  Sir,   be  plain. 

Sir  Cha.  This  Man,  1  fay,  whofe  unhappy  P^iTIon  has 
fo  ill  fucceeded  with  you,  at  lait  lias  forfeited  ail  his  Hopes 
(into  which,  parJon  me,  1  confels  my  Fritndihip  had 

lately 
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lately  flattered  him,)    his  Hopes  of  even  defervlng  now 
your  loweft  Pity  or  Regard. 

L.  Bet.  YOJ  amaze  me — For  I  can*t  foppofe  his  utmoft 
Malice  dares  affault  my  Reputation — and  what  — 

sir  Cha.  No,  bat  he  malicioufly  prefumes  the  World 
will  do  it  for  him;  and  indeed  he  has  taken  no  unlikely 
Means  to  make  'em  bufy  with  their  Tonguts :  For  he  is 
this  Moment  upon  the  open  Terrafs,  in  the  higheft  publick 
Gallantry  with  my  Lady  Gravcairs.  And  to  convince  the 
World  and  me,  he  faid,  be  was  not-that  tarr-e  Lover  we 
fancied  him,  he'd  vrnture  to  give  her  Mofick  to-night: 
Nay,  I  heard  him,  before  my  Pace,  fpeak  to  one  of  the 
Hautboys  to  engage  the  reft,  and  defired  they  would  all 
take  thi-ir  Direfti  ns  only  from  my  Lady  Gra-veairs. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lady  Gravta-rs  f  truly  I  think  in  Lord's 
very  much  in  the  *igK.t  ou't —  for  my  Part,  >ir  Charles, 
I  don't  fee  any  Thing  ;n  this  thar's  f  ve^y  ridiculous,  nor 
indet  j  that  ought  to  make  me  think  either  the  better  or 
worft  of  him  fo;'t 

Sir  Cha.  Pfli.w!  Pfhaw  !  Madam,  you  and  I  know 
'ti:  n  t  n  '•  s  Power  to  renounce  y«u  :  t^iis  is  but  the 
poor  Diiguife  of  a  r.  fen  tin  ^  Palfion,  va;nly  ruffled  to  'a 
St  <rm,  .vhLh  the  leafl  gen.].  Lo^k  f  "in  yon  can  recon 
cile  ac  vViii.  anJ  tnuoh  i;  to  a  Ca'm  ag.iin. 

L.  But  Indeed,  Sir  Charles,  I  ihan't  give  myfelf  that 
Trough ,  1  be.ieve. 

Sir  Cha.  S  1  rotd  him,  Mad:m  :  Are  not  ill  your  Om- 
plai  t>,  '  i-i  1,  already  vvvi-t  to  her  Priie;  and  can  you 
fuppo.'e  this  ^u  jl.c'c  Defia^  ce  of  it  (which  you  know  ynu 
csr/  m.ske  gco-l  t->")  won  ince^fe  her  rr.on  araii  ft  y^u? 
—  rii.t's  what  J'd  have,  laid  he,  flaring  wilJ'y;  1  care  not 
wha:  becomes  of  m.-,  fo  I  Kut  live  to  iee  her  piqued  ar  it. 

L.  £  t.  Upon  mv  Word,  I  fancy  my  Lori  wi  1  fi~d 
himfelf  mifiaker — 1  {han't  be  piqued,  I  believe — \  muft 
firft  have  a  Value  f;r  'he  Tr.ing  1  lofe,  before  it  piques 
me:  Piqued  !  ha!  ha!  ha!  \Dijordircd. 

S'r  Cha.  iVl-idam,  you've  ft-.id  the  very  Thing  I  urg'd 
to  him  ;  1  know  her  Trope*  fo  well,  f.iiJ  1,  ti  at  tho' The 
d^ated  on  you,  if  y>.u  on.e  itood  out  ag:ut-ft  her,  (he'd 
fooner  bunt  than  fiievv  the  Icaft  Motion  of  Uneafinefs. 

L.  Btt.  I  can  aft"ur£  you,  Sir  Charles,  my  i.ord  won't 
find  himfeit  deceive  :  in  your  Opinion  —  Piqued! 

Sir  Cha.   She  has  it.  {Afide. 

L.  Eafy.  Alas,  poor  Woman  !  how  little  do  our  Paffions 
make  ut ! 

L.  Bet. 
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L.  Bst.  Not  but  1  would  advife  him  to  have  a  litre 
Regard  to  my  Reputation  inth's  Bufinefs  ;  I  would  have 
him  take  heed  of  publickly  ajff{onting  me. 

Sir  Cha.  Right,  Madam,  that's  what  I  ftricHy  warn'd 
him  of;  for,  among  Friends,  whenever  the  World  fees 
him  follow  another  Woman,  the  malicious  Tea  Tables 
will  be  very  apt  to  be  free  with  your  Ladyfliip. 

L.  Bet.   I'd  have  him   confider  that,  mechinks. 

Sir  Cha.  But  alas  !  Madam,  'tis  not  in  his  Power  to 
think  with  Reafon;  his  mad  Rcfentment  has  deftroy'd  ev'n 
his  Principles  of  common  Honefty  :  He  confiJers  no 
thing  but  a  fenfelefs  proud  Revenge,  which  in  his  Fit  of 
Lunacy  'tis  impofiible  that  either  Threats  or  Danger  can 
diffuade  him  from. 

L  Bet.  What!  does  he  defy  me,  threaten  me!  then  he 
fhall  fee,  that  I  have  Paflions  too,  and  know,  as  well  as 
he,  to  flir  my  Heart  againlt  any  Pride  that  dares  infult  me. 
Docs  he  fuppofe  I  fear  him  ?  Fear  the  little  Malice  of 
a  flighted  Paffion,  that  my  own  Scorn  has  rtung  into  a 
defpifed  Refentment  !  Fear  him!  O  !  it  provokes  me  to 
think  he  dare  have  fuch  a  Thought ! 

L.  EaJ),   Dear  Creature,  don't  diforder  yourfdf  fo. 
•  L.  Bet.   Let  me  but  live  to  fee  him  once  more  within 
Hiy  Power,  and  I'll  forgive  the  reft  of  Fortune. 

L.  Ea/y.  My  Dear,  I  am  afraid  you  have  provoked  her 
a  little  too  far. 

Sir  Cha.  Oh  !  not  at  all— You  mail  fee— I'll  fweetea 
her,  and  fhe'll  cool  like  a  Difh  of  Tea. 

L.  Bet.  I  may  fee  him  wi;h  his  complaining  Face  again-- 

Sir  Cha.  i  am  forry,  Madam,  you  fo  wrongly  judge  of 
what  I've  toid  you  ;  I  was  in  Hopes  to  have  llirr'd  your 
Pity,  not  your  Anger  ;  I  little  thought  your  Generofity 
would  punilh  him  for  Faults,  which  you  yourfelf  refolv'd 

he   mould   commit Yonder  he  comes,    and  all  the 

World  with  him :  Might  I  advife  you,  Madam,  you 
fhould  not  refent  the  Thing  at  all  — I  would  not  fo  much. 
as  (lay  to  fee  him  in  his  Fault  ;  nay,  I'd  be  the  lait  that 
heard  of  it:  Nothing  can  lling  him  more,  or  fo  juftly 
punifh  his  Folly  as  your  utter  Neglect  of  it. 

L.  Eajy.  Come,  dear  Creature,  be  perfuaded,  and  go 
home  with  me  ;  indeed  it  will  (hew  more  Indifference  to 
avoid  him. 

L.  B:t..  No,  Madam,  I'll  oblige  his  Vanity  for  once, 
juiu  Hay  to  let  him  fee  how  ilrangcly  he  has  piqued  me. 

Sir  Cba.  [4/tde.]  O  not  at  ail  to  fpeak  of;  you  had  as 

good 
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good  part  with  a  little  of  that  Pride  of  yours,    or  I  fhall 
yet  make  it  a  very  troublefome  Companion  to  you. 

.  {Goes  from  them,  and  ivbifpers  Lord  Morelove. 
Enter  Lord  Foppington  ;  a  little  after,  Lord  Morelove,  and 
Lady  Grxveairs. 

L.  Fop.  Ladies,  your  Servant — O  !  we  have  wanted  you 
beyond  Reparation  —  fuch  Diverfion  ! 

li.JSet.  Well !  my  Lord !  have  you  feen  my  Lord  Mot-flow? 

lu.Fop.  Seen  him!— ha!  ha!  h^  !  —  O,  I  have  fuch 
Things  to  tell  you,  Madam  —  you'll  die  — 

L.  Bet.  O  pray  let's  hear  'em,  I  was  never  in  a  better 
Humour  to  receive  them. 

L.  Fop.  Hark  you.  \Tbeyiuhifper. 

L.  Mor.  So,  flic's  engag'd  already.      [To  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  So  much  the  better;  make  but  a  juil  Advan 
tage  of  my  Succefs,  and  fhe's  undone, 

tit.    }  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Sir  Cha.  You  fee  already  what  ridiculous  Pain*  fhe'i 
taking  to  ftir  your  Jealoufy,  and  cover  her  own. 

*"%*•   I  Ha!  ha!  ha! 
JL.  J>et.    3 

L.  Mor.  O  never  fear  me ;  for,  upon  ray  Word,  it  novr 
appears  ridiculous  even  to  me. 

Sir  Cha.  And  hark  you  —  \_Whifpers-  L.  Mor. 

L.  Bet*  And  fo  the  Widow  was  as  full  of  Airs  as  his 
Lord  (hip  ? 

Sir  Cka.  Only  obferve  that,  and  'tis  impcflible  you  can 
fail.  [4fiJe. 

L.  Mor.  Dear  Charles,  you  have  convinced  me,  and  I 
•thank  you. 

L.  Gia~u.  My  Lord  Morelove  !  What,  do  you  leive  us  ? 

L.  Mor.  Ten Thoufand  Pardons,  Madam,  I  was  butjufl-- 

L.  Grav.  Nay,  nay,  no  Excufes,  my  Lord,  fo  you  will 
but  let  us  have  you  again. 

SirC£<3.  [JJifle  to  L.  Graveairs.]  I  fee  you  have  good 
Humour,  Madam,  when  you  like  your  Company. 

L.  Grav  A.  d  you,  1  fee,  for  all  your  mighty  Third  of 
Domifiiun,  could  ftoop  to  be  obedient,  if  one  thought  it 
worth  ore's  while  to  make  you  fo. 

Sir  Cha.']  Ha !  Power  would  make  her  an  admirable 
Tyrant.  [AJidt. 

L.  Eajy.  [Obfer<ving  Sir  Charles  and  L.  Graveairs.]  So! 
there's  another  Couple  have  q'i?rrell'd  too,  I  find  — 
Thofe  Airs  to  my  Lord  Mordcvi,  leok  as  if  defign'd  to 

recover 
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recover  Sir  Charles  into  Jealoufy  :  I'll  endeavour  to  join 
the  Company,  and  it  may  be,  that  will  let  me  into  the 
Secret.  [^/?^r.]  My  Lord  Foppington,  I  vow  this  is  very  un- 
complaifant,  to  engrofs  fo  agreeable  a  Part  of  the  Com 
pany  to  yonifelf. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  fair,  indeed,  to  en 
ter  into  Secrets  among  Friends  !—— Ladies,  what  fay 
you-?  I  think  we  ought  to  declare  againft  it. 

L.  Bet.  Well,  Ladies,  I  ought  only  to  aflt  your  Pardon  : 
My  Lord's  excufable,  for  I  wou'd  haul  him  into  a  Corner. 

L.  Fop.  I  fwear  'tis  very  hard,  ho !  I  obferve,  two 
People  of  extreme  Condition  can  no  fooner  grow  particu 
lar,  but  the  Multitude  of  both  Sexes  are  immediately  up, 
and  think  their  Properties  invaded  ... 

L.  Bet.  Odious  Multitude  — 

L.  Fop.  Perifh  the  Canaille. 

L.  Gra.  O,  my  Lord,  we  Women  have  all  Reafon  to  be 
jealous  of  Lady  Betty  Modifis  Power. 

L.  Mor.  [To  Lady  Betty.]  As  the  Men,  Madam,  all 
have  of  my  Lord  Foppington  ;  befide,  Favourites  of  great 
Merit  difcourage  thofe  of  an  inferior  Clafs  for  their 
Prince's  Service  :  He  has  already  loft  you  one  of yaur  Re 
tinue,  Madam. 

L.  Bet.  Not  at  all,  my  Lord  ;  he  has  only  made  Room 
for  another  :  One  muft  fometime»  make  Vacancies,  or 
there  could  be  no  Preferments. 

L.  Eajy.  Ha!  ha!  Ladies  Favours,  my  Lord,  like 
Places  at  Court,  are  not  always  held  for  Life,  you  know. 

L.  Bet.  No,  indeed  !  if  they  were,  the  poor  fine  Wo 
men  wou'd  be  always  us'd  like  their  Wives,  and  no  more 
minded  than  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Nation, 

L.  Eajy.  Hfcve  a  Care,  Madam  ;  an'  undefcrving  Fa 
vourite  has  been  the  Ruin  of  many  a  Prince's  Empire. 

L.  Fop.  Ha!  ha!  Upon  my  Soul,  Lsdy  Bttty,  we  muft 
grow  more  difcreet ;  for  pofnively  if  we  go  en  at  thii  Rate, 
we  lhall  have  the  World  throw  you  under  the  Scandal  of 
Conflancy;  and  1  (hall  have  all  the  Swords  of  Condition 
at  my  Throat  for  a  Monopolift. 

L.  Mor.  O  !  there's  no  great  Fear  of  that,  my  Lord  ; 
though  the  Men  of  Senfe  give  it  over,  there  will  be  always 
fome  idle  Fellows  vain  enough  to  believe  their  Merit  may 
fucceed  as  well  as  your  Lordlliip's. 

L.  Bet.  Or  if  they  fhou'd  not,  my  Lord,  Cart-Lovers, 
you  know,  need  not  fear  being  lonij  out  of  Employment, 
>vhile  there  a^s  fo  many  well-difpofcd  People  in  the  World 

——There 
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— —  There  sre  generally  neglecled  Wives,  fiale  Maids, 
or  charitable  Widows,  al*ays  ready  to  relieve  the  Netei- 

fities   of  a   difappointed  Paffion and,    by   the  Wav, 

Hark  you,  Sir  Cbaxles  — 

L.Mcr.    [Jfoc.]    So!   file's  ftirr'd,    I  fee;   for  all  her 

Pains  to   hide  it fhe  wou'd   hardly  have  glanc'd  aa 

Affront  at  a  Woman  fhe  was  not  piqued  at. 

L.  Gra.  [Afide.~\  That  Wit  was  thrown  at  me,  I  fup- 
pofe  ;  but  I'll  return  it. 

L  Bet.  \_S:f:ly  to  Sir  Charles.]  Pray,  how  corse  you 
all  this  while  to  trull  your  Miftrefs  fo  eafily  ? 

Sir  Cba.  One  is  not  fo  apt,  Madam,  to  be  alarm'd  Jit 
the  Liberties  oi  an  old  Acquaintance,  as  perhaps  your 
Lac'yfliip  ought  to  be  at  the  Refentment  of  aa  hard-us'd, 
honourable  Lover. 

L.  Bet.  Suppofe  I  were  alarm'd,  how  does  that  make 
you  eafy  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Come,  come,  be  wife  at  laft  ;  my  trufting- 
them  together,  may  eafily  convince  you,  that,  (as  I  told 
you  befo;e.)  I  know  his  Addrefies  to  her  are  only  out- 
v.ard,  and  'tuill  be  your  Fault  now,  if  you  let  him  go 
on  'till  the  World  thinks  him  in  earneft;  and  a  Thoufand 
bufy  Tongues  are  fet  upon  malicious  Inquiries  into  your 
Reputation. 

L.  Bet.  Why,  Sir  Charles,  do  you  fuppofe,  while  he  be 
haves  himfclf  as  he  does,  that  I  won't  convince  him  of 
4ny  Indifference  ? 

Sir  Cha.  But  hear  me,  Madam  — 

L.  Gra.  \_AJide. ~\  The  Air  of  that  Whifpcr  looks  as  if 
the  Lady  had  a  Mind  to  be  making  her  Peace  again  ;  and 
'tis  poffible,  his  Worftiip's  being  fo  bufy  in  the  Matter 
too,  may  proceed  as  m^ch  from  his  Jealouiy  of  my  Lord 
with  me,  as  Fiiendfliip  to  her  ;  at  leail  I  fancy  fo  :  There 
fore  I'm  refolved  to  keep  her  flill  piqued,  ar.d  prevent  it, 

tho'  ic  be  only  to  gall  him Sir  Charles,  that  is  not  fair 

to  take  a  Privilege   you  juft  now  declar'd  againil  in  my 
Lord  PoppixgttB. 

L.  Mcr.   Well  obferv'd,  Madam. 

L.  Gra.    Befide,  it  Jo  >ks  fo  aifefted  to  whifper,  when  . 
every  Body  guefles  the  Secret. 
L.  Afcr.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha ! 

L.  Bet.  O  !  Madam,  your  Panicn  in  partictilar  :  But  Vs 
poffible  you  may  be  miflaken  :  The  Secrets  of  People  that 
have  any  Regard-  to  their  Aftions,  are  not  fo  foon  guefs'd, 
ag  their'-s  that  have  made  a  Confidant  cf  the  whole  Town. 

L.  Fe. 
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L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha ! 

L.  Gra.  A  Coquette  in  her  affected  Airs  of  Difdain  to  a 
revolted  Lover,  I'm  afraid  muft  exceed  your  Ladyfhip  in 
Prudence,  not  to  let  the  World  fee,  at  the  fme  Time,  (he'd 
give  her  Eyes  to  make  her  Peace  with  him  :  Ha  !  bal 

L.  Mor.   Ha  !  ha !  ha  ! 

L.  Bet.  'Twould  be  a  Mortification,  indeed,  if  it  were 
in  the  Power  of  a  fading  Widow's  Charms  to  prevent  it; 
and  the  Man  muft  be  miferably  reduc'd,  fare,  that  cou'd 
bear  to  live  buried  in  Woolen,  or  take  up  with  the  Mo 
therly  Comforts  of  a  Swan-lkin  Petticoat.  Ha!  ha! 

L.  Fop.    Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Gra.  Widows,  itfeems,  are  not  fo  fqueamifh  to  their 
Intereft;  they  know  their  own  Minds,  and  take  the  Man 
they  like,  tho'  it  happens  to  be  one  that  a  fro  ward,  vjgn 
Girl  has  difoblig'd,  and  is  pining  to  be  Friends  with. 

L.  Mor.  Nay,  though  it  happens  to  be  one  that  con- 
fefles  he  once  was  fond  of  a  Piece  of  Folly,  and  afterwards 
afham'd  on't. 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  my  Lord,  there's  no  (landing  againfl  twe 
of  you. 

L.  Fop.  No,  faith,  that's  odds  at  Tennis,  my  Lord-:- 
Not  but  if  your  Ladyfhip  pleafes,  I'll  endeavour  to  keep 
your  Back-hand  a  little  ;  though  upon  my  Soul  you  may 
fafely  fet  me  up  at  the  Line:  For,  knock  me  down,  if 
ever  I  faw  a  Relt  of  Wit  better  play'd,  than  that  lad,  u\ 
any  Life  —  What  fay  you,  Madam,  ihall  we  engage  ? 

L.  Bet.  As  you  pfeafe,  my  Lord. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  AUons  !  Tout  <?e  Eons  Jours,  mi  Lor. 

L.  Mor.  O  pardon  me,  Sir,  I  mail  never  think  myfeTF 
in  any  Thing  a  Match  for  the  Lady. 

L.  Fop.  To  you,  Madam. 

(  L.  Bet.  That's  much,  my  Lord,  when  the  World 
knows  you  have  been  fo  many  Years  teazing  me  to  play 
the  Fool  with  you. 

L.  Fop.  Ah!  Bienjoue,  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.Mor.  At  thatGame,  I  confefs  your Ladyftilp  has  chofen 
a  much  properer  Perfon  to  improve  your  Hand  with. 

L.  Fop.  To  me,  Madam My  Lord,  I  prefume  who 
ever  the  Lady  thinks  fit  to  play  the  Fool  with,  will  at  Jeail 
be  able  to  give  as  much  Envy  as  the  wife  Perfon  that  had 
not  Wit  enough  to  keep  well  with  her  when  he  was  fo. 

L.Grav.  O!  my  Lord!  J>oth  Paities  muft  needs  be 
greatly  happy  ;  for  I  dare  fwear,  neither  will  have  any 
Rivals  to  difturb  'em. 

C  L.  M*i-> 
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L.Mor.  Ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.  None  that  will  difturb  'em,  I  dare  fwear. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Mot:   -) 

L.  Gra.    I  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.     3 

Sir  Cha.  I  don't  know,  Gentlefolks  •  •<  but  you  are 
all  in  extreme  good  Humour,  methinks,  I  hope  there's 
none  of  it  afFetted. 

L.  Eajy.  I  fhou'd  be  loth  to  anfwer  for  any  but  my 
Lord  Foppington.  [Ajide.. 

L.  Set.  Mine  is  not,  I'll  fwear. 

L.  Mor.  Nor  mine,  I'm  fure. 

L.  Gra.  Mine's  fmcere,  depend  upon't. 

L.  Fop.  And  may  the  eternal  Frowns  of  the  whole  Sex 
doubly  demme,  if  mine  is  noc. 

L.  Eafy.  Well,  good  People,  I  am  mighty  glad  to  hear 
it.  You  have  all  perform'd  extremely  well  :  But  if  yoa 
pleafe,  you  (hall  ev'n  give  over  your  Wit  now,  while  it 
is  well. 

L.  Brt.  [To  herfelf.]  NOW  I  fee  his  Humour,  I'll  ftand 
it  out,  if  I  were  fure  to  die  for't. 

Sir  Cta.  YoufhouM  not  fcave  proceeded  fo  far  with  my 
Lord  Popping  ten,  after  what  I  had  told  you.  [Afide  to  £.Bet. 

L.  Bet.  Pray,  Sir  Charles,  give  me  Leave  to  under- 
fland  myfelf  a  little. 

Sir  Cka.  Your  Pardon,  Madam.  I  thought  a  right 
Undemanding  wou'd  have  been  for  both  your  Jnterefts 
and  Reputation. 

L.  Bet.  For  his,  perhaps. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  then,  Madam,  it's  time  for  me  to  take 
Care  of  my  Friend. 

L.  Bet.  I  never,  in  theleaft,  doubted  your  Friendftiip  to 
him  in  any  Thing  that  was  to  fliew  yourfelf  my  Enemy. 

Sir  Cha.  Since  I  fee,  Madam,  you  have  fo  ungrateful  a 
Senfe  of  my  Lord  More/eve's  Merit,  and  my  Service,  I 
lhall  never  be  afham'd  of  ufing  my  Power  henceforth  to 
ktep  him  entirely  out  of  your  Ladyfhip's. 

L.  Bet.  Was  ever  any  thing  fo  irrfolcnt  !  I  could  find 
in  my  Heart  to  run  the  Hazard  of  a  downright  Compli 
ance,  if  it  were  only  to  convince  him,  that  .my  Power, 
perhaps,  is  not  inferior  to  his.  [To  berfelf. 

L.  Eajy.  iMy  Lord  Foppington,  I  think  you  generally  lead 
the  Company  upon  theic  OccaJions.  Pray  will  you  think 

of 
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»f  fome  prettier  Sort  of  Diverfisn  for  us,  than  Parties  and 
\Vhifpers  ? 

L.  fop..  What  fay  you,  Ladies,  fliall  we  ftep  and  fee 
what's  done  at  the  Baffet-table? 

L.  Bet.  With  all  my  Heart  5  Lady  Eafy  —  — 

L.  Eafy.  I  think  'tis  the  beft  thing  we  can  do,  and  be- 
caufe  we  won't  part  to  Night,  you  fhall  all  fup  where  you 
din'd  —  What  fay  you,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  Mor.  Your  Ladyfhip  may  be  fure  of  me,  Madam. 

L.  Fop.  Aye  \  aye  !  we'll  all  come. 

L.  Eafy.  Then  pray  let's  change  Parties  a  little.  My 
Lord  Foppington,  you  (hall  'fquire  me. 

L.  Fop.  O  !  you  do  me  Honour,  Madam. 

It.  Set.  My  Lord  Morelove,  pray  letmefpeak  with  you. 

L.  Mor.  Me,  Madam  ? 

L.  Bet.  If  you  pleafe,  my  Lord. 

L.  Mor.  Ha  !  that  Look  fhot  through  me  !  What  can 
this  mean  ?  [d/ide. 

L.  Bet.  This  is  no  proper  Place  to  tell  yon  what  it  is, 
but  there  is  one  thing  I'd  fain  be  truly  anfwer'd  in  :  I  fup- 
pofe  you'll  be  at  my  Lady  Raffs  by  and  by,  and  if  you'll 
give  me  Leave  there  —  —  — 

L.  Mor.  If  you  pleafe  to  <lo  me  that  Honour,  Madam, 
I  mail  certainly  be  there. 

L.  Bet.  That's  all,  my  Lord. 

L.  Mor.  Is  not  your  Ladyfhip  for  walking  ? 

L.  Bet.  If  your  Lordmip  dares  venture  with  me. 

L.  Mor.  O!  Madam!  [Taking  her  Hand.}  How  my 
Heart  dances  !  what  heav'nly  Mufick's  in  her  Voice,  when 
foftned  into  Kindnefs.  [AJidt, 

L.  Bet.  Ha  !  his  Haad  trembles  —  Sir  Charles  may  be 
miftaken. 

L.  Fop.  My  Lady  Gra-veairs,  you  won't  let  Sir  Charles 
leave  us  ? 

L.  Gra.  No,  rny  Lord,  we'll  follow  you  -  flay  a 
little  [To  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cha.  I  thought  your  Ladyfhip  defign'd  to  follow  'em. 

L.  Gra.  Perhaps  I'd  fpeak  with  you. 

Sir  Cba.  But,  Madam,  confider,  we  fhall  certainly  be 
tsbferv'd. 

L.  Gra.  Lord,  Sir,  if  you  think  it  fuch  a  Favour. 

[Exit  bajlily, 

Sir  Cha.  Is  me  gone  !  let  her  go,  &fc, 


C  2  ACT 


5 2        The  CARELESS  HUSBAND. 
ACTV.       SCENE     I. 

The    SCENE    continues. 
•Enter  Sir  Charles,  and  Lord  Morelove. 

Sir  Cba.   /">  O  M  E    a    little    this    Way My  Lady 

V>»  Graveairs  had  an  Eye  upon  me  as  I  ftole 
off,  and  I'm  apprehenfive  will  make  ufe  of  any  Oppor 
tunity  to  talk  with  me. 

L.  Mor.    O!  we  are  pretty   fafe  here Well,  you 

were  fpeaking  of  Lady  Betty. 

Sir  Cba.  Aye,  my  Lord I  fay,   notwithstanding  all 

this  fadden  Change  of  her  Behaviour,  I  wou'd  not  have 
you  yet  be  too-fecure  of  her  :  For,  between  you  and  I, 
fince,  I  told  you,  I  have  prc  f.iVd  myfelf  an  open  Enemy 
to  her  Po.we.r  with  yon,  'tis  not  impoffible  but  thio  new 
Air  of  good  Humour  may  very  much  proceed  from  a  little 
Woman's  Pride,  of  convincing  me  you  are  not  yet  out  of 
her  Power. 

L.  Mcr.  Not  unlikely.  But  flill,  can  we  make  no  Ad 
vantage  of  it  ? 

Sir  Cba.  That's   what   I  have 'been   th'nking  of 
look  you  «• — Death  \   my  Lady  Graveairs  ! 

L.  Mor.   Ha!  me  will  have  Audience,  I  find. 

Sir  Cba.  There's  no  avoiding  her —  the  Truth  is,  I 
have  ow'd  her  a  little  Good-nature  a  great  while  —  I  fee 
there  is  but  one  Way  of  getting  rid  of  her— I  muft  ev'n 
appoint  her  a  Day  of  Payment  at  laft.  If  you'll  fiep  into 
my  Lodgings,  my  Lord,  I'll  juft  give  her  an  Anfwer,  and 
be  with  you  in  a  Moment. 

JL.  Mcr.  Very  well,  I'll  ftay  there  for  you. 

[Exit  L.  More  love. 
Enter  Lady  Graveairs  on  the  other  Side. 

L.  Gra.   Sir  Charles  ! 

Sir  Cba..  Come,  come,  no  more  of  thefe  reproachful 
Looks  ;  you'll  find,  Madam,  I  have  dtferv'd  better  of 

you   than    your  Jealoufy  imr.rnnes Is  it  a  fault  to  be 

tender  of  your  Reputation?  — r-  fye,  fye- —  This  may 
be  a  proper  Titnc  to  talk,  and  of  my  contriving  too — you 
fte  1  j..-it  raw  fho;:k  tiff  my  Lord  Morclo-ve  on  purpcfe. 

L.  Gra.    ivl;iv  I  believe  yo:.  r 

SirC'w  Still  doubting  my  Fidelity,  and  miftakirg  my 
P.!':;'  ;  o  \  fy  w.vit  of  G'NOci-nrMire. 

L    i'i»  •  't  tl  i-ik   .ne  troubltfcme  —  For  I   confefs 

;  p  rung  with  you  :  Since  the  World 

fees 
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fees  for  you  I  have  neglefte  d  Friends  and  Reputation,  have 
flood  the  little  Infults  of  difdajnful  Prudes,  that  envy'd  me 
perhaps  your  Friendlhip  ;  have  borne  the  freezing  Looks 

of  near  and  general  Acquaintance Since  this  is  fo  — 

don't  let  'em  ridicule  me  too,  and  fay  my  foolifti  Va 
nity  undid  me  ;  don't  let  'em  [oint  at  me  as  a  call  Mi£- 
trefs. 

Sir  Cba.  You  wrong  me,  to  fuppofe  the  Thought  ; 
you'll  have  better  of  sne  when  we  meet  :  When  (hall  you 
be  at  lei  fa  re  ? 

L.  Grav.  I  confefi,  I  would  fee  you  once  aga:n  ;  if 
what  I  have  more  to  fay  prove  ineffectual,  perhaps  It 
may  convince  me  then,  'cis  my  Interelt  to  part  with  you 
—  ''Jan  you  come  to  Night  ? 

Sir  Cba.  You  know  we  have  Company,  and  I'm  afraid 
they'll  itay  too  la*e  — Can't  it  be  before  Supper? — What's 
o'  Clock  now  ?;. 

L.  Gra-Tj.  It's  almoft  Six. 

Sir  Cba.  At  Seven  then  be  fu re  of  me,  'till  when  I'd 
have  you  go  back  to  the  Ladies  to  avoid  Sufpicion,  and 
about  that  Time  have  the  Vapour?. 

L.  Grav.  May  I  depend  upon  you  ?  [Ex:.*. 

Sir  Cha.  Depend  on  every  Thing  —  A  very  trouble- 
feme  Bufinefs,  this Send  me  once  fairly  rid  on't if 

ever  I'm  caught  in  an  honourable  Affair  again  !  —  A  Debt 
now  that  a  little  ready  Civility,  and  away, Would  fatisfy, 
a  Man  might  bear  with  ;  but  to  have  a  Rer.t-charge  upon 
one's' Good-nature,  with  an  unconfcionable  long  Scroll  of 
Arrears  too,  that  would  eat  out  the  Profits  of  the  beft  Ef- 
tate  in  Chriftendom —  ah  —  intolerable!  Well !  I'll  ev'n 
to  my  Lord,  and  make  off  the  Thoughts  on't.  [Exit. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Charles';  Lodgings. 

Enter  Sir  Charles,  and  Lord  Morelove. 
L.  Mor.  Charles!  you  have  tranfported  me  !  you  have 
made  my  Part  in  the  Scene  fo  very  eafy  too,  'tis  impcffible 
I  mould  fail  in  it. 

Sir  Cba.  That's  what  I  confider'd  j  for  now  the  more 
y.ou  throw  yourfelf  into  her  Power,  the  more  I  mail  be 
able  to  force  her  into  yours. 

L.  Mor.  After  all,  (begging  the  Ladies  Pardon,)  your 
fine  Women,  like  Bullies,  are  only  ftout  when  they  know 
their  Men  :  A  Man  of  an  honell  Courage  may  fright  'em 
into  any  Thing  !  Well,  I  am  fully  initrudted,  and  will 
about  it  inltantly  —Won't  you  go  along  with  me  ? 

C  ?  Sir 
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Sir  Cka.  That  may  not  be  fo  proper;  — befides,  I  have 
a  little  Bufinefs  upon  my  Hands. 

L.  Mor.  O !   your  Servant,  Sir  —  Good  by  to  you  — 
you  fhan't  ftir. 

Sir  Cba.  My  Lord,  your  Servant  ——'[Exit  L.  Mor.] 
So  !  now  to  difpofe  myfelf,  'till  'tis  Time  to  think  of  my 
Lady  Graveairs  —  Umph  !  I  have  no  great  Maw  to  that 
Bui»effi,methinks — I  don't  find  myfelf  in  Humourenough 
to  come  up  to  the  civil  Things  that  are  ufually  expend 
in  the  making  up  of  an-  old  Quarrel—  [Edging  crq/fis  tkr 
Stage.]  There  goes  a  warmer  Temptation  by  half;  — • 
Ha  [  into  my  Wife's  Bedchamber  too  —  I  queftion  if  the 
Jao'e  has  any  great  Bufinefs  there!  —  I  have  a  Fancy  fhe 
has  only  a  mind  to  be  taking  the  Opportunity  of  no 
Body's  being  at  home,  to  make  her  Peace  with  me  —  let 
n.e  fee  —  aye,  I  fhall  have  Time  enough  to  go  to  her 
Lacyfliip  afterwards — Befides,  I  want  a  little  Sleep,  I 
find  —  Your  young  Fops  may  talk  of  their  Women  of 
Quality  —  but  to  me  now,  there's  a  ftrange  agreeable 
Convenience  in  a  Creature  one  is  not  obliged  to  fay  much 
to  upon  thefe  Occafions.  [Going, 

Enter  Edging. 
EJg.  Did  you  call  me,  Sir  i 

Sir  Cba.  Ha!  all's  Right—  [4/iJe.}  —  Yes,  Madam, 
I  did  call  you.  [Sits  down, 

Edg.  What  would  you  pleafe  to  have,  Sir  I 
Sir  Cha.  Have  !   Why,  I  would  have  you  grow  a  good 
Girl,  and  know  when  you  are  well  us'd,  Hufly. 
Edg.  Sir,  I  don't  complain  of  any  Thing,  not  I. 
Sir  Cha.  Well,  don't  be  uneafy — I  am  not  angry  with 
you  now-—  Come  and  kifs  me. 
Edg.  Lard,  Sir  ! 
Sir  Cha.  Don't  be  a  Fool,  now  —  come  hither. 

EJy.  Pfhaw [Goes  to  him. 

S'irCita.  No  wry  Face — fo-— fit  down.  I  won't  have  you 
look  grave  neither,  let  me  fee  you  fmile,  you  Jade,  you. 
Edg.  Ha  !  ha  !  [Laughs  and  blujhes* 

Sir  Cba.  Ah,  you  melting  Rogue. 
EJg.  Come,  dor.'t  you  be  at  your  Tricks  now  —  Lard  ! 
can't   you  fit  ftill  and  talk  with  one  !  I  am  fure  there's 
ten  Times  more  Love  in  that,  and  fifty  Times  the  Satis- 
fa&ion.  People  may  fay  what  they  will. 

Sir  Cha.  Well  \  now  you're  good,  you  fhall  have  your 
own  Way  -—  I  am  going  to  lie  down  in  the  next  Room  ; 
and,  fince  you  love  a  little  Chat,  come  and  throw  my 

Night 
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Night  Gown  over  me,  and  ypu  fhall   talk  me  to  flccp, 

[Exit  Str  Charles. 

£^f.  Yes,  Sir —  for  all  Kis  Way,  I  fee  he  likes  me  iHll. 

[Exit  after  bun. 

The  S  C  E  N  E  c&aages  to  the  Terrafs. 

Enter  Lady  Betty,  Lady  Eafy,   and  Lord  Moreland. 

L.  Mor.  Nay,  Madam,  there  you  are  too  fevere  upon 
him  ;  for  bating  now  and  then  a  little  Vanity,  my  Lor  it 
Foppington  does  not  want  Wit  fometimes  to  make  him  a 
very  tolerable  Woman's  Man.  ^ 

L.  Bet.  But  fuch  eternal  Vanity  grows  tirefome. 

L.  Eafy.  Come,  if  he  were  not  To  loofe  in  his  Morals, 
Vanity  methinks  might  be  eafily  excus'd,  confiderir.g  how 
much  'tis  in  fafhion  :  For  pray  obferve  what's  half  che  Con  - 
verfation  of  molt  of  the  fine  young  People  about  Town, 
but  a  perpetual  Affe&ation  of  appearing  foremoft  in  trie 
Knowledge  of  Manners,  new  Modes,  and  Scandal?  ar.d 
in  that  I  don't  fee  any  Body  conies  up  to  him. 

L.  Mor.  Nor  I,  indeed  —  and  here  he  comes  —  ly-,..\, 
Madam,  let's  have  a  little  more  of  him;  no  body  (he*  s 
him  to  more  Advantage  than  your  Ladyfhip. 

L.  Set.  Nay,  with  all  my  Hear?  j  you'll  feconJ  me, 
my  Lord. 

L.  Mor.  Upon  Occafion,  Madam  — 

L.  Eafy.  Engaging  upon  Parties,  my  Lord  ? 

[AJide  and  fmiling  to  L,  Mor. 
Enter  LtrJ  Foppington. 

L.  Fop.  So,  Ladies !  what's  the  Affair  now  ? 

L.  Bet.  Why  you  were,  my  Lord  !  I  was  allowing  you 
a  great  many  good  Qualities,  but  Lady  Eafy  fays  you  are 
a  perfect  Hypocrite  :  and  that  whatever  Airs  you  give 
yourfelf  to  the  Women,  (he's  confident  you  value  no  Wo 
man  in  the  World  equal  to  your  own  Lady. 

L.  Fop.  You  fee,  Madam,  how  I  am  fcandaliz*d  upon 
your  Account.  But  it's  fo  natural  for  a  Prude  to  be  ma 
licious,  when  a  Man  endeavours  to  be  well  with  any  Body 
but  herfelf ;  did  you  never  obferve  fhe  was  piqu'd  at  that 
before?  Ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.  I'll  fwear  you  are  a  provoking  Creature. 

L.  Fop.  Let's  be  more  familiar  upon't,  and  give  her 
Diforder!  Ha!  ha! 

L.Set.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Fop.  Stap  my  Breath,  but  Lady  Eajy  is  an  admirable 
Difcoverer— Marriage  is  indeed  a  prodigious  Security  of 
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one's  Inclination  :  A  Man's  likely  to  take  aWorld  of  Pains 
in  an  Employment,  where  he  can't  be  turned  out  for  his 
Jdlentfs. 

L.  Pel.  I  vow,  my  Lord,  that's  vaftly  generous  to  all  the 
fine  Women  ;  you  are  for  giving  them  a  defpotic  Power 
ii)  Love,  J  fee,  to  reward  and  punifh  as  they  think  fit. 

L.  Fop.  Ha  !  ha  !  Right,  Madam,  what  fjgnifies  Beauty 
without  Power?  And  a  fine  Woman  when  ihe's  married 
makes  as  a  ridiculous  a  Figure,  as  a  beaten  General 
marching  out  of  a  Garrifon. 

L.  Enfy.  I'm  afraid,  Lady  Betty,  the  greateft  Danger  in 
your  Ufe  of  Power,  would  be  from  a  too  heedlefs  Libe 
rality  :  you  would  more  mind  the  Man  than  his  Merit. 

L.  Fop.   Piqued   again,  by    all    that's  fretful  —  Well, 
certainly  to  give  Envy  is  aPleafureinexpreffible.  [TVi.Eet. 
L.Set.  Ha!  ha! 
L.  Eajj.  Does  not  (he  fliow  him  well,  my  Lord  ? 

\_AJide  to  L.  Mor. 

L.  Mar.  Perfectly,  and  me  to  myfelf  —  For  now  I  aim  oil 
blufh  to  think  I  ever  was  uneafy  at  him.     [To  Lady  F.afy. 
L.  Fop.   Lady  Eafy,  I  afk  ten  thoufand  Pardons,  I'm 
afr-iid  I  am  rude  all  this  while. 

L.  Eftjy.  O  not  at  all,  my  Lord,  you  are  always  good 
Company,  when  you  pleafe  :  not  but  in  fome  things,  in- 
oteci,  vou  are  apt  to  Le  like  other  fine  Gentlemen,  a  little 
too  lot  ft  in  your  Principles* 

L.  Fep.  O,  Madam,  never  to  the  Offence  of  the  Ladles ; 
I  agree  in  any  Community  with  them  ;  no  body  is  a  more 
cpnftant  Churchman,  when  the  fine  Women  are  there. 

L.  Eafy.  O  fye,  my  Lord,  you  ought  not  to  go  for  their 
fakes  at  all.  -And  1  wonder,  you  that  are  for  being  fach 
a  good  Hufband  of  your  Virtues,  are  not^afraid  of  bring 
ing  your  Prudence  into  a  Lampoon  or  a  Play. 

L.  Bet.  Lampoons  and  Plays,  Madam,  are  only  things 
to  be  laugh'd  at. 

L.  Fop.  Odfo !  Ladies,  the  Court's  coming  Home,  I 
fre  ;   fhai!  not  we  muke  our  Bows? 
I..  P.  r.  O!   by  all  means. 

L.  F.afy.  Lady  Betty,  1  mulr  leave  you  :  for  I  am 
oMtg'd  to  write  Letters,  and  I  know  you  won't  give  me 
Time  after  Supper. 

L.  E-t.  Well,  my  Dear,  I'll  make  a  fhort  Vifit  and  be 
with  you.  [Exit  Lady  Raiy.j  Pray  what's  become  of  my 
Lady  Graveairsf 

L.  Mcr.  Oh,  I  believe  file's  gone  Home,  Madam,  fl:e 
fecm'd  not  to  be  very  well.  L.  Fopt 
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L.  Fop.  And  where's  Sir  Charles,  my  Lord  ? 

L.  Mor.  I  left  him  at  his  own  Lodgings. 

L.  Bet.  He's  upon  fome  Ramble,  I'm  afraid. 

L.  Fop.  Nay,  as  for  that  matter,  a  Man  may  ramble 
at  Home  fometimes  —  But  here  come  the  Chaifes,  we  muft 
make  a  litcle  more  halle,  Madam.  [Exeunt. 

The   SCENE   changes  to  Sir   Charles'/  Lodgings. 

Enter  Lady  Eafy,  and  a  Servant. 
L.  Eafy.  Is  your  Matter  come  Home? 
Ser<v.  Yes,  Madam. 
L.  Eafy.   Where  is  he? 
•'Ser<v.  I  believe,  Madam,   he's  laid  down  to  Sleep. 

L.  Eafy.  Where's  Edging?  Bid  her  get  me  fome  Wax 
and  Paper  —  ftay,  it's  no  matter,  now  I  think  on  it — - 
there's  fome  above  upon  my  Toilet.  \Exeunt federally. 

The  SCENE  opens  and  difcovers  Sir  Charles  without  his  . 
Periwig,  tfWEdging  by  him,  both  afleep  in  t-uuo  eafy  Chairs. 

Then  enter  Lady  Eafy,    lubo  flarts  and  trembles,  fome  time 
unable  to  Jpeak. 

L.  Eafy.  Ha!  protect  rae,  Virtue,  Patience,  Reafon  ! 
Teach  me  to  bear  this  killing  Sight,  or  let 
Me  think  my  dreaming  Scnfes  are  deceiv'd! 
For  Cure  a  Sight  like  this,  might  raife  the  Arm 
Of 'Duty,  ev'n  to  the  Breaft  of  Love!  At  lead 
I'll  throw  this  Vizor  of  my  Patience  off: 
Now  wake  him  in  his  Guilt, 
And  barefac'd  front  him  with  my  Wror.ws. 
Fll  talk  to  himjill  he  blufhes,  nay,  till  he — - 
Frowns  on  me,,  perhaps  —  and  then 
I'm  loll  again  —  The  Eafe  of  a  few  Tears 
Js  all  that's  left  to  me — • 
And  Duty  too  forbids  me  to  infult, 
When  I  have  vow'd  Obedience  —  Perhaps 
The  Fault's  in  me,,  and  Nature  has  not  form'd- 
Mf  witii  the  Trnufand  little  Reqaifites 
That  warm  the  Heart  to  Lov«  — 
Somewhere  tiiere  is  a  Fault 

But  Heav'n  belt  kr.o\vs  what  both  of  us  defc'i  \  e  \. 
Ma!   B.. re-headed,   and  in  fo  fou;id  a  Sleep  ! 
Who  knows,  \vhile  thus  expos'd  to  th'  unwholfome  Air^ 
But  Heav'n  offended  may  o'ertake  his  Crime, 
And,  in  Tome  languishing  D''ftemper,  leave  him 
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A  fevere  Example  of  its  violated  Laws  — — 
Forbid  it  Mercy,  and  forbid  it  Love. 
This  may  prevent  it.     [Takes  a  Steinkirk  off" her  Nett, 

lays  it  gently  on  his  Head, 
And  if  he  fhou'd  wake  offended  at  my  too  bufy  Care,  let 
my  heart-breaking  Patience,  Duty,  and  my  fond  Affec 
tion  plead  my  Pardon.  [Exit* 
[After  foe  has  been  out  fame  That,  a  Bell rings  j 
Edging  wakes  andflirs  Sir  Charles. 

Edg.  Oh! 

SirCba.   How  now!  what's  the  matter  ? 

Edg.  O  !  Blefs  my  Soul,  my  Lady's  come  Home. 

Sir  Caa.   Go,  go  then.  [Bell  ring*. 

Edg.  OLud!  My  Head's  in  fuch  a  Condition  too.  [Runs 
to  the  Glafs.}  I  am  coming,  Madam — O  Lud!  here's  no 
Powder  neither  —  I^ie,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Sir  Cba.  How  now  ?  [Feeling  the  Steinkirk  upon  bis  Head.  ] 
What's  this  ?  How  came  it  here  ?  [Puts  on  bis  Wig*} 
Did  not  I  fee  my  Wife  wear  this  to  Day  ?  ——Death  ! 
fhe  can't  have  been  here>  fure  —  It  could  not  be  Jealoufy 
that  brought  her  Home  —  for  my  coming  was  acci 
dental —  fo  too,  I  fear,  might  hers  —  How  carelefs 
have  I  been  ?  —  not  to  fecure  the  Door  neither  —  'Twas 
foolifh —  It  mult  he  fo!  She  certainly  has  feen  me 
here  fleeping  with  her  Woman  :— If  fo,  how  low  an 
Hypocrite  to  her  muft  that  Sight  have  pro-v,'d  me  ?  — Th^ 
Thought  has  made  me  defpicable  ev'n  to  myfelf — Now 
I  reflect,  this  has  not  been  the  firir.  of  her  Difcoveries — 
How  contemptible  a  Figure  muft  I  have  made  to  her?  — 
A  Crowd  of  recollected  Circumftances  confirms  me  now,, 
fhe  has  been  long  acquainted  with  my  Follies,  and  yet 
with  what  amazing  Prudence  has  fhe  borne  the  fecret 
Pangs  of  injur'd  Love,  and  wore  an  everlafting  Smile 
to  me?  This  afks  a  little  Thinking — fomething  mould 
"ha  done  —  I'll  fee  her  inftantly,  and  be  relblv'd  from  her 
Behaviour.  [Exif. 

7 be    SCENE    changes   to  another  Room. 
Enter  Lady  Eafy,  and  Edging. 

L.  Eafy.  Where  have  you  been,  Edging  ? 

Edg.  Been,  Madam  I  I—  I  —  I — I  came  as  foon  as  I 
henrd  you  ring,  Madam. 

L.  E'-ify.  How  Guilt  confounds  her !  but  fhe's  below 
my  Thought  —  Fetch  my  laft  new  Scarf  hither — I  hate  ft 
Mind  to  alter  it  a  little  —  make  hafte. 

Yes,  Madam  — I  fee  ihe  does  not  fufpeft  any 

[Exit, 
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L.  Eafy.  Heigh  ho!  [Sitting  down..]  I  had   forgot  — 
but  I'm  unfit  for  writing  now  —  'Twas  an  hard  Conflift  — 


yet  it's  a.  Joy  to  think  it  over  :  A  fecret  Pride,  to  tell  my 
Heart  my  Conduct  has  been  juft  -  How  low  are  vicious 
Minds  that  offer  Injuries,  how  much  fuperior  Innocence 
that  bears  'em  —  Still  there's  a  Pleafure  ev'n  in  the  Me 
lancholy  of  a  quiet  Confcience  —  A  way  my  Fears,  it  is 
not  yet  impoflible  —  for  while  his  human  Nature  is  not 
quite  fhook  off,  I  ought  not  to  defpair. 

Re-enter  Edging  luith  a  Scarf. 

Edg.  Here's  the  Scarf,  Madam. 

L.  Eafy.  So,  fit  down  there  —  and,  let  me  fee  —  here  — 
Rip  off  all  that  Silver. 

Edg.  Indeed,  I  always  thought  it  would  become  your 
Ladyihip  better  without  it  —  But  now  fuppofe,  Madam, 
you  carry'd  another  Row  of  Gold  round  the  Scollops,  and 
then  you  take  and  lay  this  Silver  plain  all  along  the  Ga 
thers,  and  your  Ladyfhip  will  perfectly  fee,  it  will  give 
the  Thing  ten  Thoufand  Times  another  Air. 

L.  Eafy.  Pr'ythee  don't  be  impertinent;  do  as  I  bid  you, 

Edg.  Nay,  Madam,  with  all  my  Heart,  your  Ladyfliip 
may  do  as  you  pleafe. 

L.  Eafy.  This  Creature  grows  fo  confident,  and  I  dare 
not  part  with  her,  left  he  mould  think  it  jealoufy.  [Ajide* 

Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cba.  So,  my  Dear  !  What,  at  work  !  how  are  you 
employ'd,  pray  ? 

L.  Eafy.  I  was  thinking  to  alter  this  Scarf,  here. 

Sir  Cha.  What's  amifs  ?  methinks  it's  very  pretty. 

Edg.  Yes,  Sir,  it's  pretty  enough  for  that  matter,  but 
my  Lady  has  a  Mind  it  mould  be  proper  too. 

Sir  Cha.   Indeed  ! 

L.  Eafy.  I  fancy  plain  Gold  and  Black  would  become 
me  better. 

Sir  Chn.  That's  a  grave  Thought,  my  Dear. 

Edg.  O  dear  Sir,  not  at  all,  my  Lady's  much  in  the 
Right  j  I  am  fure,  as  iris,  it's  fit  for  nothing  but  a  Girl, 

Sir  Cha.   Leave  the  Room. 

Edg.  Lord,  Sir  !  I  can't  fUr  -  1  muft  ftay  to  - 

SirCfo.  Go  -  [Angrilfr 

Edg.  \¥brvuritit  down  tie  Work  haftiJy,  and  crying,  afuie."^ 
If  ever  I  fpeakto  him  again,  I'll  be  burn'd.  [Exit.  Edging. 

Sir  Cba.'  Sit  Hill,  my  Dear,  —  I  came  to  talk  with  you 

—  and  which  you  well  may  wonder  -at,  what  I  have  to 
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fay  is  of  Importance  too,  but  'tis  in  order  to  my  hereafter 

always  talking  kindly  to  you. 

L.  Eajy.  Your  Words  were  never  difobliging,  nor  can 
I  charge  you  with  a  Look  that  ever  had  the  Appearance  of 
being  unkind. 

Sir  Cba.  The  perpetual  Spring  of  your  good  Humour, 
lets  me  draw  no  Merit  from  what  I  have  appear'd  to  be, 
which  makes  me  curious  now  to  knew  y'cur  Thoughts  of 
what  I  really  am  :  And  never  having  aflt'd  you  this  before, 
it  puzzles  me ;  Kor  can  I  (my  ftrange  Negligence  confi- 
der'd)  reconcile  to  R.eafcn,  your  ftril  Thoughts  of  ventur- 
i  ng  upon  Marriage  with  me. 

L.  Eajy.  I  never  thought  it  fuch  a. Hazard. 

'•Sir  Cha.  How  cou'd  a  Woman  of  ycur  Reftraint  in 
Principles,  Sedatenefs,  Senfe,  and  tender  Difpofition,  pro- 
pofe  to  lead  an  happy  Life  with  one  (now  I  refieft)  that 
hardly  took  an  Hour's  Pains,  ev'n  before  Marriager  to  ap- 
psar  but  xvhat  I  am  :  A  loofe,  unheeded  Wretch,  abfent  iu 
all  I  do,  civil,  and  as  often  rude  without  Defign,  un- 
fcafonahly  thoughtful,  eafy  to  a  Fault,  and  in  my  beft  of 
Praife,  but  carelefsly  good-natur'd  ?  How  fhall  I  recon 
cile  your  Temper  with  having  made  fo  ftrange  a  Choice  ?  . 

L.  Eafy.  Your  own  Words  may  anfwer  you Your 

having  never  feem'd  to  ber  but  what  you  really  were  ;  and 
thro'  that  Careleflnefs  of  Temper  there  ftill  flione  forth 
to  me  an  undefigning  Honefty,  I  always  doubted  of  in 
fmoother  Facts  :  Thus  while  1  faw  you  took  leaft  Pains  to 
via  me,  you  pleas'd  and  woo'd  me  moft:  Nay,  I  have 
thought,  that  luch  a  Temper  could  never  be  deliberately 
imkl*  d  i  Or,  at  the  worft,  I  knew  that  Errors  from  want 
«f  thinking  might  be  borne  ;  at  leaft,  when  probably  one 
Moment's  ferious  Thought  would  end  'em :  Thefe  were 
my  worft  of  Fears,  and  thefe,  when  weigh'd  by  growing 
Love  again  ft  my  folid  Hopes,  were  nothing. 

Sir  Cba.  My  Dear,  yonr  Underftanding  llartks  me,  and 
j-uftly  calls  my  own  in  Queftion  :  I  blufh  to  think  I've 
worn  fo  bright  a  Jewel  in  my  Bofom,  and  till  this  Hour, 
have  fcarce  been  curious  once  to  look  upon  its  Luftre. 

L.  Eajy.  You  fet  too  high  a  Value  on  the  common 
Qualities  of  an  eafy  Wife. 

Sir  Cha.  Virtues,  like  Benefits,  are  double,  when  con- 
ceal'd :  And  I  confefs,  I  yet  fufpcdl  you  of  ;.n  higher 
Value  far,  than  I  have  fpoke  you. 

L.  Efijj..  I  uiidcrftand  you  not. 

Sii  Cha. 
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Sir  Cba.  I'll  fpeak  more  plainly  to  you  —  be  free  and 
tell  me — Where  did  you  leave  this  Handkerchief? 

L.  Eafy.  Ha ! 

Sir  Cha.  What  is't  you  ftart  at  ?  You  hear  the  Queftion. 

L.  Eafy.  What  fhall  I  fay  ?  my  Fears  confound  me. 

Sir  Cba.  Be  not  concern'd,  my  Dear,  be  eafy  in  the 
Truth,  and  tell  me. 

L.  Eafy.  I  cannot  fpeak  —  and  I  cou'd  wiih  you'd  not 
oblige  me  to  it  —  'tis  the  onlyThing  I  ever  yet  refus'd  you — 
and  tho'  I  want  Reafon  for  my  Will,  let  me  not  anfwer  you. 

Sir  Cba.  Your  Will  then  be  a  Reafon ;  and  fince  I  fee 
you  are  fo  generoufly  tender  of  reproaching-  me,  'tis  fit  I 
Ihou'd  be  eafy  in  my  Gratitude,  and  make  what  ought  to 
be  my  Shame,  my  Joy  j  let  me  be  th  :refore  pleas'd  to 
tell  you  now,  your  wondrous  Conduct  has  wak'd  me  to 
a  Senfe  of  your  Difquiet  part,  and  Refolution  never  to  dif- 
turb  it  more  —  And  (not  that  I  offer  it  as  a  Merit,  but  yetf ' 
in  blind  Compliance  to  my  Will)  let  me  beg  you  would 
immediately  difcharge  your  Woman. 

L.  Eafy.  Alas  !  I  think  not  of  her  —  O,  my  Dear,  diftraft 
me  not  with  this  Excefs  of  Goodnefs,  [Weeping. 

Sir  Cha.  Nay,  praife  me  not,  left  I  reflecl  how  little  I 
have  deferv'd  it —  I  fee  you're  in  Pain  to  give  me  this  Con- 
fufion  —  Come,  I  will  not  (hock  your  Softnefs  by  my  un^ 
timely  Blufli  for  what  is  paft,  but  rather  footh  you  to  a  Plea- 
fure  at  my  Senfe  of  Joy,  for  my  recover'dHappinefs  to  come. 
Give  then  to  my  new-born  Love,  what  Name  you  pleafe, 
it  cannot,  mall  not  be  too  kind  :  O  !  it  cannot  be  too  foft 
for  what  my  Soul  fwells  up  with  Emulation  to  deferve  — 
Receive  me  then  entire  at  lait,  and  take  what  yet  no  Wo 
man  ever  truly  had,  my  conquer'd  Heart. 

L.  Eafy.  O  the  foft  Treafure  !  O  the  dear  Reward  of 
long-defmng  Love  —  Now  I  am  bleft  indeed  to  fee  you 
kind  without  the  Expence  of  Pain  in  being  fo,  to  make 
you  mine  with  Eafmefs :  Thus!  thus  to  have  you  mine 
is  fomething  more  than  Happinefs,  'tis  double  Life,  and 
Madnefs  of  abounding  Joy.  But  'twas  a  Pain  intolerable 
to  give  you  a  Confufion. 

Sir  Cha.  O  thou  engaging  Virtue  !  But  I'm  too  flow  in 
doing  Juftice  to  thy  Love  :  I  know  thy  Softnefs  will  refute 

me  ;  but  remember  I  infill  upon  it let  thy  Woman  he 

difcharg'd  this  Minute. 

L.  Eafy.  No,  my  Dear,  think  me  not  fo  low  in  Faith, 
to  fear  that  after  what  you've  faid,  'twill  ever  be  in  her 
Power  to  do  me  future  Injury  :  When  I  can  conveniently 

provLie 


62      The  CARELESS  H.USBAND." 

provide  for  her,  I'll  think  on't :  But  to  f!;fcharge  her  new, 
might  let  her  guefs  at  the  Occafion  ;  and  methinks  I  wou'd 
have  our  Difference,  like  our  Endearments,  be  equally 
a  Secret  to  our  Servants. 

Sir  Cba.  Still  my  Superior  every  Way be  it  as  you 

have  better  thought Well,  my  Dear,  now  I'll  confefs 

a  Thing  that  was  not  in  your  Power  to  accufe  me  of;  to 
be  fhort,  I  own  this  Creature  is  not  the  only  one  I  have 
been  to  blame  with. 

L.  Eafy.  I  know  me  is  not,  and  was  always  lefs  con- 
cern'd  to  find  it  fo,  for  Conftancy  in  Errors  might  have 
been  fatal  to  me. 

Sir  Cba.  What  is'.t  you  know,  my  Dear  ?      [Surprised. 

L.  Eafy.  Come,  I  am  not  afraid  to  accufe  you  now  — 
my  Lady  Graveairs.  — —  Your  Carcleflhefs,  my  Dear,  let 
all  the  World  know  it,  and  it  would  have  been  hard  in 
deed,  had  it  been  only  to  me  a  Secret. 

Sir  Cba.  My  Dear,  I'll  afk  no  more  Queftions,  for  fear 
of  being  more  ridiculous  ;  I  do  confefs,  I  thought  my  Dif- 
cretion  there  had  been  a  Matter- piece How  contempti 
ble  muft  I  have  look'd  all  this  while  ! 
»   L.  Eafy.  You  Ihan't  fay  fo. 

Sir  Cba.  Well,  to  let  you  fee  I  had  fome  Shame,  as  well 
as  Nature  in  me,  I  had  writ  this  to  my  Lady  Graveairt 
upon  my  firft  difcovering  that  you  knew  I  had  wrong'd 
you  :  Read  it. 

L.  Eafy.  [Reads.]  "  Something  has  happen'd,  that  pre- 
"  vents  the  Vifit  I  intended  you  ;  and  I  could 
"  gladly  wifti,  you  never  wou'd  reproach  me 
*'  if  I  tell  you,  'tis  utterly  in  convenient  that  \ 
"  mould  ever  fee  you  more." 
'This  indeed  was  more  than  I  had  nwitcd. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Sir  Cba.  Who's  there  ?  Here  '-Step  with  this  to  my 
Lady  Graveairs.  [Seals  the  Letter y  and g ii>ts  it  to  the  Servant. 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir        -  Madam,  my  Lady  Betty* 's  come. 

L.  Eafy.  I'll  wait  on  her. 

Sir  Cha.  My  Dear,  I'm  thinking  there  may  be  other 
things  my  Negligence  may  have  wrong'd  you  in  :  Is 
there  any  Part  or  Circumftance  in  your  Fortune  that  I  can 
change  or  yet  make  eafier  to  you  ? 

L.  Eafy.  None,  my  Dear,  your  Good-nature  never  ftir.t- 
ed  me  in  that ;  and  now,  methinks,  I  have  lefs  Occafion 
there  than  ever. 
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Re-enter  Servant. 

Ser-v.  Sir,  my  Lord  Morelove's  come. 

Sir  Cha.  I  am  coming 1  think  I  told  you  of  the  De- 

fign  we  had  laid  againft  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Eajy.  You  did,  and  I  fhou'd  be  pleas'd  to  bemyfelf 
concern'd  in  it. 

Sir  Cha.  I  believe  we  may  employ  you  :  I  know  he 
wait«  for  me  with  Impatience.  But,  my  Dear,  won't  you 
think  me  taflelefs  to  the  Joy  you've  given  me,  to  fuffer 
at  this  Time  any  Concern  but  you  t'employ  my  Thoughts  ? 

L.  Eajy.  Seafons  muft  be  obey'd  ;  and  fmce  I  know 
your  Friend's  Happinefs  depending,  I  cou'd  not  talk  my 
own,  fhou'd  you  negleft  it. 

Sir  Cba.  Thou  eafy  Sweetnefs O!  what  a.Wafte 

on  thy  .negle&ed  Love,  has  my  unthinking  Brain  com 
mitted  !  ^ut  Time  and  future  Thrift  of  Tendernefs  fhall 
yet  repair  it  all.  The  Hours  will  come  when  this  foft 
gliding  Stream  that  fwells  my  Heart,  uninterrupted  mail 
renew  its  Courfe  — — 

And  like  the  Ocean  after  Ebb,  mail  move 

With  conftant  Force  of  due  returning  Love.  \Exeunt» 

The   SCENE   changet  to  another  Room* 
And  then  re-enter  Lady  Eafy  and  Lady  Betty. 

L.  Bet.  You've  been  in  Tears,  my  Dear,  and  yet  you 
lock  pleas'd  too. 

L.  Eajy.  Yoa'll  pardon  me,  if  I  can't  let  you  into  Cir- 
cumftances  :  But  be  fatisfied,  Sir  Charles  has  fiade  me 
happy,  ev'n  to  a  Pain  of  Joy. 

L.  Bet.  Indeed  I'm  truly  glad  of  it,  tho'  I  am  forry  to 
find  that  any  one  who  has  Generofity  enough  to  do  you 
Juftice,  fhou'd  unprovok'd  be  fo  great  an  Enemy  to  me. 

L.  Eafy.  Sir  Cbarlei  your  Enemy  ! 

:  L.  Bet.  My  Dear,  you'll  pardon  me  if  I  always  thought 
him  fo,  but  now  I  am  convinc'd  of  it. 

L.  Eafy.  In  what,  pray  ?  I  can't  think  you'll  find  him  fo. 

L.  Bet.  O  !  Madam,  it  has  been  his  whole  Bufinefs  of 
late  to  make  an  utter  Breach  between  my  Lord  Morelcve 
and  me. 

L.  Eajy.  That  may  be  owing  to  your  Ufage  of  my 
Lord  :  Perhaps  he  thought  it  would  not  difoblige  you  j  I 
am  confident  you  are  miftaken  in  him. 

L.  Bet.  O  !  I  don't  ufe  to  be  out  in  things  of  this  Na 
ture,  I  can  fee  well  enough  :  But  I  fhall  be  able  to  tell 
you  more  when  I  have  talk'd  with  my  Lord. 

L. 
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L.  Eafy.  Here  he  comes  ;  and  becaufe  you  lhall  talk 
with  him  —  No  Excufes  — —  for  pofitively  I  will  leave 
you  together. 

L.  Bet.  Indeed,  my  Dear,  I  defire  you  will  flay  then ; 
for  I  know  you  think  now,  that  I  have  a  Mind  to — to — 

L.EaJy.  To to ha!  ha!  ha!  [Going. 

L.  Bet.  Well !  remember  this. 

Enter  Lord  Morelove. ' 

L.  Mor.  I  hope  I  don't  fright  you  away,  Madam  3 

L.  Eafy.  Not  at  all,  my  Lord;  but  I  muft  beg  your  Par 
don  for  a  Moment ;  I'll  wait  upon  you  immediately.  [Exit. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lady  Eafy  gone  ? 

L.  Mor.  Perhaps,  Madam,  in  Friendfhip  to  you  ;  me 
thinks  1  may  have  defervM  the  Coldnefs  you  of  late  have 
fhewn  me,  and  was  willing  to  give  you  this  Opportunity 
to  convince  me,  you  have  not  done  it  without  juil  Grounds 
and  Reafon. 

L.  Bet.  How  handfomely  does  he  reproach  me !  But  I 

can't  bear  that  he  mould   think  I  know  it {AJtde,} 

My  Lord,  whatever  has  pafs'd  between  you  and  me,  I 
dare  fwear  that  could  not  be  her  Thoughts  at  this  Time  : 
For  when  two  People  have  appear'd  profeis'd  Enemies,  fhe 
can't  but  think  one  will  as  little  care  to  give,  as  t'other  to 
receive  a  Juftiiication  of  their  Aftions. 

L.  Mor.  Paffion  indeed  often  does  repeated  Injuries  on 
both  Sides,  but  I  don't  remember  in  my  Heat  of  Error  I 
ever  yet  profefs'd  myfelf  your  Enemy. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  I  mall  be  very  free  with  you 

I  confefs  I  do  think  now  I  have  not  a  greater  Enemy  in 
the  World. 

L.  Mor.  If  having  long  loved  you,  to  my  own  Difquiet, 
be  ir.iurious,  I  am  contented  then  to  ftand  the  foremoft  of 
your  Enemies. 

L.  Bet.  O  !  my  Lord,  there's  no  great  Fear  of  your  be 
ing  my  Enemy  that  way,  I  dare  fay 

L.  Mor.  There's  no  other  way  my  Heart  can  bear  to 
offend  you  now,  and  I  forefce  in  that  it  will  perfift  to  my 
Undoing. 

L.  Bet.  Fye,  fye,  my  Lord,  we  know  where  your  Heart 
is  well  enough. 

L.Mor.  My  Conduct  has  indeed  deferv'd  this  Scorn,  and 
therefore 'tis  but  juft  I  mould  fubmit  to  ycurRefentment, 
and  beg  (tho'  I  am  afTured  in  vain)  for  Pardon.  [Kneels. 

Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cba.  How,  my  Lord!  [L.  Mor.  rifcr.. 

L.  Bet.. 
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'    L.  Bet.  Ha!  He  here  !  This  was  unlucky.          \_Afi<te~ 

L.  Mor.  O  pity  my  Confufion  !  [To  L.  Betty. 

Sir  Cba.  I  am  forry  to  fee  you  can  fo  foon  forget  your- 
felf :  Methinks  the  Infult  you  have  borne  from  that  Lady, 
by  this  Time  fhou'd  have  warn'd  you  into  a  Difguft  of  her 
regardlcfs  Principles. 

L.  Mor.  Hold,  Sir  Charles!  While  you  and  I  are 
Friends,  I  defire  you  would  fpeak  with  Honour  of  this  La 
dy — 'Tis  fufficient  I  have  no  Complaint  againither,  and — 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  I  beg  you  wou'd  refent  this  thing  no 
farther  :  An  Injury  like  this,  is  better  punifh'd  with  our 
Contempt ;  apparent  Malice  fhou'd  only  be  laugh'd  at. 

Sir  Cba.  Ha !  ha  !  the  old  Refource.  Offers  of  any 
Hopes  to  delude  him  from  his  Refentment ;  and  then  you 
are  fure  to  keep  your  Word  with  him. 

L.  Bet.  Sir  Charles,  to  let  you  know  how  far  I  am  above 
your  little  Spleen,  my  Lord,  your  Hand  from  this  Hour — 

Sir  Cba.  Ffluw !  Pfhaw  !  all  Defigii  1  all  Pique  !  meer 
Artifice,  and  difappointed  Woman. 

L.  Bet.  Look  you,  Sir,  not  that  I  doubt  my  Lord's 
C pinion  of  me  ;  yet  • • 

Sir  Cba.  Look  you,  Madam,  in  mort,  your  Word  has 
been  too  often  taken,  to  let  you  make  up  Quarrels,  as  you 
ufed  to  do,  with  a  ibft  Look,  and  a  fair  Promife  you  never 
intended  to  keep. 

L.  Bet.  Was  ever  fuch  an  Infolence  !  He  won't  give  me 
leave  to  fpeak. 

Li  Mor.  Sir  Charles! 

'  1,.  'Bet.  No,  pray,  my  Lord,  have  Patience  ;  and  fince' 
his  Malice  feems  to  grow  particular,  I  dare  his  worft,  and 
uvge  him  to  the  Proof  on't:  Pray,  Sir,  wherein  can  you 
charge  me  with  Breach  of  Promife  to  my  Lord  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Death,  you  won't  deny  it  ?  How  often,  to  piece 
up  a  Quarrel,  have  you  appointed  him  to  vifit  you  alone ; 
and  tho'  you  have  promis'd  to  fee  no  other  Company  the 
whole  Day,  when  he  was  come,  he  has  found  you  among 
the  Laugh  of  noify  Fops,  Coquets,  and  Coxcombs,  diffo- 
lutely  gay,  while  your  fuil  Eyes  ran  o'er  with  Tranfport 
of  their  Flattery,  and  your  own  vain  Power  of  pleafing  ? 
How  cfivn,  I  fay,  have  you  been  known  to  throw  awr.Vj 
at  leaft  four  Hours  of  your  good  Humour  upon  fuch 
Wretches  ;  and  the  Minute  they  were  gone,  grew  only  dull 
to  him,  funk  into  a  diitafteful  Spleen,  complain'd  you  had 
talk'd  you rfelf  into  the  Head-ach,  and  then  indulg'd  upon 
the  dear  Delight  of  feeing  him  in  Pain :  And  by  thaf 

lirne 
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time  you  had  ftretch'd,  and  gap'd  him  heartily  out  of  Pa 
tience,  of  a  fudden  mofl  importantly  remember  you  had 
outfat  your  Appointment  with  my  Lady  Fiddle-faddle  j. 
and  immediately  order  your  Coach  to  the  Park. 

L.  Bet.  Yet,  Sir,  have  you  done  ? 

Sir  Cha.  No tho'  this  might  ferve  to  fhevv  the  Na 
ture  of  your  Principles  :  But  the  noble  Conqueft  you  have 
gain'd  at  laft  over  defeated  Senfe  of  Reputation  too,  has 
made  your  Fame  immortal. 

L.  Mar.  How,  Sir  ? 

L.  Bet.  My  Reputation  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Aye,  Madam,  your  Reputation — My  Lord,  if 
I  advance  a  Falihood,  then  refent  it——  I  fayr  your  Repu 
tation  — —  It  has  been  you?  Life's  whole  Pride  of  late  to- 
be  the  common  Toafl  of  every  publick  Table,  vain  even 
in  the  infamous  AddrefFes  of  a  married  Man,  my  Lord 
Foppingtcn  ;  let  that  be  reconcil'd  with  Reputation,-  I'll 
now  {hake  Hands  with  Shame,  and  bow  me  to  the  low 
Contempt  which  you  deferve  from  him ;  not  but  I  fiippofe 
you'll  yet  endeavour  to  recover  him.  Now  you  find  ill 
Ulage  in  danger  of  lofing  your  Conqweil,  'tis  poffible 
ycu'll  flop  at  nothing  to  preferve  it. 

L.  Bet.  Sir  Charles — \Walks  difordered,  and  he  after  her. 

Sir  Cha.  I  know  your  Vanity  is  fo  voracious,  'twill 
ev'n  wound  itfelf  to  feed  itfelf ;  offer  him  a  Blank,  per 
haps  to  fill  up  with  Hopes  of  whatNaCUre  he  pleads,  and 
part  even  with  your  Pride  to  keep  him. 

L.  Bet.  Sir  Charles,  I  have  not  deferv'd  this  of  you. 

\Burfting  into  'Tears. 

Sir  Cha.  Ah!  True  Woman,  drop  him  a  foft  di  fie  ra 
tling  Tear,  and  then  his  juft  Refentment  mult  be  hufh'd, 
of  Courfe. 

L.  Mae.  O  Charles  !  I  can  bear  no  more,  thofe  Tears 
are  too  reproaching. 

SirC£«.  Hift,  for  your  Life!  \_Afide  >  and  then  aloud, ,] 
My  Lord,  if  you  believe  her,  you're  undone  ;  the  very 
next  Sight  of  my  Lord  Fcppington,  would  make  her  yet 
forfwear  all  that  (he  can  promiie. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord  Foppingtcn  !  Is  that  the  mighty  Crime 
that  muft  condemn  me  then  ?  You  know  I  us'd  him  but 
as  a  Tool  of  my  Refentment,  which  you  yourfelf,  by  a 
pretended  Friendfhip  to  us  both,  moil  artfully  provok'd 
me  to- 

L.  Mar.  Hold,  I  conjure  you,  Madam,  I  want  not  this 

Conviction. 

L.  Set. 
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L.  Set.  Send  for  him  this  Minute,  and  you  and  he  mall 
both  be  WitnefTes  of  the  Contempt  and  Delegation  I  have 
for  any  forward  Hopes  his  Vanity  may  have  given  him, 
or  your  Malice  would  infinuate. 

Sir  Cha.  Death  !  you  would  as  foon  eat  Fire,,  as  foon 
part  with  your  luxurious  Tafte  of  Folly,  as  dare  to  own 
the  half  of  this  before  his  Face,  or  any  one,  that  would 

make  you  blulh  to  deny  it  to Here  comes  my  Wife, 

now  we  fhall  fee  Ha!  and  rny  Lord  Foppington  with 

her  •  Now  !  now,  we  lhall  fee  this  mighty  Proof  of 

your  Sincerity— —Now!  my  Lord,  you'll  have  aWarning, 
fure,  and  henceforth  know  me  for  your  Friend  indeed  -— 
Enter  Lady  Eafy,  and  Lord  Foppington. 

L.  Eafy.  In  Tears,  my  Dear  !  what's  the  matter? 

L.  Bet.  O,  my  Dear,  all  I  told  you's  true  ;  Sir  Chat-let 
has  {hewn  himfelf  fo  inveterably  my  Enemy,  that  if  I  be- 
liev'd  I  deferv'd  but  half  his  Hate,  'twould  make  me  hate 
myfelf. 

L.  Fop.  Hark  you,  Charles,  pr'ythee  what  i*  this  Bu* 
finefs  ? 

Sir  Cha.  Why  yours,  my  Lord,  for  aught  I  know  —  I 
have  made  fuch  a  Breach  betwixt  'em  — —  I  can't  promife 
much  for  the  Courage  of  a  Woman;  but  if  her's  holds,  I 
?.m  fure  it's  wide  enough  ;  you  may  enter  ten  abreaftx  my 
Lord. 

L.  Fop.  Say 'ft  thou  fo,  Charles  ?  Then  I  hold  Six  to 
Four  I  am  the  firft  Man  in  the  Town. 

L.  Eafy.  Sure  there  muft  be  fome  Miftake  in  this  ;  I 
hope  he  has  not  made  my  Lord  your  Enemy. 

L.  Bet.  I  know  not  what  he  has  done. 

L.  Mor.  Far  be  that  Thought !  Alas !  I  am  too  much 
in  fear  myfelf,  that  what  I  have  this  Day  committed,  ad- 
vis'd  by  his  miftaken  Friendmip,  may  have  done  my  Love 
irreparable  Prejudice. 

L.  Bet.  No,  my  Lord,  fince  I  perceive  his  little  Arts 
have  not  prevailed  upon  yeur  Good-nature  to  my  Preju 
dice,  I  am  bound  in  Gratitude,  in  Duty  to  myfelf,  and 
to  the  Confeflton  you  have  made,  my  Lord,  to  acknow 
ledge  now,  I  have  been  to  blame  too. 

L.Mor.  Ha!  is't  poffible;  can  you  own  fo  much?  O 
ray  tranfported  Heart ! 

L.  Bet.  He  fays  I  have  taken  Pleafure  in  feeing  you 
uneafy  .  -  . ..  I  own  it  — —  but  'twas  when  that  Uneaiine<s 
I  thought  proceeded  from  your  Love  ;  and  if  you  did  love 
.•——'twill  not  be  much  to  pardon  it. 

L.  Mor. 
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L.  Mcr.  O  let  my  Soul,  thus  bending  to  your  Power, 
adore  this  foft  descending  Goodnefs. 

L.  Bet.  And  fince  the  giddy  Woman's  Slights  I  have 
fhewn  you  too  often,  have  been  publick,  'tis  fit  at  laft  the 
Amends  and  Reparation  fhou'd  be  fo  :  Therefore  what  I 
offered  to  Sir  Charles,  I  now  repeat  before  this  Company, 
ir,y  utter  Deteftation  of  any  paft  or  future  Gallantry,  that 
has  or  fliall  be  offer'd  by  me,  to  your  Uneafmefs. 

L.  Mor.  O  be  lefs  generous,  or  teach  me  to  deferve  ir 

• Now  blufh,   Sir  Charles,   at  your  injurious  Accufa- 

tion. 

L.  Fop.  Hah !  Pardi,  P'ctla  quelque  chcje  £Extraordi~ 
naire. 

L.  Bet.  As  for  my  Lord  Fopfington,  I  owe  him  Thanks 
.  for  having  been  fo  friendly  an  Inflrument  of  our  Recon 
ciliation  ;  for  tho'  in  the  little  outward  Gallantry  I  re- 
Ceiv'd  from  him,  I  did  not  immediately  truft  him  with  my 
Defign  in  it,  yet  I  have  a  better  Opinion  of  his  Under- 
ftanding,  than  to  fuppofe  he  cou'd  miilake  it. 

L.  Fop.  I  am  ftruck  dumb  with  the  Deliberation  of  her 
Affurance  ;  and  do  not  pofitively  remember,  that  the  Non- 
cbaknce  of  my  Temper  ever  had  fo  bright  an  Occafion  to 
fhew  itfelf  before. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  I  hops,  you'll  pardon  the  Freedom 
I  have  taken  with  you. 

L.  Fcp.  O,  Madam,  don't  be  under  the  Ccnfufion  of 
an  Apology  upon  my  Account ;  for  in  Cafes  of  this  Na 
ture,  I  am  never  difappointed,  but  when  I  find  a  Lady  of 
the  fame  Mind  two  Hours  together  «— —  Madam,  I  have 
loft  a  Thcufand  fine  Women  in  my  time  ;  but  never  had 
the  ill  Manners  to  be  out  of  Humour  with  any  one  for  re- 
fufing  me,  fince  I  was  born. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  that's  a  very  prudent  Temper. 
L.  Fcp.  Madam,  to  convince  you  that  I  am  in  an  uni- 
verfal  Peace  with  Mankind,  fince  you  own  I  have  fo  far 
contributed  to  your  Happinefs,  give  me  leave  to  have  the 
Honour  of  compleating  it,  by  joining  your  Hand  where 
you  have  already  ofFer'd  up  your  Inclination. 

L.  Bet.  My  Lord,  that's  a  Favour  I  can't  refufe  you. 
L.  Mor.  Generous,  indeed,  my  Lord. 

[L.  Fop.  Joint  their  Hands. 

L.  Fop.  And,  flap  my  Breath,  if  ever  I  was  better  pleas'd 
fince  my  firft  Entrance  into  human  Nature. 

Sir  Cha.  How  now,  my  Lord  !  what  !    throw  up   the 
Cards  before  you  have  loit  the  Game  ? 

L.  Fop. 
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L.  Top.  Look  you,  Charles,  'tis  true,  I  did  defign  to 
have  played  with  her  alone  :  But  he  that  will  keep  well 
with  the  Ladies,  muft  fome.times  be  content  to  make  one 
at  a  Pool  with  'em :  and  fince  I  know  I  muft  engage  her 
in  my  Turn,  I  don't  fee  any  great  Odds  in  letting  him 
take  the  firft  Game  with  her. 
,  Sir  Cha.  Wifely  confider'd,  my  Lord. 

L.  Bet.  And  now,  Sir  Charles 

Sir  Cha.  And  now,  Madam,  I'll  fave  you  the  Trouble 
of  a  long  Speech  ;  and,  in  one  Word,  confefy,  that  every 
Thing  that  T  have  done  in  regard  to  you  this  Day  was 
purely  artificial  —I  faw  there  was  no  Way  to  fecure  you 
to  my  Lord  More/eve,  but  by  alarming  your  Pride  with 
the  Danger  of  lofing  him  :.  And  fmce  the  Succefs  mull 
have  by  this  Time  convinc'd  you,  that  in  Love  nothing 
is  more  ridiculous  than  an  over-a£kd  Avenlon ;  I  am  fure 
you  won't  take  it  ill,  if  we  at  laft  congratulate  your  Good 
nature,  by  heartily  laughing  at  the  Fright  we  had  put  you 
in  :  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Eafy.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

L.  Bet.  Why  « well  I  declare  it  now,  I  hate  you 

worfe  than  ever. 

Sir  Cha.  Ha!  hai  ha!  And  was  it  afraid  they  wou'd 
take  away  it's  Love  from  it  •  Poor  Lady  Betty  !  hal 
ha! 

L.  Ea/y.  My  Dear,  I  beg  your  Pardon  ;  but  it's  im- 
poffible  not  to  laugh  when  one's  fo  heartily  pleas'd. 

L.  Fop.  Really,  Madam,  I  am  afraid  the  Humour  of 
the  Company  will  draw  me  into  your  Difpleafure  too ; 
but  if  I  were  to  expire  this  Moment,  my  laft  Breath 
wou'd  pofcively  go  out  with  a  Laugh.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

L.  Bet.  Nay,  I  have  -deferred  it  all,  that's  the  Truth 
on't —  but  I  hope,  my  Lord,  you  were  not  in  this  Defign 
againft  me. 

L.  Mor.  As  a  Proof,  Madam,  T  am  inclin'd  never  to 
deceive  you  more,  —  I  do  confefs  I  had  my  Share  in't. 

L.  Bet.  You  do,  my  Lord then  I  declare  'twas  a 

Defign,  one  or  other  — •-  the  beft  carried  on,  that  ever  I 
knew  in  my  Life  ;  and  (to  my  Shame  own  it)  for  aught 
I  know,  fhe  only  thing  that  cou'd  have  prevail'd  upon 
my  Temper  :  'Twas  ,a  foolifh  Pride  that  has  coil  me 
many  a  bitten  Lip  to  fupport  it —  1  wilh  we  don't  both 
repent,  my  Lord. 

L.  Mor.  Don't  you  repent  without  me,  and  we  never 
Jhall. 

Sir  Cka. 
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Sir  Cha.  Well,  Madam,  now  the  worft  that  the  World 
<an  fay  of  your  paft  Condudl,  is  that  my  Lord  had  Con- 
iUncy,  and  you  have  tried  it. 

[Sir  Charles  comes  forward  njoitb  Lady  Eafy. 

Sir  Cba.  Now,  my  Dear,  I  find  my  Happinefs  grow 
f aft  upon  me  ;  in  all  my  paft  Experience  of  the  Sex,  I 
found,  even  among  the  better  Sort,  fo  much  of  Folly, 
Pride,  Malice,  Paffion,  and  irrefolute  Defire,  that  I  con 
cluded  thee  but  of  the  foremofl  Rank,  ami,  therefore, 
fcarce  worthy  my  Concern  ;  bat  thou  haR  ftirr'd  me  with 
-fo  fevere  a  Proof  of  thy  exalted  Virtue,  it  gives  me 
Wonder  equal  to  my  Love—  If  then  the  unkindly  Thought 
of  what  I  have  been,  hereafter  mould  intrude  upon  thy 
growing  Quiet,  let  this  Reflection  teach  thee  to  be  eafy : 

Thy  Wrong*  ivben  great  eft,  moft  thy  Virtue  prov'd; 

And  from  that  Virtue  found>  1  blujh'd  and  truly  lov'd'. 

{Exfcant* 
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all  tie  various  Pices  ef  tie  Age, 
And  Shoals  of  Fsols  exposed  upon  the  Stage, 
ffo-iv  fena  are  lajti'd  that  call  for  Satire's  Rage  / 
•What  can  you  think,  to  fee  </ur  Plays  fo  full 
Qf  Madmen,  Coxcombs,  and  the  drilling  fool? 
.Of  Cits,  of  Sharpers,  Rakes,  and  roaring  Bullies* 
Of  Cheats,  of  Cuckolds,  Aldermen,  end  Culliet  ? 
Wou'd  not  one  /wear,  'twere  taken  for  a.  Rule, 
That  Satire's  Rod,  in  the  Dramatic  School, 
Was  only  meant  for  the  incorrigible  Fool? 
As  if,  too,  Vice  and  folly  were  evnfin'd 
To  the  vile  Scum  alone  of  human  Kind* 
•Creatures  a  Mufe  fiou*d  fcorn ;  fuch  abjeS  Trajh 
Deferve  not  Satire's,  but  the  Hangman's  Laflj. 
Wretches  fo  far  Jhut  out  from  Senfe  of  Shame, 
Newgate  or  Bedlam  only  jhou'd  reclaim  ; 
For  Satire  ne'er  was  meant  to  make  wild  Monfters  tame 
Wo,  Sirs.  — — 

We  rather  think  the  Perfons  ft  for  Plays, 

Are  they  wbofe  Birth  and  Education  fays 

They've  every  Help  that  Jhou'd  improve  Mankind; 

Yet  Jlill  live  Slaves  to  a  vile  tainted  Mind 'y 
Such  as  in  Wit  are  often  feen  /'  abound, 

And  yet  have  fame  weak  Part,  where  Folly*  s  found  : 

For  Follies  fprcut,  like  Weeds,  higheft  in  fruitful  Ground,   j 

And  'tis  obferv'd,  the  Garden  of  the  Mind 

To  no  infejlive  Weeds  fo  much  inclined, 

As  the  rank  Pride  that  fame  from  Affixation  Jina1. 

A  Folly  too  vjell  known  to  make  its  Court 

With  moft  Succefs  among  the  better  Sort. 

Such  are  the  Perfons  <we  to  day  provide^ 

And  Nature's  Fools,  for  once,  are  laid  ajide. 

This  is  the  Ground  on  which  our  Play  vje  build* 

But  in  the  Structure  muft  to  Judgment  yield  : 

And  where  the  Poet  fails  in  Art  or  Care* 

We  beg  your  wonted  Mercy  to  the  Plafr. 
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S^Qnqueft  and  Free  Jam  are  at  length  our  cnuti,  ~\ 

^  Falje  Fears  of  Slavery  no  more  are  Jbo<ivn  ;  f 

Nor  dread  of  faying  Tribute  to  a  foreign  Throne.  J 

Jf//  Stations  ronu  the  Fruits  of  Cor.queji  Jhare, 

Except  (if/mall  with  great  Things  may  compare)  )• 

Tb'  oppreji  d  Condition  of  the  laboring  Player. 

We're  ftiil  in  Fears  fas  you  of  late  in  France) 

Of  tie  Dffpotick  PoivfrofScrtg,  and  Dance  : 

For  while  Suifcription,  like  a  Tyrant  reigns^ 

Nature's  negleded,  and  the  Stage  in  Chains,  > 

.rfWEnglifh  Aflors  Slaves  tojwellthe  Frenchman'^  Gain;.] 

Like  ALfop's  Cro'w,  the  poor  cut  ivitted  Stage, 

7 'bat  liii'd  on  ivboltfome  Plays  ;'  th1  latter  Aget 

Deluded  once  lojing,  eevtnjuftlyftr--J><JJ 

Let  fail  her  Chafe  to  the  Fox  Mouth,  and  flared  : 

Q  that  our  'Judgment,  as  jour  Courage  has  ~\ 

Your  Fame  extended,  ivou'd  aJjTert  our  Caufe, 

That  nothing  Engliftl  might  Jubmit  to  foreign  LaixJs  ; 

•Iftve  but  live  to  fee  that  joyful  Day,  "^ 

Then  of  the  Englifh  Stage,  re  -viv  V  we  may,  }• 

ds  of  your  Honour  now,  ivilb  proper  Application,  fay. 

So  when  the  Gallick  Fox  by  Fraud  ofPeacet 
HadluWdtbe  Britilh  Lion  into  Eaje, 
And  fa-vet  hat  Sleep  composed  bis  couchant  Head, 
tie  bids  him  ivake,  and  fee  himjelf  betra^d  ^ 

In  Toils  of  treacherous  Politicks  around  him  laid :  J 

Shews  him  bciv  one  clofe  Hcur  e/Gallick  Thought 
Retook  thrfe  Towns  for  ivbiih  he  Ttars  had  fought. 
^At  this  th"  indignant  Savage  rolls  kisfery  Eyes, 
Daunthfs,  tbo'  blu/king  at  the  baft  Surprife, 
Paufes  anuhile— But  finds  Delays  are  \;ain; 
Compelled  to  fight,  he  Jbakes  bis  Jhaggy  Mart', 
He  grinds  his  dreadful  Fangs ;  andjialk;  to  Blenheim'/ P/tf«z;  J 
There  ivith  eretled  Creji,  and  hcrtid  Roar, 
He  furious  plunges  on  thrcugb  Streams  ofG.ire,  \ 

Jnddies'uitkfalfeRtvzrwnBlootitbePurple'Diriubt'sSbortiJ 
In  one  pujht  Battle  fr^ts  tht  deflind  Slaves ; 
Revives  old  Engliflj  Honour,  and  an  Emp:refaves. 
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AT^T'URE's  deferted  and  dramatic  art, 

To  dazzle  nona  the  eye,  has  left  the  heart ; 
•Gay  lights  artd  dreffes,  long-exttnded  fcenett 
Dczmons  and  Angels  moving  in  machines  ; 
All  that  can  now,   or  pleafe,  or  fright  the  fair , 
May  be  perform1  d  without  a  writer's  caret 
And  is  the  Jkill  of  carpenter,   not  player. 
Old  $bak efpeare1  s  days  could  net  thus  far  advance 
But  what's  his  bujkin  to  our  ladder  dance  ? 
fa  the  mid  region  a  felk  youth  to  ft  and, 
With  that  unwieldy  engine  at  command  ! 
Gorged  with  intemperate  meals  while  here  you  Jit> 
Well  may  you  take  activity  for  wit : 
Fie,  let  coxf it/ion  on  fuch  dnlnefs  feize  ; 
Slujh yourefo  pleased,  as  we  that  fo  we  pleafe. 
But  we,  JJill  kind  to  jour  inserted  fenfe, 
Do  mojl  unnatifra.1  things  once  more  difpenfe. 
For  Jin ce  you're  ft  ill  prepoj}' roui  in  delight ,  *J 

Our  author,  made,  a  full  houfe  to  invite %  > 

A  fuaeral  comedy  to-night.  J 

Nor  Joes  he  fear  that  you  i<jill  take  the  ly.nt, 
And  let  the  funeral  his  ov:n  be  meant  ; 
No,  in  Old  England  nothing  can  be  <won 
Without  a  faction,  geod  or  ill  be  done', 
T<?  -ovjn  this  our  frank  author  does  not  fear  ; 
But  hopes  for  a  prevailing  party  here  : 
He  "knows  //as   numerous  friends,   nay,   knows    they'll 

fiew  it, 
And  for  the  fellow-foldier  fave.  the  pott, 
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THE 


FUNERAL. 


ACT        I. 

Cabinet,  Sable,  and  Campley.     ' 

.BurlHn to  laughter.     I  can't  bear  to  fee  writ 
over  an  undertaker's  door,  DrefTes  for  the 
dead,  and  necefTaries  for  funerals  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 
'.  Sai>.  Well,  ger.tlemen,  'tis  very  well,  I  know  you 
are  of  the  laughers,  the  wits  that  take  the  liberty  to 
deride  all  things  that  are  magnificent  and  folemn. 

'  Camp.  Nay,  but  after  all,  I  can't  but  admire 
'  Sable's  nice  difcerning  on  the  fuperfluous  cares  of 
'  mankind,  that  could  lead  them  to  the  thought  of 
'.  raifing  an  eftate  by  providing  horfes,  equipage,  and 
'  furniture,  for  thofe  that  no  longer  need  'em. 

'  Cab.  But  is  it  not  ftrangely  contradictory,  that 
*'  men  can  come  to  fo  open,  fo  apparent  an  hypocrify, 
'  as,  in  the  face  of  all  the  world,  to  hire  profefled 
'  mourners  to  grieve,  lament,  and  follow  in  their 

*  ftead,  the   neareil  relations,  and   fuborn  others  to 
'  do  by  art  what  they  themfelves  fhould  be  prompted 
'  to  by  nature  ? 

'  Sab.  That's  reafonably  enough  faid,  but  they 
'  regard  themfelves  only  in  all  they  act;  for  the  de- 
'  ceas'd,  and  the  poor  dead  are  deliver'd  to  my  cu- 
'  ftody,  to  be  embalm'd,  flam'd,  cut,  and  dragg'd 
'  about,  not  to  do  them  honour,  but  to  fatisfy  the 

*  vanity  or  intereft  of  their  furvivors, 

A  '3  f  Camp. 
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*  Camp.  This  fellow's  every  way  an   undertaker  ? 

*  how  well  and  luckily  he  talks  !  his  prating  fo  aptly, 

*  has,  methinks,  fomething   more   ridiculous   in  it, 

*  than  if  he  were  abfurd  !  \_Afide  to  Cabinet/ 
Cab.  But,   *  as  Mr.  Campley  fays/  how  could  you 

dream  of  making  a  fortune  from  fo  chimerical  a  foun 
dation,  as  the  provifion  of  things  wholly  needlefs  and 
infignificant  ? 

Sab.  Alas,  fir,  the  value  of  all  things  under  the 
fun  is  merely  fantaltic :  we  run,  we  ftrive,  and  pur- 
chafe  things  with  our  blood  and  money,  quite  foreign 
to  our  intrinfic  real  happinefs,  and  which  have  a 
being  in  imagination  only,  as  you  may  fee  by  the 
pother  that  is  made  about  precedence,  titles,  court- 
favour,  maiden-heads  and  china-ware. 

Camp.  Ay,  Mr.  Sable,  but  all  thofe  are  objefta 
that  promote  our  joy,  are  bright  to  the  eye,  or  ftamp 
upon  our  minds,  pleafure  and  felf-fatisfaftion. 

Sai.  You  are  extremely  miftaken,  fir;  for  one 
would  wonder,  to  confider  that,  after  all  our  outcries 
ag.iinft  felf-inte relied  men,  there  are  few,  very  few 
ia  the  whole  world  that  live  to  themfelvcs,  but  facrU 
iice  their  bofom-blifs  to  enjoy  a  vain  mew  and  appear 
ance  of  profperity  in  the  eyes  of  others  ;  and  there 
is  often  nothing  more  inwardly  diilrefs'd,  than  a 
young  bride  in  her  glittering  retinue,  or  deeply  joy 
ful,  than  a  young  widow  in  her  weeds  and  black 
train  ;  of  both  which,  the  lady  of  this  houfe  may  be 
an  inicance,  for  (he  has  been  the  one,  and  is,  I'll  be 
fworn,  the  other. 

Cab.  You  talk,  Mr.  Sable,  moft  learnedly. 

Sub.  I  have  the  decpeft  learning,  fir,  experience  : 
remember  your  widow  coufin,  that  married  lalt  month. 

Cab.  Ay,  but  how  cou'd  you  imagine  (he  was  in 
all  that  grief  an  hypocrite  !  Could  all  thofe  fhrieks, 
thofe  fwoonings,  that  rifmg  falling  bofom  be  con- 
ftrain'd  ?  You're  uncharitable,  Sable,  to  believe  it  : 
What  colour,  what  reafon  had  you  for  it  ? 

Sal.  Firft,  fir,  her  carriage  in  her  concerns  v.ith 
me,  for  I  never  yet  could  meet  v.ith  a  forrowful  relict, 
but  wa?  herfe'.f  ejleugh  to  make  a  hard  bargain  with, 

me, 
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me.  Yet  I  muftconfefs  they  have  frequent  interrup 
tions  of  grief  and  forrow  when  they  read  my  bill ;  but 
as  for  her,  nothing,  flie  refolv'd,  that  look'd  bright 
or  joyous  Ihould  after  her  love's  death  approach  her* 
All  her  fervants  that  were  not  coal  black  muit  turn 
out ;  a  fair  complexion  made  her  eyes  and  heart  ake, 
fhe'd  none  but  downright  jet,  and  to  exceed  all  example, 
ftie  hir'd  my  mourning  furniture  by  the  year,  and  in 
eafe  of  my  mortality  ty'd  my  fon  to  the  fame  article  ; 
(b  in  fix  weeks  time  ran  away  with  a  young  fellow  •-— 
Pry'thee,  pufa  on  bri/kly,  Mr.  Cabinet,  now  is  your 
time  to  have  this  widow,  for  Tattleaid  tells  me,  lite 
always  laid  me!d  never  marry-——— 

Cat>.  As  you  fay,  thst's  generally  the  moll  hopeful 
tiga, 

<$<?£.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  'tis  an  infallible  one;  you 
know  thofe  profeflions  are  only  to  introduce  diicourie 
of  matrimony  and  young  fellows. 

Cab.  But  I  fwear  1  could   not  have  confidence, 

*  ev'n  after  all  our  Jong  acquaintance,  and  the  mu- 

*  tual  love  which  his  lordihip   (who  indeed  has  now 

*  been  fo  kind  as  to  leave  us)  has  fo  long  interrupted,' 
to  mention  a  thing  of  fuch  a  nature  fo  unfeafonably— * 

Sak.  Unfeafonably  !  why  I  tell  you  'tis  the  only 
feafon  (granting  her  forrow  unfeign'd:)  when  would 
you  fpeak  of  paffion,  but  in  the  midit  of  paCions  ? 
there's  a  what  d'ye  call,  a  crifis — the  lucky  minute, 
that's  fo  talk'd  of,  is  a  moment  between  joy  and  grief, 
which  you  muft  take  hold  of,  and  pufii  your  fortune. 
But  get  you  in,  and  you'll  beft  read  your  fate  in  the 
reception  Mrs.  Tattleaid  gives  you  :  all  me  fays,  and 
all  me  does,  nay,  her  very  love  and  hatred  are  mere 
repetitions  of  her  ladyfhip's  pafiions  :  I'll  fay  that  for 
her,  (he's  a  true  lady's  woman,  and  is  herfelf  a» 
much  a  fecond-hand  thing,  as  her  cloaths.  But  I 
muit  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  my  people  are  come,  I  fee. 
[Exit  C;ib.  and  Camp.  Enter  Sable's  Men.] — Where 
in  the  name  of  goodnefs  have  you  all  been  !  have 
you  brought  the  faw-dufr.  and  tar  for  embalming  ? 
have  you  the  hangings  and  thefixpenny  nails,  and  my 
lord's  coat  of  arms  i 

A  4  Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir,  and  had  come  fooner,  but  I  went  10 
the  herald's  for  a  coat  for  Alderman  Gathergreafe 

that  died  laft  night he  has  promifed  to  invent  one 

again  ft  to-morrow. 

Sa6.  Ah  !  pox  take  fome  of  our  cits,  the  firft  thing 

after  their  death  is  to  take  care  of  their  birth 

pox,  let  him  bear  a  pair  of  ftockings,  he  is  the  firft 
»f  his  family  that  ever  wore  one;  well,  come  you  that 
are  to  be  mourners  in  this  houfe  put  on  your  fad  looks, 
nnd  walk  by  me  that  I  may  fort  you.  Ha,  you  !  a 
little  more  upon  the  difmal  ;  [forming  their  counte~ 
nances — ]  this  fellow  has  a  good  mortal  look — place 
him  near  the  corps :  that  wainfcot  face  muft  be  o'top 
of  the  ftairs  ;  that  fellow's  almoft  in  a  fright  (that 
looks  as  if  he  were  full  of  fome  ftrange  mifery)  at  the 
entrance  of  the  hnll— So— but  I'll  fix  you  all  mvfelf 
— Let'a  have  no  laughing  now  on  any  provocation  : 
[makes  facit]  Look  yonder,  that  hale  well- looking 
jpuppy  !  You  ungrateful  fcoundrel,  did  not  I  pity  you, 
take  you  out  of  a  great  man's  lervice,  and  mew  you 
the  pleafure  of  receiving  wages  ?  Did  not  I  give  you 
ten,  then  fifteen,  now  twenty  (hillings  a  week,  to  be 
forrowful  ?  and  the  more  I  give  you,  I  think,  the 
gladder  you  are. 

Eater  a  Boy. 

Soy,  Sir,  the  grave-digger  of  St.  Timothy'*  in  the 
Fields  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Sab,  Let  him  come  in. 

Enter  Grave -Jigger. 

Grav.  I  carried  home  to  your  houfe  the  fhroud  the 
gentleman  was  buried  in  laft  night  ;  I  could  not  get 
his  ring  off  very  eafily,  therefore  I  brought  you  the 
finger  and  all  ;  and,  Sir,  the  fexton  gives  his  fervice 
to  you,  and  defires  to  know  whether  you'd  have  any 
bodies  removed  or  not  :  if  not,  he'll  let  them  lie  in 
their  graves  a  week  longer. 

Sab.  Give  him  my  lervice;  I  can't  tell  readily: 
but  our  friend,  tell  him,  Dr.  Paffeport,  with  the  pow 
der,  has  promiied  me  fix  or  feven  funerals  this  week. 

*  I'll  fend  to  our  country-farm  at  Kcnfmgton  GraveU 

«  Pits, 


THE      FUNERAL.  9 

'  Pits,  and  our  city-houfe  in  Warwick-lane  for  news, 
'  you  (hall  know  time  enough.  Hark'ee,  be  fure  there 
'•  is  care  taken  to  give  my  Lady  Languifh's  woman  a 
'  fee  to  keep  out  that  young  fellow  who  came  laft 
'  from  Oxford  ;  he'll  ruin  us  all.  \Enter  Goody 
'  Trafh.]  I  wonder,  Goody  Tram,  you  could  not  be 

*  more  punctual  ;  when   I   told  you    I  wanted  you, 
'  and  your  two  daughters,  to  be  three  virgins  to-night 
'  to  ftand  in  white  about  my  Lady  Catherine  Grif- 
'  fel's   body,   and  you  know  you  were   privately   to 
*'  bring  her  home  from  the  man-midwife's,  where  me 

*  died  in  child-birth,  to  be  buried  like  a  maid  ;    but 
'   there  is  nothing  minded  :   well,  I  have  put  off  that 

*  till  to-morrow ;  go,  and  get  your  bags  of  brick-duft 

*  and  your  whiting.   Go,  arid  fell  to  the  cook-maids  ; 
'  know  who  is  furfeited  about  town  :  bring  me  no  bad 
'  new?,  none  of  your  recoveries  again.'    [Exit  Goody 
Tr.ifh.]    And  you,  Mr.  Blockhead,  I  warrant  you  have 
not  call'd  at  Mr.'  Pcllle's  the  apothecary  :  will  that  fel 
low  never  pay  ;ne  :  I  ftand  bound  for  all  the  poifon  in 
that  ftarving  murderer's   fhop  :  he  fcrves  me  juft  as 
Dr.  Qaibus    did,  who  promifed  to  write    a   treatife. 
againft  water-gruel,  a  damn'd  healthy  flop   that  has 
done  me  more  injury  than  all   the  Faculty  :   look  you 
now,  you  arc  all   upon  the  fneer,  let  me   have  none 
but  downright  itupid  countenances — I've  a  good  mind. 
to  turn  you  all  oft',  and  take  people  out  of  the  play- 
houfe  ;  but  hang  them,   they  areas  ignorant  of  their 
parts  as  you  are  of  yours  ;   they  never  aft   but  when 
they  fpeak  ;  when  the  chief  indication  of  the  mind  is. 
in  the  geiVare,  or  indeed  in  cafe  of  forrow,  in  no  gef- 
ture,  except  you   were   to  aft  a  widow,  or  fo — But 
yours,  you  dolts,  is   all  in  dumb  fhow,  dumb  fhow. 
I  mean  expreflive  elegant  fhow  :   as  who  can  fee  fuch 
an   horrid    ugly   phiz   as    that  fellow's,  and    not   be 
jhocked,  offended  and  killed  of  all  joy  while  he  be 
holds  it  ?  But  ve  muft  not  loiter— Ye  ftupid  rogues,, 
whom  I  have  picked  out  of  the  rubbifh  of  mankind, 
and  fed  for  your  eminent  \vorthlefTnefs,  attend,   and 
know  that  I  fpeak  you  this  moment  ftiff  and  immut 
able  to  ail  fenfe  of  noife.  mirth  or  laughter  j  [Qft&f* 

A    .  fftout£t- 
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mouths  at  them  as  they  pafs   by   him  to  bring  them  to  a 
rtnjlant  countenance. ~\    So,  they  are  pretty  well — pretty 

Veil [Exit. 

Enter  Trufty  and  Lord  Brumpton. 
rTruf.  'Twas  fondnefs,  Sir,  and  tender  duty  to  you, 
*ho  have  been  fo  worthy  and  fo  juft  a  matter  to  me, 
made  me  flay  near  you  ;  they  left  me  fo,  and  there  I 
found  you  wake  from  your  lethargic  flumber  ;  on 
which  I  will  aflame  an  authority  to  befecch  you,  Sir, 
to  make  juft  ufe  of  your  revived  life,  in  feeing  who 
are  your  true  friends,  and  knowing  her  who  has  fo 
wrought  upon  your  noble  nature,  as  to  make  it  aft 
againft  it.felf  in  disinheriting  your  brave  fon. 

Ld.  B.  Sure  'tis  impoflible  me  mould  be  fuch  a 
creature  as  you  tell  me — My  mind  reflects  upon  ten 
thoufand  endearments  that  plead  unanfwerably  for 
her  :  her  chafte  reluftant  love,  her  eafy  obfervance  of 
all  my  wayward  humours,  to  which  fhe  would  accom 
modate  herfelf  with  fo  much  eafe,  I  could  fcarce  ob- 
fcrve  it  was  a  virtue  in  her  j  fhe  hid  her  very  pa 
tience. 

T'ruf.  It  was  all  art,  Sir,  or  indifference  to  you  j  for 
what  I  fay  is  downright  matter  of  faft. 

Ld.  B.  Why  didft  thou  ever  tell  me  it  !  or  why  not 
in  my  life-time,  for  I  muft  call  it  fo,  nor  can  I  date  a 
minute  mine,  after  her  being  falfe  ;  all  paft  that  mo 
ment  is  death  and  darknefs  :  Why  didft  thou  not  tell 
jiie  then,  I  fay  ? 

Truf.  Becaufe  you  were  too  much  in  love  with  her 
to  be  inform'd  ;  nor  did  I  ever  know  a  man  that 
touched  on  conjugal  affairs  could  ever  reconcile  the 
jarring  humours,  but  in  a  common  hatred  of  the  in- 
fermeddler  :  but  on  this  moft  extraordinary  occafion, 
which  feems  pointed  out  by  Heaven  itfelf  to  difengage 
you  from  your  cruelty  and  baniihrnent  of  an  innocent 
child.  I  muft,  I  will  conjure  you  to  be  conceal'd, 
and  but  contain  yourfelf  in  hearing  one  difcourfe  with 
that  curfed  inftrument  cf  all  her  fecrets,  that  Tattle- 
aid,  and  you  will  fee  what  I  tell  you  ;  you  will  call 
me  then  your  guardian  and  good  genius. 

Ld.  B.  Well,  you  fhall  govern  me,  but  would  I 
had  died  in  earneft  ere  I  had  known  it  j  my  head 
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Avims,  as  it  did  when  I  fell  into  my  fit,  at  the  thoughts 
of  it. — '  How  dizzy  a  place  is  this  world  you  live  in  1* 
All  human  life's  a  mere  vertigo  1 

Truf.  Ay,  ay,  my  Lord,  fine  reflections,  fine  re- 
fledlions,  but  that  does  no  bufmefs.  Thus,  Sir,  we'll 
ftand  concealed,  and  hear,  I  doubt  not,  a  much  fin- 
cerer  dialogue  than  ufual  between  vicious  perfons  ; 
for  a  late  accident  has  given  a  little  jealoufy,  which 
makes  them  over-aft  their  love  and  confidence  in  each 
other.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Widow   and  Tattleaid  meeting,  and  running  to 
each  other. 

irid.   Oh,  Tattleaid  !  his  and  our  hour  is  come  ! 

Tat.  I  always  faid  by  his  church-yard  cough,  you'd 
bury  him,  but  flill  you  were  impatient 

Wid.  Nay,  thou  hail  ever  been  my  comfort,  my 
confident,  my  friend,  and  my  fervant  ;  and  now  I'll 
reward  thy  pains  ;  for  tho'  I  fcorn  the  whole  fex  of 
fellows  ;  I'll  give  them  hopes  for  thy  fake  ;  every 
fmile,  every  frown,  every  gefture,  humour,  caprice 
and  whimfy  of  mine,  mall  be  gold  to  thee,  girl; 
thou  fhalt  feel  all  the  fweets  and  wealth  of  being  a 
fine  rich  widow's  woman.  Oh  !  how  my  head  runs 
my  firft  year  Out,  and  jumps  to  all  the  joys  of  widow 
hood  !  if  thirteen  months  hence  a  friend  fhould  haul 
one  to  a  play  one  has  a  mind  to  fee,  what  pleafure 
'twill  be,  when  my  Lady  Brumpton's  footman  cal 
led  (who  kept  a  place  for  that  very  purpofe)  to  make 
a  fudden  infurredion  of  fine  wigs  in  the  pit  and  fide- 
boxes.  Then,  with  a  pretty  forrow  in  or*e's  face,  and 
a  willing  blufh  for  being  flared  at,  one  ventures  to  look 
round,  and  bow  to  one  of-one's  own  quality.  Thus 
[itrj  dircaly\  to  a  fnug  protending  fellow.of  no  fortune. 
Thus  [as  fcarcc  feeing  kim\  to  one  that  writes  lam 
poons.  Thus  [ fcarfullj~\  to  one  one  really  loves: 
Thus  |  locking  db-ivn\  to  one  woman-acquaintance; 
from  box  to  box  thus  :  [with  leeks  differently  fa)nflia,r\ 
?.;:'.i  when  one  has  done  one's  part,  obferve  the  after* 
<io  theirs,  but  with  iny  mind  fixed  not  on  thofe  I 
look  at,  but  thofe  that  look  at  me— —Then  the  fe- 
rviKides  !  the  lovers  ! 

B  6  Vat. 
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Tat.  Oh,  Madam,  you  make  my  heart  bound  within. 
me:  I'll  warrant  you,  Madam,  I'll  manage  them  all ; 
and  indeed,  Madam,  the  men  are  really  very  filly 
creatures,  'tis  no  fuch  hard  matter — they  rulers  !  they 
governors  !  I  warrant  you  indeed  ! 

Wid.  Ay,  Tattleaid,  they  imagine  themfelves 
mighty  things,  but  government  founded  on  force 
only,  is  a  brutal  power — We  rule  them  by  their  af- 
feftions,  which  blinds  them  into  belief  that  they  rule 
us,  or  at  leaft  are  in  the  government  with  us  —But  in 
this  nation  our  power  is  abfolute  ;  '  thus,  thus,  we 
'  fway — \Playing  her  fan.]  A  fan  is  both  the  ftan-' 
4  dard  and  the  flag  of  England.'  I  laugh  to  fee  men 
go  on  our  errands,  ftrut  in  great  offices,  live  in  cares, 
hazards  and  fcandals,  to  come  home  and  be  fools  to 
us  in  brags  of  their  difpatches,  negotiations,  and' 
their  wifdom? — as  my  good  dear  decras'd  ufed  to  en 
tertain  me;  which,  I  to  relieve  myfelffrom — would 

lifp   fome  filly  requelt,    paf  him  on  the   face He 

Shakes  his  head  at  my  pretty  folly,  calls  me  fi triple- 
ton  ;  gives  me  a  jewel,  then  goes  to  bed  fo  wife,  fo 
fatisfied,  and  fo  deceiv'd 

Tat.  But  I  proteit,  Maclam,  I've  always  wonder'd 
Jrow  you  could  accomplim  my  young  Lord's  being 
di  (inherited. 

Wid.  Why,  Tatty,  you  mail  know  my  late  Lord — 
how  prettily  that  founds,  my  late  Lord  \  but  I  fay, 
my  late  Lord  Fribble  was  generofity  — I  prefs'd  him 
there,  and  whenever  you,  by  my  order,  had  told  him 
ftories  to  my  fon-in-!aw's  difadvantage,  in  his  rage 
and  refentment,  I  (vvhofe  intereft  lay  otherwife)  al 
ways  fell  on  my  knees  to  implore  hrs  pardon,  and 
with  tears,  fighs  and  importunities  for  him  prevailed 
againft  him  :  befides  this,  you  know  I  had,  when  I 
pleafed,  fits.  Fits  are  a  mighty  help  in  the  govern 
ment  of  a  good-natured  man  :  but  in  an  ill-natured 
fellow  have  a  care  of  them — he'll  hate  you  for  na 
tural  infirmities  ;  will  remember  your  face  in  its 
diftortion,  and  not  value  your  return  of  beauty. 

Tat.  O  rare  Madam  !  your  ladyfhip's  a  great  head 
piece  j  *  but  now,  dear  Madam,  is  the  hard  taflc,  if 

*  I  may  ' 
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•  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  fay  it to  enjoy  all  free- 

'  doms,  and  feem  to  abftain  ;  to  manage  the  number- 
'  of  pretenders,  and   keep  the  difobliged  from  prat- 

'  Wid.  Never  fear,  Tatdeaid  :  while  you  have 
'  riches,  if  you  affront  one  to  abufe,  you  can  give 
'  hopes  to  another  to  defend  you  :  thefe  maxims  I . 
'  have  been  laying  up  all  my  hufband's  life- time ;  for. 
'  we  muft  provide  againft  calamities.' 
Tat.  But  now,  Madam,  a  fine  young  gentleman 

with  a  red  coat,  that  dances 

Wid.  You  may  be  fure  the  happy  man  (if  it  be  in  fate 
that  there  is  a  happy  man  to  make  me  an  unhappy  wo 
man)  mall  not  be  an  old  one  again.  Age  and  youth  mar 
ried  is  the  cruelty  in  Dryden's  Virgil,  where  Mezentius 
ties  the  dead  and  living  together  ;  I'm  fure  I  was  tied  to 
a  dead  man  many  along  day  before  I  durft  bury  him — 
But  the  day  is  now  my  own — Yet  now  1  think  on't, 
Tattleaid,   be  fure  to  keep  an  obftinntc  ihynefs  to  all 
our  old  acquaintance  :   '  let  them  talk  of  favours  if 
they  pleafe  ;  if  we  grant  them  Hill,  they'll  grow  ty 
rants  to  us  ;  if  we  difcard  them,  the  challe  and  in 
nocent  will  not  believe  we  could  have  confidence,  to 
do  it,  were  it  fo  ;  and  the  wife,  if  they  believe  it, 
will  applaud  our  prudence.' 

Tat.  Ay,  Madam — I  believe,  Madam — I  fpeak, 
Madam,  but  my  humble  fenfe  — Mr.  Cabinet  would 
marry  you. 

Wid.   Marry  me  !    No,  Tatdeaid,    he  that  is  fo  . 
mean  as  to  marry  a  woman  after  an  affair  with  her, 
will   be  fo  bafe   as   to   upbraid  that  very  weaknefs. 
'  He   that  marries  his  wench  will  ufe  her  like  his 

'  wench' Such  a  pair  muft  fure  live  in  a  fecret 

mutual  fcorn  of  each  other — '  and  wedlock  is  hell,  if 
'  at  leaft  one  fide  does  not  love,  as  it  would  be  hea- 
'  ven,  if  both  did  ;  and  I  believe  it  fo  much  heaven, 
'  as  to  think  it  was  never  enjoyed  in  this  world.' 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser-v.  A  gentleman  to  Mrs.  Tattleaid —  [£.«•// Tat.. 
Wid.  Go  to  him — Blefs  me,  how  carelefs  and  open 
have  I  been  to  this  fubde  creature  in  the  cafe  of  Ca 
binet, 
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binet,  fhe's  certainly  in  his  interefts — We  people  of 
condition  are  never  guarded  enough  againft  thofe 
about  us.  They  watch  when  our  minds  boil  over 
with  joy  or  grief,  to  come  in  upon  us.  How  mife- 
rable  it  is  to  have  one  one  hates  always  about  one, and 
when  one  can't  endure  one's  own  reflection  upon  fome 
aftions,  who  can  bear  the  thoughts  of  another  upon 

them  ?  but  (he  has  me  by  deep  iecrets '  The  Ita- 

'  lians,  they  fay,  can  readily  remove  the  too  much 
'  intruded  —  Oh,  their  pretty  fcented  gloves  !  this 
'  wench  I  know  has  play'd  me  falfe,  and  horned  me 
'  in  my  gallants.  Oh,  Italy,  I  could  rcfign  all  my 
'  female  Englifh  liberty  to  thee,  for  thy  much  dearer 
'  female  pleafure,  revenge  !  Well,  what's  the  matter, 

'  dear  Tatty 

Enter  Tattleaid. 

Tat.  The  matter,  madam  !  why,  madam,  coun- 
fellor  Puzzle  is  come  to  wait  on  your  ladymip  about 
the  will  and  the  conveyance  of  the  eftate — there  muft, 
it  feems,  be  no  time  loft  for  fear  of  things  ;  fye,  fye, 
madam,  you  a  widow  thefe  three  hours,  and  not  look'd 
on  a  parchment  yet — Oh,  impious  !  to  negleft  the 
will  of  the  dead  ! 

Wid.  As  you  fay  indeed,  there  is  no  will  of  a  huf- 
band's  fo  willingly  obeyed  as  his  laft.  But  I  muft  go 
in,  and  receive  him  in  my  formalities ;  leaning  on  a 
couch  is  as  neceffary  a  pofture,  as  his  going  behind 
his  defk  when  he  fpeaks  to  a  client — 'But  do  you  bring 
him  in  hither  till  I  am  ready [Exit. 

fat,  Mr.  Counfellor,  Mr.  Counfellor —     [Catting. 
Enter  Puzzle  and  Cierk. 

PUK.  Servant,  good  madam  Tattleaid,  my  ancient 
friend  is  gone,  but  bufmefs  muft  be  minded 

Tat.  1  told  my  lady  twice  or  thrice,  as  me  lies  in 
dumb  grief  on  the  couch  within,  that  you  were  here, 
but  flte  regarded  me  not  ;  however,  fmce  you  fay  it 
is  of  fuch  moment,  J'il  venture  to  introduce  yon  : 
pleafe  but  to  repofe  here  a  little,  while  I  ftep  in  ;  lor 
m€think?  I  would  a  little  prepare  her. 

PUK.   Alas!  alas!   poor  lady  !  [Exit Tattleaid. 

Damn'd  hypocrites  !  well,  this  nobleman's  death  ir  a 

little 
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Jittle  fudden  :  therefore  pray  let  me  recolleft  :  open 
tlix;  bag,  good  Tom.  Now  Tom  thou  art  my  nephew, 
my  dear  fitter  Kate's  only  fon,  and  my  heir,  therefore 
I  will  conceal  from  thee  on  no  occafion  any  thing  ; 
for  1  would  enter  thee  into  bufinefs  as  foon  as  poffible. 
Know  then,  child,  that  the  lord  of  this  houfe  was  one 
of  your  men  of  honour,  and  fenfe,  who  lofe  the  lat 
ter  in  the  former,  and  are  apt  to  take  all  men  to  be 
like  themfelves  :  now  this  gentleman  intirely  trufted 
me,  and  I  made  the  only  ufe  a  man  of  bufinefs  can  of 
a  truft,  I  cheated  him  ;  for  I  imperceptibly,  before 
his  face,  made  his  whole  eftate  liable  to  an  hundred 
per  annum  for  myfelf,  for  good  fervices,  &c.  As  for 
legacies,  they  are  good  or  not,  as  1  pleafe  ;  for  let  me 
tell  you,  a  man,  mult  take  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  fit 
down  by  an  old  fellow,  and  pretend  to  take  direc 
tions,  but  a  true  lawyer  never  makes  any  man's  will 
but  his  own  ;  and  as  the  prieft  of  old  among  us  got 
near  the  dying  man,  and  gave  all  to  the  church,  fa 
now  the  lawyer  gives  all  to  the  law. 

Ckrk.  Ay,  fir,  but  priefts  then  cheated  the  nation, 
by  doing  their  offices  in  an  unknown  language. 

I'uz.  True — but  ours  is  a  way  much  furer ;  for  we 
cheat  in  no  language  at  all,  but  loll  in  our  own 
coaches,  eloquent  in  gibberifli,  and  learned  in  jingle. 
Pull  out  the  parchment  ;  there's  the  deed  ;  I  made  it 

as  long  as  I  could Well,  I  hope  to  fee  the  day, 

when  the  indenture  fhall  be  the  exa&  meafure  of  the 
land  that  pafi'es  by  it  ;  for  'tis  a  difcouragement  to 
the  gown,  that  every  ignorant  rogue  of  an  heir  fhouM 
in  a  word  or  two  understand  his  father's  meaning,  and 
hold  ten  acres  of  land  by  half  an  acre  of  parchment 

Nay,  I  hope  to  fee  the  time  '  when  that  there  is 

'  indeed  fome  progrefs  made  in,  fnail  be  wholly  ef- 
'  fecled  ;  and'  by  the  improvement  of  the  noble  art 
of  tautology,  every  inn  in  Hoi  born  an  inn  of  court. 
Let  others  think  of  logic,  rhetoric,  and  I  know  net 
what  impertinence,  but  mind  thou  tautology — What's 
the  firfl  excellence  in  a  lawyer  ?  Tautology.  What's 
the  fecond  ?  Tautology.  What's  the  third?  Tauto 
logy  :  as  an  old  pleader  fakl  of  action.  Bat  to  turn 

to 
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to  the  deed  ;  [Pulls  out  an  immeafurable  parchment.^ 
'  for  the  will  is  of  no  force  if  J-p!eafe,  for  he  was  nor 
'  capable  of  making  one  after  the  former,  as  I  ma- 
'  nagcd  it  —  upon  which  account  \  now  wait  on  my- 
'  lady  :'  by  the  way,  Tom,  do  you  know  the  true 
meaning  of  the  word  a  deed  ? 

Clerk.   Ay,  fir,  as  if"  a  man  (hould  fay  the  deed. 
•    Pitz.  Right ;   'tis  emphatically  fo  called,    becaufe; 
after  it  all  deeds  and  actions  are  of  no  effc<3,  and  you 
have  nothing  to  do  but  hang  yourfelf — the  only  obli 
ging  thing  you  can  then  do.     But  1  was  telling  you 

the  ufe  of  tautology Read  toward  the  middle  of 

that  inftrument. 

'  Clerk.  [Reads.']  I  the  faid  earl  of  Brumpton,  do- 
give,  beftovv,  grant  and  bequeath,  over  and  above  the 
faid  premises,  all  the  f.te  and  capital  meffuage  called 
by  the  name  of  Oatham,  and  all  outhoufes,  barns, 
ftables,  and  other  edifices  and  buildings,  vards,  or 
chards,  gardens,  fields,  arbors,  trees,  lands,  earths, 
meadows,  greens,  paftures,  feedings,  woods,  under 
woods,  ways,  waters,  ' -water- courfes,  fiihing-pond?, 
pools,  commons,  common  of  pafture;  pnths,  heath- 
thickets,  profits,  commodities,  and  emoluments,  with 
their  and  every  of  their  appurtenances  whatfoever,  to- 
the  faid  capital  meffuage  and  fits'] 
belonging,  or  in  any  wife  apper-  j  Puzzle  nods  and- 
taining,  or  with  the  fame  hereto-  \fneers  as  the  Jy no- 
fore  ufed,  occupied  or  enjoyed,  \mcus  ivordi  are 
accepted,  executed,  known,  or  i  repeating,  'whom 
taken  as  part,  parcel,  or  member  I  Lord  Brumpton 
of  the  fame;  containing  in  the  I  fcornfully  mimics. 
whole,  by  eftimation,  four  hun-J 
dred  acres  of  the  large  meafure,  or  thereabouts,  be 
the  fame  more  or  le:s  ;  all  and  fingular  which  the 
{kid  fire,  capital  mefTuige,  and  other  the  premiffes, 
with  their  and  every  of  their  appurtenances,  are  fitu- 
ate,  lying  and  being 

Puz.  Hold,  hold,  good  Tom  ;  you  do  come  on  in 
deed  in  bufmeis,  but  don't  ufe  your  nofe  enough  in 
reading—  [Reads  in  a  ridiculous  /ei-iv  tone  till  out  of* 
breath '*.} — Why,  you're  quite  out  j  yc.a  read  to  be  u>i- 

dcrftood— 
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derilood — let  me  fee  it  —  J  the  faid  earl Now 

again,  fuppofe  this  were  to  be  in  Latin — [Rum  into 
Latin  terminations.}  making  Latin  is  only  making  it 

no  Englifh Ego  pr<?ditt •  Comes  de  Brxnptcn— 

tot  as  meas  barnos — outhoufas  &  ftabulas — yardos 
But  there  needs  no  further  perufal.  I  now  recolleft 
the  whole — my  lord,  by  this  inftrument,  difmherits 
his  fon  utterly  ;  gives  all  to  my  lady  ;  and  moreover, 
grants  the  guardianfhip  of  two  fortune  wards  to  her  j 
id  eft,  toba  fold  by  her;  which  is  thefubjecl  of  mybuJi- 
nefs  to  her  ladyfhip,  who,  methinks,  a  little  overdoe.s 
the  affair  of  grief,  in  letting  me  wait  thus  long  on 

fuch  welcome  articles But  here 

Enter  Tattleaid,  wiping  her  eyes. 
fat.  I  have,  in  vain,  done  all  I  can  to  make  her 
regard  me,   Pray>  Mr.  Puzzle,  you're  a  man  of  fenfe, 
come  in  yourfelf,  and  fpeak  reafon,  to  bring  her  to 
fome  confideration  of  herfelf,  if  pollible, 

Puts.  Tom,  I'll  come  down  to  the  hall  to  you  ; 
dear  madam,  lead  on. 

[Exit  Clerk  one  'way,  Puz.  Tatt.  another. 
Ld.  Brumpton  and  Trufty  advance  from  their  conceal 
ment  after  a  long  paufe,  and  ft  ar  ing  at  each  other, 
Ld.  B.  Trufty,   on  thy  fincerity,  on  thy  fidelity  to. 
me,   thy  friend,  thy  patron,  and  thy  matter,  anfwer 
me  directly  to  one  queftion — Am  I  really  alive  ?  Am 
I  that  identical,  that  numerical,  that  very  fame  lord 

Brumpton,  that 

Truf.  That  very  lord — that  very  lord  Brumpton, 
the  very  generous,  honeft,  and  good  lord  Brumpton, 
who  fpent  his  ftrong  and  riper  years  with  honour  and 
reputation  ;  but  in  his  age  of  decay  declined  from 
virtue  alfo  :  that  very  lord  Brumpton,  who  buried  a 
fine  lady,  who  brought  him  a  fine  fon,  who  is  a  fine 
gentleman  ;  but  in  his  age,  that  very  man,  unfeafon- 
ably  captivated  with  youth  and  beauty,  married  a  very 
fine  young  lady,  who  has  difhonoured  his  bed,  difin- 
herited  his  brave  fon,  and  dances  o'er  his  grave. 

Ld.  B.  Oh,  that  damned  tautologift  too! that 

Puzzle,  and  his  irrevocable  deed  !   [Pau/ing.]    Well, 
I. know  I  db  not  really  live,  but  wander  o'er  the  place 

where 


t3  THE     P  U  N  E  R  A  L. 

where  once  I  had  a  treafurc — —I'll  haunt  her,  Trufty, 
gaze  in  that  falfe  beauteons  face,  till  flie  trembles,  tilt 
ihe  looks  pale,  nay,  till  (Tie  blufhes 

f'ruf.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord,  you  fpeak  a  ghoft  very 
much  ;  there's  fleih  and  blood  in  that  exprefiion — that 
falfe  beauteous  face  1 

Ld.  £.  Then,  fmce  you  fee  my  weaknefs,  be  a 
friend,  and  arm  me  with  all  your  care,  and  all  your 
reafon  —  — « 

Truf,  If  you'll  condescend  to  let  me  direct  you, 
you  (hall  cut  off  this  rotten  limb,  this  falfe,  difloyal 
wife,  and  fave  your  noble  parts,  your  fon,  your  fa 
mily,  your  honour. 

Short  is  the  date  in  which  ill  a&t  m-evai), 

But  honefty's  A  rock  can  never  fall, 


ACT      II. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy. 

OW,  indeed,  I  am  utterly  undone— —but  to 
expcft  an  evil  foftens  the  weight  of  it  when  ic 
happens  ;  and  pain,  no  more  than  pleafure,  is  in  rea 
lity  fo  great  as  in  expectation.  But  what  will  become 
of  me  ?  How  mall  I  keep  myfelf  even  above  worldly 
want  ?  Shall  I  live  at  home,  a  ftifF,  melancholy,  poor 
man  of  quality  ;  grow  uneafy  to  my  acquaintance  as 
well  as  myfelf,  by  fancying  I  am  flighted  where  I  am 
not ;  with  all  the  thoufand  particularities  which  at 
tend  thofe  whom  low  fortune  and  high  fpirit  make 
malecontents  ?  No  1  we  have  a  brave  prince  on  the 
throne,  whofe  commiiTion  I  bear,  and  a  glorious  war 
in  an  honefl  caufe  approaching,  {clipping  his  hand  on 
bis fv.'ord.~\  in  v.-hich  this  ihall  cut  out  bread  for  me, 
and  may,  perhaps,  equal  that  eftate  to  which  my  birth 
entitled  me-— — But  what  to  do  in  prefent  prefi'ures — 
Ha,  Trim  !  [Calling* 

Enter  Trim. 
Trim,   My  lord. 

Ld.  H. 
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Ld.  H.  How  do  the  poor  rogues  that  are  to  recruit 
my  company  ? 

Trim.  Do,  Sir  ?  They  have  eat  you  to  your  laft 
guinea. 

Ld.  H.  Were  you  at  the  agent's  ? 

'Trim.   Yes. 

U.  H.  Well,  and  how  ? 

Trim.  Why,  fir,  for  your  arrears,  you  may  have 
eleven  millings  in  the  pound  ;  but  he'll  not  touch 
your  growing  fubiiftence  under  three  (hillings  in  the 
pound  intereft ;  befides  which,  you  muft  let  his  clerk, 
Jonathan  Item,  fwear  the  peace  againft  you,  to  keep 
you  from  duelling  ;  or  infure  your  life,  which  you 
may  do  for  eight  per  cent.  On  thefe  terms  he'll  ob-. 
lige  you,  which  he  would  not  do  for  any  body  elfe  in 
the  regiment ;  but  he  has  a  friendmip  for  you. 

Ld.  H.  Oh,  I  am  his  humble  fervant !  but  he  muft 
have  his  own  terms  ;  we  can't  ftarve,  nor  muft  the 
fellows  want.  But  methinks  this  is  a  calm  midnight  'f 
I  have  heard  no  duns  to-day. 

Trim.  Duns,  my  lord  !  Why,  now  your  father's 
dead,  and  they  cnn't  arreft  you,  I  mail  grow  a  little 
lefs  upon  the  fmooth  with  them  than  I  have  been. 
Why,  friend,  fays  I,  how  often  muft  I  tell  you  my 
lord  is  not  ftirring  ?  His  lordfhip  has  not  llept  well, 
you  muft  come  fome  other  time  ;  your  lordfhip  will 
lend  for  him  when  you  are  at  leifure  to  look  upon  mo 
ney  affairs  ;  or  if  they  are  fo  faucy,  fo  impertinent  as- 
to  prefs  a  man  of  your  quality  for  their  own,  there 
are  canes,  there's  Bridewel,  there's  the  ftocks  for  your 
ordinary  tradefmen  ;  but  to  an  haughty,  thriving, 
Covent-gardeu  mercer,  fslk  or  laceman,  your  lord 
fhip  gives  your  moft  humble  fervice  to  him  hopes  his 
wife  is  well  ;  you  have  letters  to  write,  or  you  would 
fee  him  yourfelf,  but  you  defire  he  would  be  with  you 
punctually  on  fuch  a  day,  that  is  to  fay,  the  day  after 
you  are  gone  out  of  town. 

Ld.  H.  Go,  lirrah,  you  are  fcurrilous  ;  I  won't  be 
lieve  there  are  fuch  men  of  quality — d'ye  hear,  give 
my  fervice  this  afternoon  to  Mr.  Cutpurfe,  the  agent,. 
and  tell  him  I  am  obliged  to  pay  him  for  his  readinefi 

to 
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to  ferve  me,  for  I  am  refolved  to  pay  my  debts  forth 
with 

•  [A  <voice  without.]  I  don't  know  whetker  he  is 
within  or  not.  Mr.  Trim,  is  my  lord  within  ? 

Ld.  H.  Trim,  fee  who  it  is  ;  I  am  not  within,  you 
know [Exit  Trim. 

Trim.  [Without.]  Yes,  fir,  my  lord  is  above  ;  pray, 
walk  up 

Ld.  H.  Who  can  it  be  ;  he  owns  me  too.  [Enter 
Campley  and  Trim.]  Dear  Tom  Campley,  this  is 
kind — You  are  an  extraordinary  man,  indeed,  who, 
in  the  fudden  acceffion  of  a  noble  fortune,  can  ftill  be 
yourfelf,  and  vifityour  lefs  happy  friends. 

Camp.  No,  you  are,  my  lord,  the  extraordinary  man, 
who,  on  the  lofs  of  an  almoft  princely  fortune,  can 
be  mailer  of  a  temper  that  makes  you  the  envy,  ra 
ther  than  pity  of  your  more  fortunate,  not  more  hap 
py  friends. 

Ld.  H.  Oh,  fir,  your  fervant ! — But  let  me  gaze  on 

thee  a  little 1  han't  feen  thee  fince  we  came  home 

into  England — moft  exactly,  negligently,  genteely 
drefied — I  know  there  is  more  than  ordinary  in  this. 
[Beating  Campley's  breajt.~\  Come,  confefs  who  (hares 
with  me  here. — I  muft  have  her  real  and  poetical 

name Come,  ilie  is  in  fonnet,  Cynthia  ;  in  profe, 

miitrefs 

Camp.  One  you  little  dream  of;  tho'  me  is  in  a 
manner  of  your  placing  there. 

Ld.  H.  My  placing  there  ! 

Camp.  Why,  my  lord,  all  the  fine  things  you  have 
faid  to  me  in  the  camp,  of  my  ladyCharlotte,  your  fa 
ther's  ward,  ran  in  my  head  lo  very  much,  that  I  made 
it  my  bafinefs  to  become  acquainted  in  that  family, 
which  T  did  by  Mr.  Cabinet's  means,  and  am  now  in 
love  in  the  fame  place  with  your  lordfhip. 

Ld.  H.  How  !  in  love  in  the  fame  place  with  me, 
Mr.  Campley  ? 

Camp.  Ay,  my  lord,  with  t'other  fifter,  with  t'other 
fifter.  . 

Ld.  H.  What  a  dunce  was  I,  not  to  know  which, 
without  your  naming  her?  Why,  thou  art  the  only 

man  breathing  fit  to  deal  with  her But  my  Lady 

Charlotte  ; 
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Charlotte;  there's  a  woman  ! — —fo  eafily  virtuous  ; 
fo  agreeably  fevere  ;  her  motion  fo  unaffected,  yet  fo 
compoled  ;  her  lips  breathe  nothing  but  truth,  good 
fenfe,  and  flowing  wit. 

Camp.  Lady  Harriot;  there's  the' woman  !  fuch 
life,  fuch  fpirit,  fi-ch  warmth  in  her  eyes  ;  fuch  a 
lively  commanding  air  in  her  glances  ;  fo  fprightly  a 
mien,  that  carries  in  it  the  triumph  of  confcious  beau- 
ty^  Her  lips  are  made  of  gum  and  balm — There  is 
fomething  in  that  dear  girl  that  fires  my  blood  above 
— above — above — 

Ld.  H.  Above  what  ? 

Camp,   A  grenadier's  march. 

Ld.  H.  A  foft  fimile,  I  mult  confefs But,  Oh, 

that  Charlotte !  to  recline  this  aching  head,  full  of 
care,  on  that  tender,  fnowy,  faithful  bofom 

Camp.  Oh,  that  Harriot !  to  embrace  that  beau 
teous • 

Ld.  H.  Ay,  Tom  ;  but  methinks  your  head  funs 
too  "much  on  the  wedding-night  only,  to  make  your 
happinefs  lading  :  mine  is  fixed  on  the  married  Hate  ; 

I  expeft   my  felicity  from  Lady  Charlotte,  in  her 

friendlhip,   her  conftancy,  her  piety,  her  houfhold 

cares,  her  maternal  tendernefs You  think  not 

of  any  excellence  of  your  miitrefs,  that  is  more  than 

flcin  deep. 

'  Camp.  When  I  know  her  further  than  fkin  deep, 

*  I'll  tell  you  more  of  my  mind.' 

Ld.  H.  t  Oh,  fie,    Tom  !    how  can  you  talk  fo 

*  lightly  of  a  woman  you  love  with  honour' But 

tell  me,  I  wonder  how  you  make  your  approaches  in 
befieging  fuch  a  fort  of  creature;  (he  that  loves  ad- 
drefles,  gallantry,  fiddles ;   that   reigns  an'd  delights 
in  a  croud  of  admirers.     If  I  know  her,  me  is  one  of 
thofe  you   may  eafily  have  a  general  acquaintance 
with,  but  hard  to  make  particular. 

Camp.  You  underftand  her  very  well — You  muft 
know,  I  put  her  out  of  all  her  play,  by  carrying  it  in 
a  humorous  manner  ;  I  took  care,  in  all  my  aftions, 
before  I  difcovered  the  lover,  that  (he  mould,  in  ge 
neral,  have  a  good  ©pinion  of  me ;  and  have  ever 

fince 
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fince  behaved  myfelf  with  all  the  good  humour  and 
cafe  I  was  able  ;  fo  that  (he  is  now  extremely  at  a 
lofs  how  to  throw  me  from  the  familiarity  of  an  ac 
quaintance,  into  the  diitance  of  a  lorer  ;  but  I  laugh 
her  out  of  it;  when  ihe  begins  to  frown,  and  look 
grave  at  my  mink,  I  mimic  her  till  me  burits  out  a 
laughing  '  • 

Ld.  //.  That's  ridiculous  enough. 

Camp.  By  Cabinet's  intereftover  my  Lady  Brump- 
ton,  with  gold  and  flattery  to  Mrs.  Fardingale,  an 
old  maid  herladyfhip  has  placed  about  the  young  la 
dies,  I  have  eafy  accefs  at  all  times,  and  am  this  very 
day  to  be  admitted  by  her  into  their  apartment— — 
1  have  found,  you  muft  know,  that  fhe  is  my  rela 
tion-. 

Ld.  H.  Her  ladymip  has  chofe  an  odd  companion 
for  young  ladies. 

Camp.  Oh,  my  lady's  a  politician  ;  *  Ihe  told  Tat- 
'  tleaid  one  day,  that  an  old  maid  was  the  beft  guard 
*  for  young  ones  ;  for  they,  like  eunuchs  in  a  feraglio, 
'  are  vigilant  out  of  envy  of  enjoyment  they  cannot 
'  themfelves  arrive  at.'  But,  as  I  was  faying,  J  have 
fent  my  coufin  Fardingale  a  fong,  which  me  and  I  are 
to  pra&ife  to  the  fpinnet — The  young  ladies  will  be 
by,  and  I  am  to  be  left  alone  with  Lady  Harriot ; 
then  I  defign  to  make  my  grand  attack,  and  to-day 
win  or  lofe  her.  I  know,  fir,  this  is  an  opportunity 
you  want — If  you'll  meet  me  at  Tom's,  have  a  letter 
ready,  I  will,  myfelf,  deliver  it  to  your  miltrefs,  con- 
dudl  you  into  the  houfe,  and  tell  her  you  are  there, 
and  find  means  to  place  you  together.  You  muft 
march  under  my  command  to-day,  as  I  hare  many  a 
one  under  yours. 

Ld.  H.  But,  faith,  Tom,  I  mail  not  behave  myfelf 
with  half  the  refolution  you  have  under  mine  ;  for, 
to  confefs  my  weaknefs,  though  I  know  Ihe  loves  me, 
though  I  know  fhe  is  as  itedfaftly  mine,  as  her  heart 
can  make  her,  I  know  not  how,  I  have  fo  fublime  an 
idea  of  her  high  value,  and  fuch  ameking  tendernefs 
diflblvcs  my  whole  frame  when  I  am  near  her,  that 
my  tongue  falters,  my  nerves  make,  and  my  heart  fo 
9  alternately 
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alternately  finks  and  rifes,  that  my  premeditated  re- 
Iblves  vanifh  into  confufion,  down -call  eyes,  and 
broken  utterance.———— 

Camp.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  this  is  a  campaigner  too  ! 
Why,  my  lord,  that's  the  condition  Harriot  would 
have  me  in,  and  then  fhe  thinks  me  could  have  me  ; 
hut  I,  that  know  her  better  than  (he  does  hcrfclf, 
know  me  would  infult  me,  and  lead- me  a  t\vo  years 
dance  longer,  and,  perhaps,  in  the  end,  turn  me  in 
to  the  herd  of  the  many  ncgledled  men  of  better 
fcnfe,  who  have  been  ridiculous  for  her  fake-^-But  1 
flinll  make  her  no  fuch  facrifice.  'Tis  well  my  lady 
Charlotte's  a  woman  of  fo  folid  an  underllanding;  I 
don't  know  another  that  would  not  ufe  you  ill  for 
your  high  value. 

I. (I.  H.  But,  Tom,  I  muft  fee  your  fong  you  have 
icnt  your  coufin  Fardingale,  as  you  call  her. 
.    Camp.  This  is  lucky  enough — fy^WV.]— No,  hang 
it,  my  lord,   <i  man  makes  fo  filly  a  figure  when  his 

verfes  are  reading Trim,  thou  haft  not  left  off  thy 

loving  and  thy  rhyming  ;  Trim's  a  critic  :  1  remem 
ber  him  a  fervitor  at  Oxon  :  [Gives  a  paper  to  Trim.} 
I  give  myfelf  into  his  han<ls,  becaufe  you  ihan't  fee 

them  till  I  am  gone My  lord,  your  fervant — you 

ihan't  ftir. 

Ld.  H.  Nor  you  neither,  then.  \Struggling* 

Camp.  You  will  be  obeyed. 

[Exeunt ;  Lord  Hardy  watts  on  him  down. 

Trim.  What  is  in  this  fong — Ha  ! — don't  my  eyes 

deceive  me  ? — a  bill  of  three  hundred  pounds !  [Reads. 

Mr.  Cam, 

Pray  pay  to  Mr.  William  Trim,  or  bearer,  the 
Aim  of  three  hundred  pounds,  and  place  it  to  the  ac 
count  of  Sir, 

Your  humble  fervant, 

THOMAS  CAMPLEY. 

[Pulling  off  bis  bat,  and  leaving.'}  Your  very  humble 
fervant,  good  Mr.  Campley.  Ay,  this  is  poetry  ; 
this  is  a  long  indeed — Faith,  I'll  fet  it,  and  fing  it 

myfelf Pray  pay  to  Mr.  William  Trim fo 

far  in  recitative Three  hundred — [Singing 
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J}ufy.] — hun — dred — hundred Hundred  thrice  re 
peated,  becaufe  'tis  three  hundred  pounds  :  I  love 
repetitions  in  mufic,  when  there  is  a  good  reafon  for 

it Po ds,  after  the  Italian  manner.     If  they 

would  bring  me  fuch  fenfible  words  as  thefe,  I  would 
outllrip  all  your  compofers  for  the  mufic  prize.  This 
was  honeftly  done  of  Mr.  Campley:  though  I  have 
carried  him  many  a  purfe  from  my  mafter,  when  he 
was  errfign  to  our  company  in  Flanders.  [Enter  Lord 
Hardy.]  My  lord,  I  am  your  lordfhip's  humble  fer- 
vant. 

Ld.  H.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant.  But,  pray,  my 
good  familiar  friend,  how  came  you  to  be  fo  very  much 
my  humble  fervant  all  of  a  fudden  ? 

Trim.  I  beg  pardon,  dear  fir;  my  lord,  I  am  not 
your  humble  fervant. 
Ld.  H.  No  ? 

Trim.  Yes,  my  lord,  I  am  ;  but  not  as  you  mean — 
but  I  am — I  am,  my  lord In  fhort,  I  am  over 
joyed. 

'La.  H.  Overjoyed  !   thou  art  diftra&ed What 

ails  the  fellow  r  Where  is  Campley's  fong  ? 

Trim.  Oh,  my  lord  one  would  not  think  it  was  in 
him  !  Mr.  Campley  is  really  a  very  great  poet — As 
for  the  fong,  it  is  only  as  they  all  end  in  rhyme — owe, 
woe  i  ifies,  kifles  ;  boy,  joy — but,  my  lord,  the  other 
in  long  heroic  blank  verfe  :  [Reading  it  'with  a  great 
tone.]  Pray  pay  to  Mr.  William  Trim,  or  order,  the 

fum  of How  fweetly  it  runs  ! — Pa&olian  guineas 

chink  in  every  line. 

Ld.  H.  How  very  handfomely  this  was  done  in 
Campley  !  I  wondered,  indeed,  he  was  fo  willing  to 
ftew  his  verfes.  In  how  carelefs  a  manner  that  fellow 
does  the  greateft  actions  ! 

Trim.  My  lord,  pray,  my  lord,  (han't  I  go  imme 
diately  to  Cutpurfe's  ? 

Ld.  H.  No,  firrah  ;  now  we  have  no  occafion  for  it. 

Trim.  No,  my  lord,  only  to  ilare  him  full  in  the 

face  after  I  have  received  this  money,  not  fay  a  word, 

but  keep  my  hat  on,  and  walk  out:   or,  perhaps,  noc 

hear,  if  any  I  meet  with  fpeak  to  me  :  but  grow  ftiff, 

deaf, 
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deaf,  and  fhort-fighted  to  all  my  old  acquaintance, 
like  a  fudden  rich  man  as  I  am  ;  or,  perhaps,  my 
lord,  defire  Cutpurfe's  clerk  to  let  me  leave  fifty 
pounds  at  their  houfe,  payable  to  Mr.  William  Trim, 
or  order — till  I  come  that  way— or  a  month  or  two 
hence,  may  have  occafion  for  it — I  don't  know  what 

hills  may  be  drawn  upon   me Then,   when  the 

clerk  begins  to  ftare  at  me,  till  he  pulls  the  great 
goofe  quill  from  behind  his  ear,  [Pulls  a  handful  of 
farthings  out.]  I  fall  a  reckoning  the  pieces,  as  I  do 
thefe  farthings. 

Ld.  H.  Well,  firrah,  you  may  have  your  humour, 
but  be  fure  you  take  fourfcore  pounds,  and  pay  my 
debts  immediately — if  you  meet  any  officer  yon  ever 
fee  me  in  company  with,  that  looks  grave  at  Cut 
purfe's  houfe,  tell  him  I'll  fpeak  with  him — We  muft 
help  our  friends — But  learn  moderation,  you  rogue, 
in  your  good  fortune  ;  be  at  home  all  the  evening 
after,  while  I  wait  at  Tom's  to  meet  Campley,  in  or 
der  to  fee  lady  Charlotte 

My  good  or  ill  in  her  alone  is  found, 

And  in  that  thought  all  other  cares  are  drown'd. 

[Exit. 

Trim.  Oh  dear,  dear,  three  hundred  pounds.   [Exit. 
Enter  Sable,  Lord  Brumpton,  and  Trufty. 

Sab.  Why,  my  lord,  you  can't  in  confcience  put 
me  off  fo ;  I  muft  do  according  to  my  orders,  cut 
you  up,  and  embalm  you,  except  you'll  come  down 
a  little  deeper  than  you  talk  of;  you  don't  confider 
the  charges  I  have  been  at  already. 

Ld.  B.  Charges  !   for  what  ? 

Sab.  Firft,  twenty  guineas  to  my  lady's  woman 
for  notice  of  your  death,  (a  fee  I've  before  now  known 
the  widow  herfelf  go  halves  in)  but  no  matter  for 
that — in  the  next  place,  ten  pounds  for  watching  you 
all  your  long  fit  of  ficknefs  lail  winter 

Ld.  B.  Watching  me  ?  Why  I  had  none  but  my 
own  fervants  by  turns. 

Sab.  I  mean  attending  to  give  notice  of  your  death. 
I  had  all  your  long  fit  of  ficknefs,  Lift  winter,  at  half 
a  crown  a  day,  a  fellow  waiting  at  your  gate  to  bring 
me  intelligence,  but  you  unfortunately  recovered,  and 
I  loft  all  my  obliging  pains  for  your  fervice, 

B  LJ.  £. 
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Ld.  B.  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  Sable,  thou'rt  a  very  im 
pudent  fellow.  Haifa  crown  a  day  to  attend  my  de- 
ceafe,  and  doll  thou  reckon  it  to  me  ? 

Sab.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  don't  ftand  flaring  at 

me 1  have    a   book   at  home,  which   I  call   my 

doomfday-book,  where  I  have  every  man  of  quality's 
age    and  diftemper  in  town,  and   know  when  you 

fhould  drop Nay,  my  lord,  if  you  had  reflected 

upon  your  mortality,  half  fo  much  as  poor  I  have  for 

you,  you  would  not  defire  to  return  to  life  thus 

in  fhort,  I  cannot  keep  this  a  fecret,  under  the  whole 
money  I  am  to  have  for  burying  you. 

Ld.  B.  Trufty,  if  you  think  it  fafe  in  you  to  obey 
my  orders  after  the  deed  Puzzle  told  his  clerk  of,  pay 

it  him 

Truf.  I  mould  be  glad  to  give  it  out  of  my  own 
pocket,  rather  than  be  without  the  fatisfaclion  of  fee 
ing  you  witnefs  to  it. 

Ld.  B.  I  heartily  believe  thee,  dear  Trufty 
Sab.  Then,  my  lord,  the  fecret  of  your  being  alive 
is-now  fafe  with  me. 

Truf.  I'll  warrant  I'll  be  reveng'd  of  this  unconfci- 

onable  dog.   [^4/ide.] My  lord,  you  muft  to  your 

clofet 1  fear  fomebody's  coming 

[Exeunt  Sab.  one  --way,  and  Ld.  B.  and  Trufty  another. 
SCENE  draws  and  difcovers  Lady  Charlotte  reading  at 

a.  table Lady  Harriot  playing  at  a  glafs  to  and 

fro,  and  viewing  kerfclf. 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  good  fage  fifter,  ycu  may  as  well  talk 
to  me,  [Lookingat  herfelf  as  Jhe  fpcaks.~\  as  fit  flaring  at 
a  book,  which  I  know  you  can't  attend — Good  Dr. 
Lucas  may  have  writ  there  what  he  pleafes,  but  there's 
no  putting  Francis  Lord  Hardy,  now  Earl  of  Brump- 
ton,  out  of  your  head,  or  making  him  abfent  from 
your  eyes.  Do  but  look  on  me  now,  and  deny  it  if 
you  can. 

L.  Ch.  You  are  the  maddeft  girl [Smiling. 

L.  Ha.  Look  ye,  I  knew  you  could  not  fay  it,  and 
forbear  laughing — [Looking  over  Charlotte.] — Oh,  I 

fee  his  name  as  plain  as  you  do F — r — a — n  Fran, 

c-i-s  cis,  Francis,  'tis  in  every  line  of  the  book. 

L.  Ch.  [Rifing.']  'Tib  in  vain,  I  fee,  to  mind  any 
thing  in  fuch  impertinent  company — but  granting 

'twere 
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as  you  fay,  as  to  my  lord  Hardy,  'tis  more  ex- 
cufable  to  admire  another,  than  one's  felf- 

L.  Ha.  No,  I  think  not — Yes,   I  grant  you  than 
really  to  be  vain  at  one's  perfon,   but  I  don't  admire 

myfelf Pirn  !  I   don't  believe  my  eyes  have  that 

foftnefs — [Looking  in  the  glafs.}  They  an't  fo  pier 
cing  :  no,  'tis  only  ituff,  the  men  will  be  talking 

Some  people  are  fuch  admirers  of  teeth — Lord,  what 
fignifies  teeth!  [Shewing  her  teeth. ~\  A  very  black-a- 

moor  has  as  white  teeth  as  I No,  fifter,  I   don't 

admire  myfelf,but  I've  a  fpirit  of  contradi&ion  in  me  : 
I  don't  know  I'm  in  love  with  myfelf,  only  to  rival 
the  men 

L.  Cb.  Ay,  but  Mr.  Campley  will  gain  ground 
ev'n  of  that  rival  of  his,  your  dear  felf— — — 

L.  Ha,  Oh,  what  have  I  done  to  you,  that  you 
fhould  name  that  infolent  intruder — A  confident  opi- 

nionative  fop No,  indeed,  if  I  am,  as  a  poetical 

lover  of  mine  fighed  and  fung  of  both  fexes, 

The  public  envy,  and  the  public  care. 
I  fhan't  be  fo  eafily  catched — I  thank  him — I  want 
but  to  be  fure,  I  fhou'd  heartily  torment  him,  by  ba- 
nifhing  him,  and  then  confider  whether  he  mould 
depart  this  life  or  not. 

L.Cb.  Indeed,  fifter,  to  be  ferious  with  you,  this 
vanity  in  your  humour  does  not  at  all  become  you. 

L.  Ha.  Vanity!  All  the  matter  is,  we  gay  people 
nre  more  fmcere  than  you  wife  folks  :  all  your  life's 
an  art — Speak  your  foul — Look  you  there — [Hauling 
her  to  thz  glafs.~]  Are  you  not  ftruck  with  a  fecretplea- 
fure,  when  you  view  that  bloom  in  your  look,  that 
harmony  in  your  fnape,  that  promptitude  of  your 
mien  ! 

L.  Cb.  Well,  fimpleton,  if  I  am  at  firft  fo  filly  as 
to  be  a  little  taken  with  myfelf,  I  know  it  a  fault, 
and  take  pains  to  correct  it.  . 

L.  Ha.  Plhaw!  pfhaw  !  talk  this  mufty  tale  to 
old  Mrs.  Fardingale,  'tis  too  foon  for  me  to  think  at 
:hat  rate. 

L.  Cb.  They  that  think  it  too  foon  to  underftand 
themfelves,  will  very  foon  find  it  too  late — But  tell 
me  honeilly,  don't  you  like  Campley  ? 

L.  Ha.  The  fellow  is  not  to  be  abhorred,  if  the 
B  z  forward 
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forward  thing  did  not  think  of  getting  me  fo  eafily — 
Oh,  I  hate  a  heart  I  can't  break  when  I  pleafe — 
What  makes  the  value  of  dear  china,  but  that  'tis 
fo  brittle  ! — were  it  not  for  that,  you  might  as  well 

have  flone  mugs  in  your  clofet 

L.  Ch.  Hift,  hift,  here's  Fardingale. 

Enter  Fardingale. 

Far.  Lady  Harriot,  lady  Charlotte — I'll  entertain 
you  now  ;  I've  a  new  fong,  juft  come  hot  out  of  the 
poet's  brain.  Lady  Charlotte,  my  coufm  Campley 
writ  it,  and  it's  fet  to  a  pretty  air,,  I  warrant  you. 

L.  Ha.  'Tis  like  to  be  pretty  indeed,  of  his  writ 
ing.  [Flings  anvay. 
Far.  Come,  come,  this  is  not  one  of  your  tringhara 
trangham,  witty  things,  that  your  poor  poets  write  ; 
no,  'tis  well  known  my  coufin  Campley  has  two 
thoufand  pounds  a  year — But  this  is  all  diffimulation 
in  you. 

L.  Ch.  'Tis  fo  indeed,  for  your  coufin's  fong's  very 
pretty,  Mrs.  Pardingale.  \Reads. 

Let  not  love  on  me  beftow, 

Soft  diftrefs,  and  tender  woe  ; 

I  know  none  but  fubftantial  blifles, 

Eager  glances,  folid  kifles; 

I  know  not  what  the  lovers  feign, 

Of  finer  pleafure  mix'd  with  pain  ; 

Then  pr'ythee  give  me,  gentle  boy, 

None  of  thy  grief,  but  all  thy  joy. 
But  Harriot  thinks  that  a  little  unreafonable,  to  ex- 
peft  one  without  enduring  t'other. 

Enter  Servant. 
Ser.  There's  your  coufin  Campley  to  wait  on  you 

without 

Far.  Let  him  come  in we  fhall  have  the  fong- 

now — — 

Enter  Campley. 

Camp.  Ladies,  your  moft  obedient  iervant — Your 
fervant,  lady  Charlotte — Servant,  ladyHarriot — [Har 
riot  looks  grave  upon  hirn.~\  What's  the  matter,  dear  lady 
Harriot — Not  well  r  1  proteft  to  you  I'm  mightily 
concerned — [Pulls  out  a  bottle.~\  This  is  a  moft  excel 
lent  fpirit— inuir'it  up,  madain. 

L.  Ha. 
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L,  Ha.  Pifh — the  familiar  coxcomb  frets  me  hear 
tily 

Camp.   'Twill  be  over,  I  hope,  immediately. 

L.  Cb.  Your  coufm  Fardingale  has  (hewn  us  fome 
of  your  poetry  ;  there's  the  fpinnet,  Mr.  Campley, 
I  know  you're  mufical. 

Camp.  You  fhould  not  have  called  it  my  poetry. 

Far.  Who  waits  there — Pray  bring  my  lute  out  of 
the  next  room — [Enter  fervant  --with  a  lute."\  You  mull 
know  I  conn'd  this  fong  before  I  came  in,  and  find  it 
will  go  to  an  excellent  air  of  old  Mr.  Laxvs's,  who  was 
my  mother's  intimate  acquaintance :  my  mother's, 
what  do  I  talk  of?  I  mean  my  grand-mother's — Oh, 
here's  the  lute—  Coufin  Campley,  hold  the  fong  upon 
your  hat.  [Afidt  to  him.']  'Tis  a  pretty  gallantry  to  a 
relation. 

Sings  and  /quails. 

Let  not  love,   &c. 

Ob,   I  have  left  off  thefe  things  many  a  day. 

Camp.  No  ;  I  profefs,  madam,  you  do  it  admirably 
—but  are  not  allured  enough — Take  it  higher — [In 
her  own  fquall.\ — Thus — I  know  your  voice  will 
bear  it. 

L.Ha.  Oh,  hideous  !  Oh,  thegrofs  flatterer— I  fhall 
burft — Mrs.  Fardingale,  pray  go  on,  the  mufic  iitt 
the  words  moft  aptly — Take  it  higher,  as  your  cou- 
fm  advifes. 

Far.  Oh,  dear  madam,  do  you  really  like  it — I  to 
it  purely  to  pleafe  you — for  I  can't  iing,  alas  ! 

L.  Cb.  We  know  it,  good  madam,  we  know  it— 
But  pray 

Far.  Let  not  love,  and  fubftant5.il  blifTes,  is  lively 
enough,  and  ran  accordingly  in  the  tune.  [Curtjtts 
to  the  company.]  Now  I  took  it  higher. 

L.  Ha.  Incomparably  done  !  nothing  can  e^ual  it, 
except  your  coufm  fang  his  own  poetry. 

Camp.  Madam,  from  my  lord  Hardy — [Delivers  a 
letter  to  Lady  Charlotte.]  How  do  you  fay,  my  lady 
Harriot,  except  I  fing  it  myfelf !  then  I  affure  yoa 
I  will. 

L.  Ch.  I  han't  patience,  I  mufl  go  read  my  letter. 

[Exit. 
B   3  Catnp* 
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Camp.  [Sings.]  Let  not  love,  &c. 
Far.  Blefs  me,  what's  become  of  lady  Charlotte  f 

[Exit. 

L.  Ha.  Mrs.  Fardingale,  Mrs.  Fardingale,  what, 
tnuft  we  lofe  you  ?  [Campley  runs  to  the  door,  takes  the 
key  cut,  and  locks  her  ;'».]  What  means  this  infolence  ? 
a  plot  upon  me.  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ? 

Camp.  Yes,  madam,  you're  my  lady  Harriot  Love 
ly,  with  ten  thoufand  pounds  in  your  pocket;  and  I 
am    Mr.    Campley,    with   two  thoufand   a  year— of 
quality  enough  to  pretend  to  you — And  F  do  defign, 
before  I  leave  this  room,  to  hear  you  talk  like  a  rea- 
fonable  woman,  as  nature  has  made  you.     Nay,  'tis 
•in  vain  to  flounce,  and  difcompofe  yourfelf  and  your 
•tlrefs. 

L.  Ha.  If  there  are  fwords,   if  they  are  men  of 
honour,  and  not  all  daftards,  cowards  that  pretend 

to  this  injured  perfon [Running  round  the  room. 

Camp.  Ay,  ay,  madam,  let  'em  come — That's  put 
ting  me  in  my  way,  fighting's  rny  trade — but  you've 

ufcd  all  mankind  too  ill  to  expeft  fo  much  fervice 

"  in  fhort,  madam,  were  you  a  fool,  I  mould  not  defire 
to  expoftulate  with  you  [Seizing  her  hand. 

L.  Ha.   Unhand  me,  ravifher — [Pulls  her  hand  from, 
kirn,   and  runs  round  the  room,   Campley  after  her. 
Camp.  But,  madam,  madam,  madam,  why  madam  ! 
Pr*ythee,  Cynthia,  look  behind  you,         [Sings. 
Age  and  wrinkles  will  o'ertake  you. 
L.  Ha.  Age,  wrinkles,  fmall-pox,  nay,  any  thing 
that's  molt  ahhorrent  to  youth  and  bloom,  were  wel 
come  in  the  place  of  fo  detefted  a  creature. 

Camp.  No  fuch  matter,  Lady  Harriot ;  I  would  not 
be  a  vain  coxcomb,  but  I  know  1  am  not  deferable, 
nay,  know  where  you've  faid  as  much  before  you  un- 
derltood  me  for  your  fervant.  Was  I  immediately 
transformed  becaufe  I  became  your  lover  ? 

L.  Ha.  My  lover,  fir  r  did  I  ever  give  you  reafon 
to  think  I  admitted  you  as  fuch  ? 

Camp.  Yes,  you  did  in  your  ufing  me  ill— for  if  you 
did  not  aflume  upon  the  fcore  of  my  pretending  to 
you,  how  do  you  anfwer  yourfelf  fome  parts  of  your 
behaviour  to  me  as  a  gentleman — 'Tis  trivial  all  this 
in  you,  and  derogates  from  the  good  fenfe  I  know  you 

mi  fire  fs 
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mitlrefs  of.  Do  but  confider,  madam,  I  have  long 
loved  you — bore  with  this  fantaltic  humour  through 
all  its  mazes — Nay,  do  not  frown- — for  'tis  no  better 

> 1  fay,  I  have  bore  with  this  humour,  but  would 

you  have  me  with  an  unmanly  fervitude  teed  it  ?-— No, 
I  love  with  too  fincere,  too  honeft  a  devotion,  and 
would  have  your  mind  as  faultlefs  as  your  perfon, 
which  'twould  be,  if  you'll  lay  afide  this  vanity  of 
.being  purfued  with  fighs,  with  flatteries,  with  non- 
fen  fe. [She  watts  abcut  lefs  violently,  but  more 

fonfufed.~\  Oh,  my  heart  akes  at  the  difturbance  which 
1  give  her,  but  me  muft  not  fee  it — \_djide. ~\  Had  I 
not  better  tell  you  of  it  now,  than  when  you  are  in. 
•my  power  ;  I  mould  be  then  too  generous  to  thwart 
your  inclination. 

L.  Ha.  That  is  indeed  very  handfomely  faid.  Why 
/hould  I  not  obc-y  re~afon  as  loon  as  I  fee  it — [AJide.  ] 
Since  fo,  Mr.  Campley,  I  can  as  ingenuoufly  as  I 
fhouid  then,  acknowledge  that  I  have  been  in  an 
error,  \_Lcoking  clown  on  her  fan. 

Camp.  Nay,  that's  too  great  a  condefceniion.  Oh, 
excellence  !  I  repent !  I  lee  'twas  but  juftice  in  you  to 
demand  my  knees,  [Kneeling.']  my  fighs,  my  con- 
flant,  tendereft  regard  and  fervice — And  you  lhall 

have 'em,  fmce  you  are  above 'em 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  Mr.  Campley,  you  wont  recal  me  to 

a  fault  you  have  fo  lately  fhewn  me 1  will  not  fuf- 

for   this no   more  ecftafies !    But   pray,  fir,  what 

was't  you  did  to  get  my  filter  out  of  the  room  ? 

Ca?np.  You  may  know  it,  and  I  muft  defire  you  to 
affift  my  Lord  Hardy  there,  who  writ  to  her  by  me — 
For  he  is  no  ravifher,  as  you  called  me  juft  now.— 

. He  is  now  in  the  houfe And  1  would  fain 

gain  an  interview 

L.  Ha.  That  they  may  have — But  they'll  make 
little  ufe  of  it :  for  the  tongue  is  the  inftrument  of 
fpeech  to  us  of  a  lower  form  ;  they  are  of  that  high 
order  of  lovers,  who  know  none  but  eloquent  filence, 
and  can  utter  themfelves  only  by  a  geflure  that  fpeaks 

their  paffion   inexpreffible and  what  not  fine 

things. 

Camp.  But  pray  let's  go  into  your  filler's  clofet, 
while  they  are  together. 

B  4  L.  Ha. 
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L .  Ha.  I  fwear  I  don't  know  how  to  fee  my  fiter 
— -fhe'll  laugh  me  to  death  to  fee  me  out  of  my  pan- 

toufles,  and  you  and  I  thus  familiar However,  I 

know  ihe'll  approve  it. 

Camp.  You  may  boaft  yourfelf  an  heroine  to  her, 
and  the  firft  woman  that  was  ever  vanquifhed  by  hear 
ing  truth,  and  had  fincerity  enough  to  receive  fo 
rough  an  obligation,  as  being  made  acquainted  with 
her  faults — Come,  madam,  ftand  your  ground  bravely, 
we'll  march  in  to  her  thus. 

[She  leaning  on  Campley. 

L.  Ha.  Who'll  believe  a  woman's  anger  more  ?  I've 
betray'd  the  whole  fex  to  you,  Mr.  Campley. 

[Exeunt. 
Re-enter  Lord  Hardy  and  Campley. 

Camp.  My  lord,  her  fifter,  who  now  is  mine,  will 

immediately  fend  her  hither But  be  yourfelf——— 

Charge  he'r  bravely '  I  wifti  me  were  a  cannon— 

'  An  eighteen-pounder  for  your  fake — Then  I  know, 
'  were  there  occafion,  you'd  be  in  the  mouth  of 
'  her ' 

L<1.  H.  I  long,  yet  fear  to  fee  her  I  know  I  am 
unable  to  utter  myfelf 

Camp.  Come,  retire  here  'till  me  appears. 
Enter  Lady  Charlotte. 

L.  Ch.  Now  is  the  tender  moment  now  approach 
ing.  [AJide.~\  There  he  is  [They  approach  and  falute 
each  other,  trembling,}  Your  lordfhip  will  pleafe  to  fit  ; 
[After  a  <very  long  paufe,  ftolen  glances,  and  irrtfolute 
gejiures."]  your  lordihip,  I  think,  has  travelled  thofe 
parts  of  Italy  where  the  armies  are 

Ld.  H.  Yes,  madam. 

L.Ch.  I  think  I  have  letters  from  you,  dated 
Mantua. 

Ld.  H.  I  hope  you  have,  madam,  and  that  their 
purpofe 

L.  Ch.   My  lord?  [Looking  ferious  and  c»nfuftJ. 

Ld.  H.  Was  not  your  ladyfhip  going  to  fay  ibmc- 
thing  ? 

L.  Ch.  I  only  attended  to  what  your  lordmip  was 
going  to  fay  — That  is,  my  lord — But  you  were,  I 
believe,  going  to  fay  fomething  of  that  garden  of  the 
world,  Italy — I  am  very  forry  your  misfortunes  in 

England 
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England  are  fuch  as  make  you  juftly  regret  your 
leaving  that  place. 

Ld.  H.  There  is  a  perfon  in  England  may  make 
thofe  lofles  infenfible  ta  me. 

L.  Ch.  Indeed,  my  lord,  there  have  fo  very  few 
•f  quality  attended  his  majefty  in  the  war,  that  your 
birth  and  merit  may  well  hope  for  his  favour. 

Ld.  H.  I  have,  indeed,  all  the  zeal  in  the  world 
for  his  majefty 's  fervice,  and  moft  grateful  affe&ion 
for  his  perfon,  but  did  not  then  mean  him. 

L.  Ch.  But  can  you  indeed  impartially  fay  that 
our  fland  is  really  preferable  to  the  relt  of  the  world, 
or  is  it  an  arrogance  only  in  us  to  think  fo  i 

Ld.  H.  I  profefs,  madam,  that  little  I  have  feen 
has  but  more  endeared  England  to  me;  for  that 
medley  of  humours  which  perhaps  diftra&s  our  pub 
lic  affairs,  does,  methinks,  improve  our  private  lives, 
and  makes  converfation  more  various,  and  confe- 
quent'./  more  pleafing — Every  where  elfe,  both  men 
and  things  have  the  fame  countenance — In  France 
you  meet  with  much  civility  and  little  friendfhip ;  in 
Holland,  deep  attention,  but  little  refieclron ;  in 
Italy,  all  pleafure,  but  no  mirth — But  here  with  us, 
where  you  have  every  where  pretenders,  or  mailers  in 
every  thing,  you  can't  fall  into  company,  wherein 
you  mall  not  be  inftrufted  or  diverted. 

L.  Ch.  I  never  had  an  account  of  any  thing  from 
you,  my  lord,  but  I  mourned  the  lofs  of  my  brother, 
you  would  have  been  fo  happy  a  companion  for  him — 
With  that  right  fenfe  of  yours — My  lord,  you  need 

not  bow  fo  obfequioully,  for  I  do  you  but  juftice 

But  you  fent  me  word  of  your  feeing  a  lady  in  Italy 
very  like  me Did  you  vifit  her  often  ? 

Ld.  H.  Once  or  twice,  but  I  obferved  her  fo  loofe 
ft  creature,  that  J  could  have  killed  her  for  having 
your  perfon. 

L.  Ch.  I  thank  you,  fir;  but  Heaven  that  pre- 
ferves  me  unlike  her,  will,  I  hope,  make  her  more 
like  me  — But  your  fellow-traveller — His  relations 
themfelves  know  not  a  juil  account  of  him. 

Ld.  H.  The  original  caufe  of  his  fever  was  a  violent 

pafiion  for  a  fine  youn<j;  woman  he  had  not  jiower  to 

"  B  5  fpeak 
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fpeak  to— but  I  told  her  his  regard  for  her  as  paf- 
iionately  as  poflible. 

L.  Ch.  You  were  to  him,  what  Mr.  Campley  has 
been  to  you  -Whither  am  I  running — Poor — your 
friend  —  Poor  gent!eman. 

Ld.  H.    I  hope,  then,  as  Campley's  eloquence  is 
greater,  fo  has  been  his  fuccefs. 
L.  Ch.  My  lord  ? 
Ld.  H.   Your  lady/hip's. 

Enter  Lady  Harriot. 

L,  Ha.  Undone  !  undone  !  Tattelaid  has  found, 
by  fonie  means  or  other,  that  Campley  brought  my 
Lord  Hardy  hither  ;  we  are  utterly  ruined,  my  lady's 

.coming 

Ld.  H.  I'll  flay  and  confront  her. 

L.  Ch.  It  muft  not  be we  are  too  much  in  her 

.power. 

Enter  Campley. 

Camp.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  we're  route4  horfe 
and  foot — Down  the  back  flairs,  and  io  out. 

[Exeunt. 
Lades.  Ay,  ay    • 

L.  Ha.  I  tremble  every  joint  of  me 

L.  Cb.  I'm  at  a  ftand  a  little,  but  rage  will  recover 

me  ;  flic's  coming  in 

Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  Ladies,  your  fervant — I  fear  I  interrupt  you, 
have  you  company  ?  Lady  Harriot,  your  fervant,  Lady 
Charlotte,  your  fervant  ?  What,  not  a  word—  Oh,  I 
beg  your  ladyfhip's  pardon — Lady  Charlotte  did  1  fay  ? 
My  young  Lady  Brumpton,  I  wifh  you  joy. 

L.  Ch.  Oh,  your  fervant,  Lady  Dowager  Brump 
ton That's  an  appellation  of  much  more  joy'  to 

you 

Wid.  So  fmart,  madam  ;  but  you  fhould,  methinks, 
have  made  one  acquainted — Yet,  madam,  your  con- 

duft  is  feen  through 

L.  Ch.   My  conducl,  Lady  Brumpton  ! 
Wid.  Your  conduct,  Lady  Charlotte  ! 

[Coming  up  to  each  ether. 
L.  Ch.  Madam,  'tis  you  are  feen  througii  all  your 

thin  difguifes 

Wid.  I  feen  ?  By  whom  ! 
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L.  Ch.  By  an  all-piercing  eye  ;  nay,  by  what  you 
much  more  fear,  the  eye  of  the  world — The  world 
fees  you,  or  mall  fee  you  :  it  fliall  know  your  fecret 
intemperance,  your  public  fafting — Loofe  poems  in 
your  clofet,  nn  homily  on  your  toilette — Your  eafy 
fkilful  praclifed  hypocrify,  by  which  you  wrought  on 
your  hufband  bafely  to  transfer  the  truft  and  w'ard  of 
us,  two  helplefs  virgins,  into  the  hands  and  care  of — 
1  cannot  name  it — You're  a  wicked  woman. 

L.  Ha.  {Afide.~\  Oh,  rare  filter!  'Tis  a  fine  thing 
to  keep  one's  anger  in  ftock  by  one  ;  we  that  are 
angry  and  pleafed  every  half  hour,  have  nothing  at 
all  of  tais  High-flown  fury  1  Why,  fhe  rages  like  a 
piincefs  in  a  tragedy  !  Bleflings  on  her  tongue 

Wid.  Is  this  the  effect  of  your  morning  lectures, 
your  felf-ex.araination,.  all  this  fury. 

L.  Ch.  Yes,  it  is,  madam  ;  if  I  take  pains  to  go 
vern  my  paffions,  it  ihall  not  give  licence  to  others  to 
govern  'em  for  me 

Wid.  Well,  lady  Charlotte,  however  you  ill  deferve 
it  of  me,  I  lhall  take  care,  while  there  are  locks  and 
bars,  to  keep  you  from  Lord  Hardy — From  being  a 
leger  lady,,  from  carrying  a  knapfack. 

L.Ch.  Knapfack!  Do  you  upbraid  the  poverty 
your  own  wicked  arts  have  brought  him  to — Knap 
fack  !  Oh,  grant  me  patience,  can  I  hear  this  of  the 
man  I  love  ?  Knapfack  !  I  have  not  words. 

\Stamps  about  the  rocm.. 

Wid.  I  leave  you  to  cool  upon  it ;.  love  and  anger 
are  very  warm  paflions [£xit. 

L.  Ha.  She  has  locked  us  in - 

L.  Ch.  Knapfack  !   Well,.  I  will  break  walls  to  go 
to  him  — '  1  could  fit  down  and  cry  my  eyes  out  !  Dear 
*  lifter,  what  a  rage  have  I-been  in  ?'  Knapfack  !  I'll 
give  vent   to  my  juft  refentment — Oh,  how   mall  I 
avoid  this    bafe    woman,    how    meet   that   excellent 
man  !   '  What  an  helplefs  condition  are  you  and  I  in 
now  ?  If  we  run  into  the  world,  that  youth  and  in 
nocence,  which  Jhould  demand  affiftance,  does  but 
attract  invaders.     Will  Providence  guard  us  ?  How 
do  1  fee  thatjour  fex  is  naturally  indigent  of  pro- 
te&ion :.'— rl  hope  'tis  in  fate  to  crown  our  loves ;; 
B  6  for 
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for  it  is  only  in  the  protection  of  men  of  honour,  that 

we  are  naturally  truly  fafe  ; 

'  And  woman's  happinefs,  fer  all  her  fcorn, 
*  Is  only  by  that  fide  whence  (he  was  born.' 

Exeunt, 


ACT     III. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy,   Campley,  and  Trim. 
Ld.  H.    ^"Tp-HAT  jade  Tattelaid  faw  me  upon  the 
A      flairs,  for  I  had  not  patience  to  keep 
my  concealment,  but  mufl  peep  out  to  fee  what  was 
become  of  you. 

Camp.  But  we  have  advice,  however,  it  feems,  from 
the  garrifon  already — this  miftrefs  of  Trim's  is  a 
mighty  lucky  accident 

Trim.  Ay,  gentlemen,  (he  has  free  egrefs  and  re- 
grefs,  and  you  know  the  French  are  the  beft  bred 
people  in  the  world — (he'll  be  affiftant — but,  'faith, 
j  have  one  fcruple  that  hangs  about  me — and  that  is 
— Look  you,  my  lord,  we  fervants  have  no  matters 
in  their  abfence — In  a  word,  when  I  am  with  made- 
moifelle,  I  talk  of  your  lordfhip  as  only  a  particular 
acquaintance,  that  I  do  buiinefs  indeed  for  you  fome- 
times — I  mufl  iieeds  fay,  cries  I,  that  indeed  my 
Lord  Hardy  is  really  a  perfon  I  have  a  great  honour 
for. 

Ld.  H.  Pifh  !  is  that  all  ?  I  underftand  you — 
your  miftrefs  does  not  know  that  you  do  me  the  ho 
nour  to  clean  my  (hoes  or  fo,  upon  occafion — Pr'y- 
thee,  Will,  make  yourfelf  as  confiderable  as  you 
pleafe. 

Trim.  Well  then,  your  Jeflbn  is  this-  She  out 
of  her  refpecl  to  me,  and  underftanding  Mr.  Camp- 
ley  was  an  intimate  of  my  friend  my  Lord  Hardy, 
and  condelcending  (though  (he  is  of  a  great  houfe  in 
France)  to  make  mantua's  for  the  improvement  of  the 

Englifh which  gives  her  eafy  admittance — She,   I 

fay,  moved  by  thefe  promifes,  has  vouchfafed  to 
bring  a  letter  from  my  Lady  Harriot  to  Mr.  Campley, 
r.nd  came  to  me  to  bring  her  to  him.  You  are  to  un 
derftand  alfo,  that  (he  is  drefled  in  the  lateit  French 

6  cut  ; 
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cut ;  her  drefs  is  the  model  of  their  habit,  and  herfelf 
of  their  manners — for  Ihe  is — But  you  mall  fee  her— 

[Exit. 

Ld.  H.  This  gives  me  fome  life! — Cheer  up,. 
Tom — but  behold  the  folemnity — Do  you  fee  Trim's 
gallantry  ?  I  mail  laugh  out. 

Enter  Trim  leading  in  Mademoifelle. 

Trim.  My  dear  Lord  Hardy,  this  is  Mademoifelle 
d'Epingle,  whofe  name  you've  often  heard  me  ugh — 
[Lord  Hardy  falutes  ker.~\  Mr.  Campley — Made 
moifelle  d'Epingle.  [Campley  fa/utes  her* 

Mad.  Votre  fervante,  gentlemen,  votre  fervante— 

Camp.  I  proteft  to  you,  I  never  faw  any  thing  fo 
becoming  as  your  drefs— mall  I  beg  the  favour  you'd 
condefcend  to  let  Mr.  Trim  lead  you  once  round  the 
room,  that  I  may  admire  the  elegance  of  your  habit — 

[Trim  leads  her  round. 

Ld.  H.  How  could  you  afk  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Camp,  Pfhavv,  my  lord,  you're  a  bafhful  Englifh 
fellow — You  fee  me  is  not  furprifed  at  it,  but  thinks 
me  gallant  in  defiring  it — Oh,  madam,  your  air  ! — 
The  negligence,  the  difengagernent  of  your  manner  ! 
Oh,  how  delicate  is  your  noble  nation — *  I  fwear, 
«  there's  none  but  the  clumfy  Dutch  and  Englifh. 

'  would   oppofe    fuch  polite    conquerors' When. 

mail  you  fee  an  Englifh  woman  fo  drefled? 

Mad.  De  Englife  !  poor  barbarians,  poor  favages, 
dey  know  no  more  of  de  drefs,  but  to  cover  dere  na- 
kednefs  [Glides  along  the  room.]  Dey  be  cloded,  bat 
no  drefled — But,  Monfieur  Terim,  which  Monfieur 
Campley  ? 

Trim.  That's  honeft  Tom  Campley" 

Camp.  At  your  fervice,  mademoifelle 

Mad.  I  fear  I  incur  de  cenfure,  [Pulling  out  ike  let- 
ter,  a?id  recolhtting  as  loth  to  deliver  it.]  but  Mr. 
Terim  being  your  intimate  friend,  and  I  deiigning  to 
honour  him  in  de  way  of  an  huiband — So,  fo,  how  do 
I  ran  away  in  difl  mrfe — —I  never  make  promife  to 
Mr.  Terim  before,  and  now  doit  par  accident  — 

Camp.  De:ir  Will  Trim  is  extremely  obliging  in 
having  prevailed  upon  you  to  do  a  thing,  that  the  fe- 
vcrity  of  your  virtue,  and  the  greatnefs  of  your  qua 
lity,  *  (though  aftranger  in  the  country  you  now  ho- 

'  nour 
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'  nour   by  your  dwelling  in  it)'  would   not  let  you 
otherwife  condefcend  to 

Mad.  Oh,  monfieur !  Oh,  monfieur !  you  fpeak 
my  very  thoughts — Oh,  I  don't  know  how!  Pardon 
me  to  give  a  billet — it  fo  look  !  Oh  fy  !  I  cannot  ftay 
after  it—  [Drops  it,  runs  ajf'ettedly  to  the*  other  end  cf 
the  room,  then  quite  out,  re-enters.  \  1  beg  ten  thoufand 
pardons  for  go  fo  mal-a-propos.  [Curtjies  as  going. 

Ld.  H.  Your  fervant,  good  madam  —  Mr.  Trim, 
you  know  you  command  here— — pray,  if  Madame 
d'Epingle  will  honour  our  cottage  with  longer  ftay, 
.wait  on  her  in  and  entertain  her — Pray,  fir,  be 
free 

Trim.  My  lord,  you  know  your  power  over  me,  I'm. 
;all  complaifance \Lcads  her  cut. 

Camp.  Now  to  my  dear  epiflle 

"  Sir, 

"  There  is  one  thing  which  you  were  too  generous 
to  touch  upon  in  our  laft  converfation  —We  have 
reafon  to  fear  the  widow's  practices  in  relation  to  our 
fortune,  if  you  are  not  too  quick  for  her — I  aflc  lady 
"Charlotte  whether  this  is  not  her  fenfe  to  Lord  Hardy — 

She   fays   nothing,  but  lets   me   write  on Thefe 

people  always  have,  and  will  have  admittance  every 
where,   therefore  we  may  hear  from  you. 
I  am,  Sir, 

Your  moft  obedient  fervant, 

HARRIOT  LOVELY." 

My  obedient  fervant !  Thy  obedience  mail  e\er  be  as 
voluntary  as  now — ten   thoufand  thoufand   kifles  on 

thes Thou   dear  paper Look  you,   my    lord 

What  a  pretty  hand  it  is  ? 

Ld.  //.  Why,  Tom,  thou  doft  not  give  me  leave 

to  fee  it — « — you  fnatch  it  to  your  mouth  fo you'll 

ftifle  the  poor  lady 

Camp.  Look  you,  my  lord,  all  along  the  lines,  here 
went  the  pen,  and  through  the  white  intervals  her 
fnowy  fingers.  Do  you  fee,  this  is  her  name 

Ld.  //.  Nay,   there's  lady  Charlotte's  name  too  in 

the  midft  of  the  letter Why,  you'll  not  be  fo  un- 

confcionable you're  fo  greedy,  you'll  give  me  one 

kifs  fure     - 
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Camp.  Well,  you  (hall,  but  you're  fo  eager — don't 
bite  me — for  you  fhan't  have  it  in  your  own  hands- 
there,  there,  there — Let  go  my  hand 

Ld.   H.     What  an  exquifite  pleafure   there  is  in 

this  foolery. But  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

Camp.  I  have  a  thought ;  pr'ythee,  my  lord,  call 
Trim. 

Ld.  H.    Ha,  Trim 

Camp.  Hold,  Mr.  Trim — You  forget  his  miftrefs  is 
there. 

Ld.  H.  Gra'mercy  — Dear  Will  Trim,  ftep  in  hi 
ther. 

Camp.   Ay,  that's  fomething —    [Eater  Trim.] 

Trim,  have  not  I  feen  a  young  woman  fometimes 
carry  Madame  d'Epingle's  trinkets  for  her,  coining 
from  my  lady  Brumpton's. 

Trim.  Yes,  you  might  have  feen  fuch  a  one,  me 
waits  for  her  now. 

Camp.  Do  you  think  you  could  not  prevail  for  me 
to   be  dreffed  in  that  wench's  clothes  and  attend  your 
iniltrefs  in  her  ftead  thither  ?    They'll  no:  dream  we 
fhould  fo  foon  attempt  again. 
Trim.  Yes,  I'll  engage. 
Camp.  Then,we'll  truit  the  reft  to  our  good  genius  ; 

I'll  about  it  initantly Harriot  Lovely 

[Exeunt,  kijjing  the  letter* 
Enter  Widow  and  Tattleaid. 

Wid.   This  was  well  done  of  you  ;  be  fure  you  take 
care  of  their  young  ladyfhips ;  you  fhall,  I  promife 
you,  have  a  fnip  in  the  fale  of  them. 
Tat.  I  thank  your  good  ladyfhip. 
Wid.  Is  that  the  porter's  paper  of  how-d'ye's  ? 
Tat.   Yes,  Madam,  he  jure  fent  it  up  ;  his  general 
anfwer  is,  that  you  are  as  well  as  can  be  expected  in 
your  condition  ;  but  that  you  fee  nobody. 

Wid.  That's  right — \Rcading  names']  Lady  Higgle. 
Lady  Formal — Oh,  that  Riggle  !  a  pert  oglcr — an  in- 
difcreet,  filly  thing,  who  is  really  known  by  no  man, 
yet  for  her  carriage  juftiy  thought  common  to  all  ; 
and  as  Formal  has  only  the  appearance  of  virtue,  fo 
me  has  only  the  appearance  of  vice  *'  What 

*  chance,  I  wonder,   put  thefe  contradictions  to  each 
f  other  into  the  fame  coach,  as  you  fay  they  called.' 

—Mrs* 
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— Mrs.  Frances  and  Mrs.  Winnifred  Glebe,  who  are 
they  ? 

Tat.  They  are  the  country  great  fortunes,  have 
been  out  of  town  this  whole  year  ;  they  are  thofe 
whom  your  ladyfhip  faid  upon  being  very  well-born, 
took  upon  them  to  be  very  ill  bred. 

Wid.  Did  I  fay  fo  ?  Really  I  think  it  was  apt 

enough;  now  I  remember  them Lady  Wrinkle  : 

Oh,  that  fmug  old  woman  !  there  is  no  enduring  her 
affectation  of  youth  ;  but  I  plague  her  j  I  always  afk 
whether  her  daughter  in  Wiltfhire  has  a  grandchild 

yet  or  not '  Lady  Worth  :  I  can't  bear  her 

'  company,  me  has  fo  much  of  that  virtue  in  her 
'  heart,  which  I  have  in  my  mouth  only.  [4/tJe.]' 

Mrs.  After-day  :  Oh,  that's  me  that  was  the 

great  beauty,  the  mighty  toaft  about  town,  that's  juft 
come  out  of  the  fmall-pox  ;  me  is  horribly  pitted, 
they  fay  ;  I  long  to  fee  her,  and  plague  her  with  my 
condolence.  'Tis  a  pure  ill-natured  fatisfaclion  to 
fee  one  that  was  a  beauty  unfortunately  move  with 
the  fame  languor,  and  foftnefs  of  behaviour,  that 
once  was  charming  in  her  ;  to  fee,  I  fay,  her  mortify, 
that  ufed  to  kill ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! The  reft  are  a  ca 
talogue  of  mere  names  or  titles  they  were  born  to  ; 
an  infipid  croud  of  neither  good  nor  bad.  But  you 
are  fure  thefe  other  ladies  fufpeft  not  in  the  leafl  that 
I  know  of  their  coming  ? 

Tat.  No,  dear  Madam  ;  they  are  to  afk  for  me. 

Wid.  1  hear  a  coach [Exit  Tat.]  I  have  now 

an  exquifite  pleafure  in  the  thought  of  furpafling  my 
Lady  Sly,  who  pretends  to  have  out-grieved  the  whole 
town  for  her  hufband.  They  are  certainly  coming.  Oh, 
no!  here  let  me — thus  let  me  fit  and  think — [Widow 
on  her  couch  ;  fwbile  Jhe  is  raving,  as  to  berfelf,  Tattle- 
aid  foftly  introduces  the  ladies.}  Wretched,  difconfo- 
late  as  I  am  !  Oh,  welcome,  welcome,  dear,  killing 
anguifli  !  Oh,  that  I  could  lie  down  and  die  in  my 
prefent  heavinefs  !  But  what — how?  Nay,  my  dear., 
dear  lord,  why  do  you  look  fo  pale,  fo  ghaitly  at  me  ? 
Wottoo,  Wottoo  !  fright  thy  own  trembling,  fhiver- 
ing  wife 

Tat.  Nay,  good  Madam,  be  comforted. 

Wid*  Thou  malt  not  have  me \PuJhts  Tat. 

Tat. 
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Tat.  Nay,  good  Madam,  'tis  I,  'tis  I,  your  lady- 
fhip's  own  woman.  'Tis  I,  Madam,  that  drefs  you, 
talk  to  you,  and  tell  you  all  that's  done  in  the  houfe 
every  day  ;  'tis  I 

Wid.  Is  it  then  poffible?  Is  it  then  poffible  that  I 
am  left  ?  Speak  to  me  not,  hold  me  not ;  I'll  break 
the  liftening  walls  with  my  complaints.  [Looks  fur- 
prifed  at  feeing  the  company,  tben  feverely  at  Tattleaid.] 
Ah  Tattleaid  ! 

1  La.    Nay,  Madam,  be   not   angry  at  her ;  we 
would  come  in  fpite  of  her ;  we  are  your  friends,  and 
are  as  concerned  as  you  are. 

Wid.  Ah,  Madam,  Madam,  Madam,  Madam,  I 
am  an  undone  woman  !  Oh,  me  !  alas,  alas  !  Oh,  Oh ! 
[All join  in  her  notes.]  Ifwoon  !  I  expire  !  [Faintt. 

2  La.  Pray,  Mrs.  Tattleaid,  bring  fomething  that 
is  cordial  to  her.  [Exit  Tattleaid. 

3  La.  Indeed,  Madam,  you  mould  have  patience  ; 
his  lordfliip  was  old.     To  die  is  .but  going  before  in 
a  journey  we  muft  all  take. 

Enter  Tattleaid,  loaded  <u>itb  tattles  ;   $d  Lady  takes  m 
bottle  from  her  and  drinks. 

4  La.    Lord,  how  my  Lady  Fleer  drinks !  I  have 
heard,  indeed,  but  never   could   believe  it  of  her. 

[Drinks  alfo. 

1  La.  But,  Madam,  don't  you  hear  what  the  town 
fays  of  the  jilt,  Flirt,  the  men  liked  fo  much  in  the 
Park  ? Hark  ye was  feen  with  him  in  a  hack 
ney  coach '  and  filk  ftockings' key-hole—-— 

his  wig — on  the  chair [Wbifpers  by  interruption. 

2  La.  Impudent  flirt,  to  be  found  out ! 

3  La.  But  I  fpeak  it  only  to  you. 

4  La.  Nor  I,  but  to  one  more.  [Wbifpers  next  woman. 

5  La.  I  can't  believe  it  j  nay,  I  always  thought  it, 
Madam.  [Whifpers  the  Widow. 

Wid.  Sure  'tis  impoffible  !  the  demure,  prim  thing 

—Sure  all  the  world  is  hypocrify Well,   I  thank 

my  ftars,  whatfoever  fufferings  I  have,  I  have  none  in 
reputation.  I  wonder  at  the  men  ;  I  could  never 
think  her  handfome.  She  has  really  a  good  mape 
and  complexion,  but  no  mien  ;  and  no  woman  ha* 
the  ufe  of  her  beauty  without  mien.  Her  charms 
are  dumb,  they  want  utterance.  But  whither  does 
diftradtion  lead  me  to  talk  of  charms  ?  i  La* 
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1  La.  Charms  !  a  chit's,  a  girl's  charms ! Come, 

Jet  us  widows  be  true  to  ourfelves,  keep  our  counte 
nances  and  our  characters,  and  a  fig  for  the  maids,  I 
mean  the  unmarried. 

2  La,  Ay,  fince  they  will  fet  up  for  our  knowledge, 
why  mould  not  we  for  their  ignorance  r 

3  La.  But,  Madam,  o'  Sunday  morning  at  church, 
I  curtfied   to  you,  and  looked   at   a  great  fufs  in  a 
glaring   light  drefs,   next  pew.     That   ftrong,  maf- 
culine  thing  is   a  knight's  wife,  pretends  to  all  the 
tendernefs  in  the  world,  and  would  fain  put  the  urr- 
weildy  upon  us,  for  the  foft,  the  languid.     She  has  of 
a  fudden  left  her  dairy,  and  fets  up   for  a  fine- town 
lady  ;  calls  her  maid  Cifiy,  her  woman,  fpeaks  to  her 
by   her   furname  of  Mrs.  Chcrryfiir,  and    her  great 
foot-boy  of  nineteen,'  big  enough   for   a  trooper,  is 
ftripped  into  a  laced  coat,  now  Mr.  Page,  forfooth. 

4  La.   Oh,  I  have  feen  her— Well,  I  heartily  pity 
feme -people  for  their  wealth  ;  they  might  have  been 

unknown  elfe You  would  die,  Madam,  to  fee  her 

r.nd  her  eqoipage  :  I  thought  the  honeft  fat  tits,   her 
horfes,  .were  afhamed  of  their  finery;  they  dragged 
on,  as  if  they  were  all  at  plough,  and  a  great'balh- 

•ful-look'd  booby  behind,  grafp'd  the  coach,  as  if  he 
had  held  one. 

5  La.  Alas  !  forne  people  think   there  is  nothing 
but  being  fine  to  be  genteel  :  but  the  high  prance  of 
the  horfes,  and  the  brifk  infolence  of  the  fervants  in 
an  equipage  of  quality,  are  inimitable  :   '  but  to  our 
'  own  beaits  and  fervants.' 

I  La.  Now  you  talk  of  an  equipage,  I  envy  this 
lady  the  beauty  {he  will  appear  in  in  a  mourning 
coach,  it  will  fo  become  her  complexion  ;  I  confefs  I 
myfelf  mourned  for  two  years  for  no  other  reafon. 
Take  up  that  hood  there.  Oh,  that  fair  face  with  a 
veil  !  [They  take  up  her  hood. 

Wid.  Fie,  fie,  ladies  ? But  I  have  been  told, 

indeed,  black  does  become 

2  La.  Well,  I'll  take  the  liberty  to  fpeak  it,  there 
is  young  Nutbrain  has  long  had  (I'll  be  fworn)  a  paf- 
fion  for  this  lady  :  but  I'll  tell  you  one  thing  I  fear 
fhe'll  diilike,  that  is,  he  is  younger  than  flie  is. 

3  La* 
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3  La.  No,   that's  no  exception  ;  but  I'll  tell   you 
one,  he  is  younger  than  his  brother. 

Wid.  Ladies,  talk  not  of  fuch  affairs.  Who  could 
love  fuch  an  unhappy  relift  as  I  am  ?  But,  dear  Ma 
dam,  what  grounds  have  you  for  that  idle  ftory  ? 

4  La.  Why,  he  toafts  you,  and  trembles  where  you 
are  fpoke  of.     It  muft  be  a  match. 

Wid.  Nay,  nay,  you  rally,  you  rally ;  but  I  know 
you  mean  it  kindly. 

I  La.  I  fwear  we  do. 

[Tattleaid  whifpers  the  Widow. 

Wid.  But  I  mufl  befeech  you,  ladies,  fince  you 
liave  been  fo  compaffionate  as  to  vifit  and  accompany 
my  forrow,  to  give  me  the  only  comfort  I  can  now 
know,  to  fee  my  friends  chearful,  and  to  honour  an 
entertainment  Tattleaid  has  prepared  within  for  you. 
If  I  can  find  ftrength  enough,  I'll  attend  you  ;  but  f 
•  wifh  you  would  excufe  me,  for  I  have  no  relifti  of 
food  or  joy,  but  will  try  to  g'et  a  bit  down  in  my  own 
chamber. 

I  La.  There  is  no  pleafure  without  you. 

Wid.  But,  Madam,   I  muft  beg  of  your  ladyfhip 
'not  to  be  fo  importune  to   my  frefh  calamity,  as  to 
mention  Nutbrain  any  more.     I  am  fure  there  is  no 
thing  in  it.     In  love  with  me,  quoth-a  !       [Is  led  off. 

[Exeunt  Ladies,  &c. 

Enter  Mademoifelle,  and  Campley  in  women's  clothes, 
carrying  her  things. 

Mad.  I  am  very  glad  to  be  in  de  ladies  anticham- 
ber ;  I  was  fhamed  of  you,  you  yon  fuch  impudent 
look  :  befides,  me  wonder  you  were  not  feized  by  the 
conftable,  when  you  pumed  de  man  into  de  kennel. 

Camp.  Why,  mould  I  have  let  him  kitted  me  ? 

Mad.  No  ;  but  if  you  had  hit  him  wit  fan,  and  fay, 
why,  fure,  faucy-box,  it  been  enough;  betide,  what 
you  hitted  de  gentleman  for  offer  kiife  me  ? 

Camp.  I  beg  pardon,  I  did  not  know  you  were 
pleafed  with  it. 

Mad.  Pleafe  !  no  ;  but  me  rader  be  kifie  den  you, 
Mr.  Terim's  friend  be  found  out.  Could  not  you 
fay,  when  he  kifle  me,  fure,  fauce-box,  dat's  meat 
for  your  matter.  Befides,  you  take  fuch  ftrides  when 

you 
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you  walk — Oh,  fie  !  defe  little  pette  tiny  bits  a  xvo- 

man  fteps.  [Shewing  her  ftep. 

Camp.  But,  pr'ythee,  Mademoifelle,  why  have  you 
loft  your  Engliih  tongue,  all  of  a  fudden  ?  Methought, 
when  the  fellow  called  us  French  whores,  as  we  came 
aloug,  and  faid  we  came  to  ftarve  their  own  people, 
you  gave  him  pretty  plain  Engliih  ;  he  was  a  dog,  a 
rafcal,  you'd  fend  to  the  flocks 

Mad.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  was  in  a  paflion,  and  betray 
ed  myfelf ;  but  you  are  my  lover's  friend,  and  a  man 
of  honour,  therefore  know  you  will  do  nothing  to 
injure  us.  Why,  Mr.  Campley,  you  mull  know  I 
can  fpeak  as  good  Englifh  as  you  ;  but  I  don't,  for 
fear  of  lofmg  my  cuftomers  :  the  Englifh  will  never 
give  a  price  for  any  thing  they  understand.  Nay,  I 
have  known  fome  of  your  fools  pretend  to  buy  with 
good-breeding,  and  give  any  rate,  rather  than  not 
be  thought  to  have  French  enough  to  know  what 
they  are  doing  ;  '  ftrange  and  far-fetched  things  they 
'  only  like  j  don't  you  fee  how  they  fwallow  gallons 
'  of  the  juice  of  tea,  while  their  own  dock-leaves  are 
'  trod  under  foot.'  Mum — my  Lady  Harriot.  '(En 
ter  Lady  Harriot.]  Madame,  votre  fervante,  fer- 
vante 

L.  Ha.  Well,  Mademoifelle,  did  you  deliver  nay 
letter  ? 

Mad.   Oui 

L.  Ha.    Well,  and  how  ?   Is  that  it  in  your  hand  ? 

Mad.   Oui 

L.  Ha.   Well,  then,  why  don't  you  give  it  me? 

Mad.  Oh,  fie,  lady  !  dat  be  fo  right  Englife  j  de 
Englife  mind  only  de  words  of  de  lovers,  but  de  words 
of  de  lovers  are  often  lie,  but  de  action  no  lie. 

L.  Ha.  What  does  the  thing  mean  ?  Give  me  my 
letter. 

Mad.  Me  did  not  deliver  your  letter. 

L.  Ha.  No  ! 

Mad.  No,  me  tell  you  me  did  drop  it  to  fee  Mr. 
Campley,  how  cavalier  take  it  up.  As  defe  me  did 
drop  it,  fo  Monfieur  run  to  take  it  up. 

[They  both  run  to  take  it  up,  Mad.  takes  it  «/. 

Dus    he     do dere    de   letter Very  well, 

very  well.     Oh,  i'amoar!  You   aft  de  manner  Mr. 

Campley 
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Campley — take  it  up  better  than  I ;  do  you  no  fee  it  ? 
[They  both  run,  Harriot  gets  it. 
L.Ha.  [Reads.} 

"  Madam, 

I  am  glad  you  have  mentioned  what  indeed  I 
did  not  at  that  time  think  of,  nor  if  I  had,  mould  I 
have  known  how  to  have  fpoken  of.  But  blefs  me 
more  than  fortune  can,  by  turning  thofe  fair  eyes 
upon,  Madam, 

Your  moft  faithful, 

Moll  obedient  humble  fervant, 

THOMAS  CAMPLEY.'' 

What  does  lie  mean  ? — But  blefs  me  more,  by  turn 
ing Oh,  'tis  he  himfelf !  [Looking  about,  obfervei 

Camp,  /mile.]  Oh,  the  hoyden  !  the  romp  !  — I  did 
not  think  any  thing  could  add  to  your  native  confi 
dence  ;  but  you  look  fo  very  bold  in  that  drefs,  and 
your  arms  fall  off,  and  your  petticoats,  how  they 
hang 

Camp.  Mademoifelle  voulez  vouz  de  falville  1'eau 
de  Hongrie,  chez  Monfieur  Marchant  de  Montpelier 
— Dis  for  your  teet.  [Shewing  his  trinkets.']  '  De 
'  eflence,  a  little  book  French  for  teach  de  elder  bro- 
'  ders  make  compliments.  Will  you,  I  fay,  have  any 
'  thing  that  I  have  ?  Will  you  have  all  I  have,  Ma- 
«  dam  > 

'  L.  Ha.  Yes,  and  for  the  humour's  fake,  willne- 
'  verpart  with  this  box  while  I  live.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !' 

Camp.  But,  Lady  Harriot,  we  muft  not  (land  laugh 
ing  ;  as  you  obferve  in  your  letter,  delays  are  danger 
ous  in  this  wicked  woman's  cuflody  of  you  ;  therefore, 
1  muft,  Madam,  befeech  you,  and  pray,  Hay  not  on 
niceties,  but  be  advifed. 

L.  Ha.   Mr.  Campley,  I  have   no  will  but  yours. 

Camp.  Thou  dear  creature  ! — But  [Ki/fcs  her  band.~\ 
hark'e,  then  you  muft  change  drefles  with  Mademoi 
felle,  and  go  with  me  inftantly. 

L.  Ha.  What  you  pleafe. 

Camp.  Madame  d'Epingle,  I  muft  defire  you  to 
comply  with  a  humour  of  gallantry  of  ours  ;  you  may 
be  fure  I'll  have  an  eye  over  the  treatment  you  have 

upon 


46  THE      FUNERAL. 

upon  my  account — only  to  change  habits  with  Lady 
Harriot,  and  let  her  go  while  you  flay. 

Mad.  Wit  all  my  heart.       [Offers  to  undrefs  berfeff. 

L.  Ha.  What,  before  Mr.  Campley  ? 

Mad.  Oh,  Oh,  very  Anglaife  !  Dat  is  fo  Englife  ; 
nil  women  of  quality  in  France  are  drefs  and  undrefs 
by  a  valet  de  chambre,  de  man  chamber-maid  help 
complexion  better  den  de  woman.  [Apart  to  Har. 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  that's  a  fecret  in  drefs,  Mademoi- 
felle,  I  never  knew  before  ;  and  am  fo  unpolifhed  an 
Englifh-woman,  as  to  refolve  never  to  learn  even  to 
drefs  before  nay  hufband.  Oh,  indecency  !  Mr. 
Campley,  do  you  hear  what  Mademoifelle  fays } 

Mad.  Oh,  hift! Bagatelle. 

L.  Ha.  Well,,  we'll  run  in,  and  be  ready  in  an  in- 
ftant.  [Exeunt  La.  Harriot  and  Mademoifelle. 

Camp.  Well,  I  like  her  every  minute  better  and 
better.  What  a  delicate  chattily  fhe  has  !  '  There  is 

fomething  fo  grofs  in  the  carriage   of  fome  wives, 

(tho'  they  are  honeft  too)  that  they  lofe  their  huf- 
.     bands'  hearts  for  faults,  which,  if  they  have  either 

good-nature  or  good-breeding,  they  know  not  how 

to  tell  them  of.  But,'  how  happy  am  1  in  fuch  a 
friend  as  Hardy,  fuch  a  miftrefs  as  Harriot ! 

Continue,  Heav'n,  a  grateful  heart  to  blefs 

With  faith  in  friendfhip,  and  in  love  fuccefs. 

[Exit. 


ACT        IV. 
Enter  Widow  and  Trufty. 


MR.  Trufly,  you  have,  I  do  a/lure  you,  the  fame 
place  and  power  in  the  management  of  my  Lord 
Brumpton's  eftate,  as  in  his  life-time.     I  am  reduced 
to  a  neceflity  of  trufting  him.  [Afede.~\  However  Tat- 
tleaid  diffembles  the  matter,  fhe  muft  be  privy  to  lady 
Harriot's  efcape,  and  Fardingale  is  as  deep  as  them 
both,  and  I  fear  will  be  their  ruin,  which  it  is  my 
5  care 
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care  and  duty  to  prevent.  Be  vigilant,  and  you  fhall 
be  rewarded.  1  ftiall  employ  you  wholly  in  lady 
Charlotte's  affairs,  (he  is  able  to  pay  fervices  done  for 
both.  You  have  fenfe,  and  underltand  me. 

[Exit  Widow. 

Truf.  Yes,  I  do  indeed  underftand  you,  and  could 
wifh  another  could  with  as  much  deteitation  as  I  do ; 
but  my  poor  old  lord  is  fo  ftrangely,  fo  bewitchedly 
enamoured  of  her,  that  even  after  this  difcovery  of 
her  wickednefs,  I  fee  he  could  be  reconciled  to  her  ; 
and  though  he  is  afhamed  to  confefs  to  me,  I  know- 
he  Jongs  to  fpeak  with  her.  If  I  tell  lord  Hardy  all, 
to  make  his  fortune,  he  would  not  let  his  father  be 
difhonoured  by  a  public  way  of  feparation.  If  things 
are  afted  privately,  I  know  me  will  throw  us  all  ; 
there  is  no  middle  way  ;  I  muft  expofe  her,  to  make 
a  re- union  impracticable.  Alas,  how  is  honeft  truth 
banifhed  the  world,  when  we  muft  watch  the  feafons 
and  loft  avenues  to  men's  hearts,  to  gain  it  entrance, 
even  for  their  own  good  and  intereft.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy,  Oampley,  and  Trim. 
Ld.  H.  I  forget  my  own  misfortunes,  dear  Cam- 
pley,  when  I  reflect  on  your  fuccefs. 

Camp.  I  affure  you  it  moderates  the  fwell  of  joy 
that  I  am  in,  to  think  of  your  difficulties.  I  hope  my 
felicity  is  previous  to  yours  :  my  lady  Harriot  gives 
her  fervice  to  you,  and  we  both  think  it  but  decent 
to  fufpendjour  marriage,  till  your  and  lady  Charlotte's 
affairs  are  in  the  fame  pofture. 
Ld.  H.  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

Camp.  She  is  at  my  aunt's,  my  lord.  But,  my 
lord,  if  you  don't  interpofe,  I  don't  know  how  I  fhall 
adjuft  matters  with  Mr.  Trim,  for  leaving  his  miilrefs 
behind  me  ;  I  fear  he'll  demand  fatisfa&ion  of  me. 

Trim.  No,  Sir  ;  alas,  I  can  know  no  fatisfa&ion. 
while  fhe  is  in  jeopardy  !  therefore  would  rather  be 
put  in  a  way  to  recover  her  by  florming  the  caftle,  or 
other  feat  of  arms,  like  a  true  enamoured  fwain  asl  am. 
'  Camp.  Since  we  are  all  three  then  expecting  Jo- 
'  vers,  my  lord,  pr'ythee  let  us  have  that  fong  of 
*  your's  which  fuits  our  common  purpofe. 

'  Ld.  H. 
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Id.  H.  Call  in  the  boy. 

'  Enter  a  Boy,  *who  Jings  the  following  SongS 
Ye  minutes,  bring  the  happy  hour, 
And  Chloe  blufhing  to  the  bower ; 
Then  mall  all  idle  flames  be  o'er, 
Nor  eyes  or  heart  e'er  wander  more : 
Both,  Chloe,  fix'd  for  e'er  on  thee  ; 
For  thou  art  all  thy  fex  to  me. 

A  guilty  is  a  falfe  embrace  ; 
Corinna's  love's  a  fairy-chace ; 
Be  gone,  tbou  meteor,  fleeting  fire, 
And  all  that  can't  furvive  defire. 
Chloe  my  reafon  moves  and  awe  ; 
And  Cupid  fhot  me  when  he  faw. 

'  Trim.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  fmce,  as  you  are 
pleafed  to  fay,  we  are  all  lovers,  and  confequently 
poets,  pray  do  me  the  honour  to  hear  a  little  air  of 
mine.  You  muft  know,  then,  I  once  had  the  mif- 
fortune  to  fall  in  love  below  myfelf;  but  thing* 
went  hard  with  us  at  that  time,  io  that  my  paffion, 
or,  as  I  may  poetically  fpeak,  my  fire,  was  in  the 
kitchen  :  it  was  towards  a  cook-maid  ;  but  before  I 
ever  faw  Mrs.  Deborah. 

'  Ld.  H.  Come  on  then,  Trim,  let  us  have  it. 
'  Trim.  I  muft  run  into  next  room  for  a  lute.  [Exit. 
*  Camp.  This  mull  be  diverting.     Can  the  rogue 
play  ? 

'  Re-enter  Trim,  writb  a  pair  of  tongs. 
'  Trim.  Dear  Cynderaxa  herlelf  very  well  under- 
ftood  this  inftrument,  I  therefore  always  fung  thi* 
fong  to  it,  as  thus  : 

'   Cynderaxa,  kind  and  good, 

'   Has  all  my  heart  and  ftomach  too  ; 

'   She  makes  me  love,  not  hate  my  food, 
'  As  other  peeviih  wenches  do. 

'  When  Venus  leaves  her  Vulcan's  cell, 
'  Which  all  but  I  a  coal-hole  call, 

'  Fly,  fly,  ye  that  above  flairs  dwell, 
'  Her  face  is  wafh'd,  ye  vanilh  all. 

•  And 
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*  Arvd  as  (lie's  fair,  fhe  can  impart 

'  That  beauty  to  make  all  things  fine; 

'  Brightens  the  floor  with  wond'rous  art, 
'  And  at  her  touch  the  dimes  mine. 

'  Ld.  H.  1  proteft,  Will,  thou  art  a  poet  indeed. 

*   And  at  her  touch  the  diflies  (hine And  you  touch 

'  your  lute  as  finely.' 

Enter  Boy. 

Bey.  There  Is  one  Mr.  Trully  below,  would  fpeak 
with  my  lord. 

Ld.  H.  Mr.  Trufty,  my  father's  ftcward  !  What 
can  he  have  to  fay  to  me  ? 

Caw/>.  He  is  very  honeft,  to  my  knowledge. 

Ld.  H.  \  remember,  indeed,  when  I  was  turned  out 
of  the  houfe,  he  followed  me  to  the  gate,  and  wept 
over  me,  for  which  I  have  heard  he  had  like  to  have 
loft  his  place.  But,  however,  I  muft  advife  with  you 
a  little,  about  my  behaviour  to  him.  Let  us  in. 
Boy,  bring  him  upliither  ;  tell  him  I'll  wait  on  him 
prefently.  [Exit  Boy.']  I  fliall  want  you,  I  believe,  here 
Trim.  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Boy  and  Trufly. 

Say.  My  lord  will  wait  on  you  here  immediately. 

[Exit  Bey. 

Truf.  'Tis  very  well.  Thefe  lodgings  are  but 
homely  for  the  earl  of  Brumpton.  Oh,  that  damned 
flrumpet !  that  I  mould  ever  know  my  matter's  wife 
for  fuch.  How  many  thoufand  things  does  my  head 
run  back  to  ?  After  my  poor  father's  death,  the  good 
lord  took  me,  becaufe  he  was  a  captain  in  his  regi 
ment,  and  gave  me  education.  I  was,  I  think,  threc- 
aud-twenty  when  this  young  lord  was  chriftened— 
What  ado  there  was  about  calling  him  Francis  ! 
[Wipes  bis  eyes.~\  Thefe  are  but  poor  lodgings  for  him. 
I  cannot  bear  the  joy,  to  think  that  I  fhall  uve  the  fa- 
raily  from  which  I  have  had  my  bread. 

Enter  Trim. 
fV;>«.  Sir,  my  lord  will  wait  OH  you  immediately. 

Truf.  Sir,  'tis  my  duty  to  wait  on  him [As  Trim 

jf  going.]  But,  fir,  are  not  you  the  young  man  that 
C  attended 
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attended  him  at  Chriil-church  in  Oxford,  and  have 
followed  him  ever  fmce  ? 

Trim.  Yes,  fir,  I  am. 

Truf.  Nay,  fir,  no  harm  ;  but  you'll  thrive  the  bet 
ter  for  it. 

Trim.  \  like  this  old  fellow  ;  I  fmell  more  money. 

\_Afide.  Exit. 

Truf.  I  think  it  is  now  eight  years  fince  1  faw  him ; 
he  was  not  then  nineteen,  when  I  followed  him  to  the 
gate,  and  gave  him  fifty  guineas,  which  I  pretended 
his  father  lent  after  him. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy. 

Ld.  H.  Mr.  Trufty,  I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ; 
you  look  very  hale  and  jolly  ;  you  wear  well  ;  I  am 
glad  to  fee  it  —  But  your  commands  to  me,  Mr. 
Trufty  ? 

Truf.  Why,  my  lord,  I  prefume  to  wait  upon  your 
lordfhip — — My  lord,  you  are  ftrangely  grown  ;  you 
are  your  father's  very  pidlure  ;  you  are  he,  my  lord  j 
you  are  the  very  man  that  looked  fo  pleafed  to  fee  me 
look  fo  fine  in  my  laced  livery,  to  go  to  court.  I  was 
his  page,  when  he  was  juft  fuch  another  as  you.  He 
kifled  me  afore  a  great  many  lords,  and  faid  I  was  a 
brave  man's  fon,  that  had  taught  him  to  exercife  his 
arms.  I  remember  he  carried  me  to  the  great  win 
dow,  and  bid  me  be  fure  to  keep  in  your  mother's 
fight  in  all  my  finery.  She  was  the  fineft  young  crea- 
ttire  ;  '  the  maids  of  honour  hr.ted  to  fee  her  at  court.' 
My  lord  then  courted  my  good  lady.  She  was  as  kind 
to  me  on  her  death-bed  ;  fhe  faid  to  me,  Mr.  Truily, 
take'care  of  my  lord's  fecond  marriage,  for  that  child's 
fake  :  me  pointed  a^  well  as  fiie  could  to  you  ;  you 
fell  a-crying,  and  faid,  fhe  fnould  not  die  ;  but  fhe 
did,  my  lord  ;  fhe  left  the  world,  and  no  one  like  her 
in  it.  Forgive  me,  my  honoured  mailer,  [Wr/v, 
runs  to  my  lord,  and  bugs  him."\  I've  often  carried  you 
in  thefe  arms  that  gralp  you,  they  were  ftronger  then; 
but  if  I  die  to-morrow  you're  worth  five  thoufand 
pounds  by  my  gift ;  'tis  what  I've  got  in  the  family, 

and  I  return  it  to  you  with  thanks but  alas,  do  I 

live  to  fee  you  want  it  ? 

Ld.  H.  You  confound  me  with  all  this  tendernefs 
andgenerofity. 

Truf. 
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TruJ.  I'll  trouble  you  no  longer,  my  lord — but 

Ld.  H.  Call  it  not  a  trouble ;  for 

Truf.  My  good  lord,  I  will  not,  I  fay,  indulge 
inyfelf  in  talking  fond  tales  that  melt  me,  and  inter 
rupt  my  ftory  :  my  bufinefs  to  your  lordfhip,  in  one 
word,  is  this  ;  I  am  in  good  confidence  at  prefent  with 
my  lady  Dowager,  and  I  know  ihe  has  fome  fears 
upon  her,  which  depend  upon  the  nature  of  the  fet- 

tlement  to  your  disfavour  ;   and  under  the  rofe 

be  yourfelf 1  fear  your  father  has  not  had  fair  play 

for  his  life — be  compofed,  my  lord.  What  is  to  be 
done  in  this  ?  We'll  not  apply  to  public  juftice  in  this 
cafe,  till  we  fee  farther  ;  'twill  make  it  noify,  which 
we  muft  not  do,  if  I  might  advife.  You  mail,  with 
a  detachment  of  your  company,  feize  the  corpfe  as  it 
goes  out  of  the  houfe  this  evening  to  be  interred  in  the 
country,  'twill  only  look  like  taking  the  adminiftra- 
tion  upon  yourfelf,  and  commencing  a  fuit  for  the 
eftate  ;  me  has  put  off  the  lying  in  Hate,  and  lady 
Harriot's  efcape  with  Mr.  Campley  makes  her  fear  he 
will  prove  a  powerful  friend,  both  to  the  young  la 
dies  and  your  lordmip.  '  She  cannot  with  decency 
'  be  fo  bufy,  as  when  the  corpfe  is  out  of  the  houfe, 
'  therefore  haflens  it.'  I  know  your  whole  affair; 
leave  the  care  of  lady  Charlotte  to  me,  I'll  pre-ac- 
quaint  her,  that  (he  may'n't  be  frightned,  and  difpofe 
of  her  fafely  to  obferve  the  iffue. 

Ld.  H.  I  wholly  underftand  you,  it  (hall  be  done. 

Truf.  I'm  fure  I  am  wanted  this  moment  for  your 
interelt  at  home.  This  ring  mail  be  the  pafTport  of 
intelligence,  for  whom  you  fend  to  afTault  us,  '  and 
'  the  remittance  of  it  fealed  with  this,  lhall  be  au- 
*  thentic  from  within  the  houfe,' 

Ld.  H.  'Tis  very  well. 

Truf.  Hope  all  you  can  wiCh,  my  lord,  from  a  cer 
tain  fecret  relating  to  the  eftate,  which  I'll  acquaint 
you  with  next  time  I  fee  you.  \Exit. 

Ld.  H.  Your  fervant This  fellow's  flrangely  ho- 

neft— Ha!  Will. 

Enter  '  Campley  and1  Trim. 

Will,  don't  the  recruits  wait  for  me  to  fee  them  at 
their  parade  before  this  houfe  ? 

Trim.  Yes,  and  have  waited  thefe  three  hours. 

C  2  Ld.  H. 
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Ld.  H.  Go  to  them,  I'll  be  there  myfelf  immedi 
ately  :  we  mull  attack  with  them,  if  the  rogues  are 
fturdy,  this  very  evening. 

Trim.  I  gueis  where  — I'm  overjoyed  at  it.  I'll 
warrant  you  they  do  it,  if  I  command  in  chief. 

Ld.  H.  I  defign  you  mall.   [Trim  runs  out  jumping. 

*  Camp.  You  feeni,  rny  lord,  to  be  in  deep  medi- 
'  tation. 

'  Ld.  H.  I  am  fo,  but  n«t  on  any  thing  that  you 
'  may  not  be  acquainted  with.'  [Ex. 

Enter  Trim,  vtito  a  Company  of  ragged  Fellows,  ivita 
a  Cane. 

1  Sol.  Why  then  I  find,  Mr.  Trim,  we  mall  come 
to  blows  before  we  fee  the  French 

Trim.  Hark'ee,  friend,  'tis  not  your  affair  to  guefs 
or  enquire  what  you  are  going  to  do,  'tis  only  for  us 
commanders 

2  Sol.  The  French  !  pox,  they  are  but  a  company  of 
fcratching  civet-cats — They  fight  ? 

Trim.  Hark'ee,  don't  blufler — were  not  you  a  little 
miftaken  in  your  facings  at  Steenkirk  ? 

2  Sol.  I  grant  it  ;  you  know  I  have  an  antipathy 

to  the  French 1  hate  to  fee  thexiogs Look  you 

here,  gentlemen,  I  was  mot  quite  through  the  body 
— — Look  you. 

Trim.  Pry'thee,  look,  where  it  entered  at  your 
back. 

2  Sol.  Look  you,  Mr.  Trim,  you  will  have  your 

joke,  we  know  you  are  a  wit But  what's  that  to  a 

lighting  man  ? 

Enter  Kate. 

Kate.  Mr.  Trim, Mr.  Trim 

Trim.  Things  are   not  as   they   have  been,    Mrs. 

Kate,  1  now  pay  the  company and  we  that  pay 

money  expeft  a  little  more  ceremony 

Kate.  Will  your  honour  pleafe  to  talte  fome  right 
French  brandy  ? 

Trim.  Art  thou  fure,  good  woman,  'tis  right  ? 
[Drinks.]  How — French — pray— nay,  if  I  find  you 
deceive  me,  who  pay  the  men [Drinks. 

Kate.  Pray,  good  mailer,  have  you  fpoke  to  my 
lord  about  me  ? 

Trim.  I  have,   but  you  (hull  fpeak  to  him  yourfelf 

——thou 
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— — thou  haft  been  a  true  campaigner,  Kate,  arid-wc- 

muft  not  negleft  thee Do  you  fell  grey  peafe  yet 

of  an  evening Mrs.  Matchlock {Drinks  again. 

Kate.  Any  thing  to  turn  the  penny;  but  I  got  more 
by  crying  pamphlets  this  year,  than  by  any  thing  I 

have  done  a  great  while Now  I  am  married  into 

the  company  again,  I  defign  to  crois  the  feas  next 
year.  But,  mailer,  my  huiband,  a  Temple  porter, 
and  a  parliament-man's  foounao,  lait  night  by  their 
talk  made  me  think  there  was  danger  of  a  peace  ; 
\vhy,  they  faid  all  the  prime  people  were  againft  a 
war. 

Trim.  No,  no,  Kate,  never  fear,  you  know  I  keep 
great  company  ;  all  men  are  for  war,  but  feme  would 
have  it  abroad,  and  fome  would  have  it  at  home  in 
their  own  country. 

Kate.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  ?  drink  about,  gentlemen, 
not  a  farthing  to  pay  ;  a  war  is  a  war,  be  it  where  it 

will  ; but  pray,    Mr.   Trim,    fpeak  to  my   lord, 

that  when  thefe  gentlemen  have  flurts  I  may  wafh  for 
them. 

Trim.  I  tell  you,  if  you  behave  well  to-night,  you 
fliall  have  a  fortnight's  pay  each  man  as  a  reward  ; 
but  there's  none  of  you  induftrious:  there's  a  thoufand 
things  you  might  do  to  help  out  about  this  town— — 

as  to  cry puff puff  pies.   Have  you  any  knives 

or  fcifiars  to  grind or  late  in  an   evening,  whip 

from  Grubftreet  ftrange  and  bloody  news  from  Flan 
ders  —  votes  from  the  Houfe  of  Commons buns, 

rare   buns old  filver  lace,  cloaks,   fuits,  or  coats 

old  fhoes,  boots  or  hats.     But  here,  here,  here's 

my  lord  a  coming here's  the  captain  ;  fall  back 

into  the  rank There  move  up  in  the  center. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy  and  Campley. 

Ld.  II.  Let  me  fee  whether  my  ragged  friends  are 
ready  and  about  me. 

Kats.  Enfign  Campley,  enfign  Campley,  I  am 
overjoyed  to  fee  your  honour  j  ha  !  the  world's  finely 
altered,  ha  ! 

Camp.  It  is  fo,  'faith,  Kate  ;  why,  art  thou  true  to 
the  caufe,  with  the  company  ftill,  honeft  Amazon  ! 

Kate.  Dear  foul,  not  a  bit  of  pride  in  him  ;   but 
C  3  tvon'c 
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•won't  your  honour  help  me  in  my  bufmefs  with  my 
lord  ?  Speak  for  me,  noble  enfign,  do. 

Qatnp.   Speak  to  him  yourfelf,  I'll  fecond  you. 

Kate.  Noble  captain,  my  lord,  I  fuppofe  Mr.  Trim 
kas  told  your  honour  about  my  petition  :  I  have  been 
a  great  fufferer  in  the  fervice  ;  'tis  hard  for  a  poor 
woman  to  loie  nine  huibands  in  a  war,  and  no  notice 
taken  ;  nay,  three  of  them,  alas,  in  the  fame  cam 
paign  :  here  the  woman  ftands  that  fays  it,  I  never 
iiripped  a  man  'till  I  firft  tried  if  he  could  itand  on 
his  legs,  and  if  not,  I  think  'twas  fair  plunder,  ex 
cept  our  adjutant,  and  he  was  a  puppy  that  made  my 
eighth  hufband  run  the  gauntlet  for  not  turning  his 
toes  out. 

Ld.  H.  Well,  we'll  confider  thee,  Kate  ;  but  fall 
back  into  the  rear.  A  roll  of  what  ?  gentlemen  fol- 
diers. 

IrifK.  to  Bumpkin.']  Do  you  hear  that,  my  lord 
hirafelf  can't  deny  but  we  are  all  gentlemen  as  much 
as  his  honour 

Ld.  II.  reading.]  Gentlemen  foldiers  quartered  in 
and  about  Guy-Court  in  Vinegar  Yard,  in  Ruflel- 
Court  in  Drury-Lane  ;  belonging  to  the  honourable 

captain  Hardy's  company  of  foot So,  anfvver  to 

your  names,  and  march  off  from  the  left Corporal 

Swagger,  march  eafy  that  I  may  view  you  as  you  pafs 

by  me  ;  drums,  Simcn  Ruffle,  Darby  Tatoo 

there's  a  fhilling  for  you Tatoo,  be  always  fo. 

tight  :  how  does  he  keep  himfclf  fo  clean  ? 

Trim.  Sir,  he  is  a  tragedy-drum  to  one  of  the  play- 
houfes.  ^ 

Ld.  H.  Private  gentlemen Alexander  Cowitch, 

Humphrey  Mundungus,  William  Faggot,  Nicholas 
Scab,  Timothy  Megrim,  Philip  Scratch,  Nehemiah 
Duft,  Humphrey  Garbage,  Nathaniel  Matchlock. 

Camp.  What,  is  Matchlock  come  back  to  the  com 
pany  ?  that's  the  fellow  that  brought  me  off  at  Steen- 
kn '  . 

Ld.  H.  No,  Sir,  'tis  I  am  obliged  to  him  for  that  ; 
[Ojflrin?  to  give  him  money']  there,  friend;  you  {hall 
want  for  nothing,  I'll  give  thee  a  halbert  too. 

Kate.  O  brave  rue  !  mall  1  be  a  ferjeant's  lady— 

i'faith 
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i'faith  I'll  make  the  drums,  and  the  corporals  wives, 
and  company- keepers  know  their  diftance. 

Camp.  How  far  out  of  the  country  did  you  come  to 
lift  ?  Don't  you  come  from  Cornwall  ?  How  did  you 
bear  your  charges  ? 

Match.  I  was  whipt  from  conftable  to  conftable  — 

Trim.  Ay,  my  lord,  that's  due  by  the  courtefy  of 
England  to  all  that  want  in  red-coats ;  befides,  there's 
an  aft  that  makes  us  free  of  all  corporations,  and 
that's  the  ceremony  of  it. 

Camp.  But  what  pretence  had  they  for  ufmg  you 
fo  ill,  you  did  not  pilfer  ? 
•Match.  I  was  found  guilty  of  being  poor. 

Camp.  Poor  devil  ! 

Ld.  H.  Timothy  Ragg— Oh,  Ragg  !  I  thought 
when  I  gave  you  your  discharge  juil  before  the  peace, 
we  iliould  never  have  had  you  again  ;  how  came  you 
to  lill  now  ? 

Ragg.  To  pull  down  the  French  king. 

Ld.  H.  Bravely  rcfolved '   but  pull  your  fhirt 

'  into  your  breeches,'  in  the  mean  time — Jeofrrey 
Tatter — what's  become  of  the  fkirts  and  buttons  of 
your  coat  ? 

Tatter.  In  our  laft  cloathing,  in  the  regiment  I 
ferved  in  before,  the  colonel  had  one  Ikirt  before;  the 
agent  one  behind,  and  every  captain  of  the  regiment 
a  button. 

Ld.  H.  Hum,  you  rogue,  you  talk  mutiny. [Smiling. 

Trim.  Ay,  firrah,  what  have  you  to  do  with  more 
knowledge  than  that  of  your  right  hand  from  your 
left  ?  4f  [Hits  him  a  blow  on  the  head. 

Ld.  H.  Hugh  Clump Clump,  thou  groweft  a 

litde  too  heavy  for^marching. 

Trim.  Ay,  my  lord,  but  if  we  don't  allow  him  the 
pay,  he'll  ftarve,  for  he's  too  lame  to  get  into  the  hof- 
pital.  . 

Ld.  H.  Richard  Bumpkin  :  Ha  !  a  perfeft  coun 
try  hick — how  came  you,  friend,  to  be  a-fb-ldier  ? 

Bump.  An't  pleafe  your  honour,  I  have  been  crofTed 
in  love,  and  am  willing  to  feek  my  fortune. 

Ld.  H.  Well,  I'vefeen  enough  of-  them:  if  you 
mind  your  affair,  and  aft  like  a  wife  general,  thefe 

fellows  may  do come,  take  your  orders.  [Trim 

C  4  puts 
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puts  his  bat  en  his  jlick,  while  my  lord  is  giving  him  tin 

ring,  and  ivhifperi  orders.]  Well,  gentlemen,  do  your 

bufmefs  manfully, and  nothing  fhall  he  too  good  foryou. 

AIL  Blefs  your  honour.  [Exe.  Lord  H.  ^WCampley. 

Wrim.  Now,   my  brave  friends  and  fellow-foldiers 

\afide. "\    I  muft  fellow-foldier   them  juft   before 

battle,  like  a  true  officer,  though  I  cane  them  all  the 
year  round  befide  —  {Strutting  about.~\  Major-General 
Trim,  no,  pox,  Trim  founds  fo  very  fhort  and 

priggifh that  my  name  fhould  be  a  monofyllable  ! 

But  the  foreign  news  will  write  me,  I  fuppofe,  Mon- 
4ieur  or  Chevalier  Trimont.  Seigneur  Trimoni,  or 
count  Trimuntz,  in  the  German  army,  I  fhall  perhaps 
be  called  ;  ay,  that's  all  the  plague  and  comfort  of  as 

great  men,  they  do  fo  tofs  our  names  about But, 

gentlemen,  you  are  now  under  my   command 

Huzza!  thrke faith,    this  is  very  pleafing,  this 

grandeur !  why,  after  all,  it  is  upon  the  neck  of  fuch 
fcoundrels  as  thefe  gentlemen,  that  we  great  captains 
build  our  renown A  million  or  two  of  thefe  fel 
lows  make  an  Alexander,  and  as  that  my  predeceffor 
iaid  in  the  tragedy  of  him  on  the  very  fame  occafion, 
going  to  ftorm  for  his  Statira,  fo  do  I  for  my  dc.ir 
iempftrefs,  madam  d'Epingle. 

When  I  rum  on,  fure  none  will  dare  to  flay ; 

'Tis  beauty  call;,  and  glory  lead$  the  way. 

{Exeunt. 

A  C  T    V.     later  Trufty  and  Lord  Brumpton. 
:fru.  C^  H  E  knows  no  moderation  in  her  good  fur- 
\»   tune  ;  '  fue  has,  out  of  impatience  to   fee 

*  herfelf  iu  her  weeds,  ordered  her  mnntua-woman  to 

*  ftitch  up  any  thing  immediately' You  may  hear 

her  and  Tattleaid  laugh  aloud fhe  is  fo  wantonly 

merry. 

Ld.  B.  But  this  of  Lady  Charlotte  is  the  very  utmofl 
of  all  ill '  Pray  read — but.  I  mull  fit  — my  late 

*  fit  of  the  gout  makes  me  aft  with  pain  and  con- 
'-ftraint let  me  fee ' 

*I'ruf.  She  writ  it  by  the  page,  who  brought  it  me, 
as  I  had  wheedled  him  to  «lo  ail  their  paflUges. 

L.  £. 
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Id.  B.    [reads.] 

"  You  muft  watch  the  occafion  of  the  fervants 
being  gone  out  of  the  houfe  with  the  corpfe  ;  Tattle- 
aid  mall  condudl  you  to  my  Lady  Charlotte's  apart 
ment — away  with  her — and  be  fure  you  bed  her 

Your  affectionate  fifter,  Mary  Brumpton." 

Brumpton  !  The  creature — She  called  as  Frank's 
mother  was  ?  Brumpton  !  the  fuccuba  !  What  a  devil 
incarnate  have  I  had  in  my  bofom  ?  Why,  the  com 
mon  abandoned  town-wsmen  would  fcruple  fuch  an 

a^ion  as  this '  Tho'  they  have  loft  all  regard  to 

'   their  own  chaftity,  they  would  be  tender  of  ano- 

'  ther's why  fare  me  had  no  infancy She  ne- 

'  ver  had  virginity,  to  have  no  compaffion  through 

'   memory  of  her  own  former  innocence' This  is 

to   forget  her  very   humanity •  her  very  fex 

Where  is  my  poor  boy  ?  where's  Frank  ?  does  not  he 
want  !  how  h$s  he  lived  all  this  time  ?  — not  a  fervant, 

I  warrant,  to  attend  him what  company  can   hs 

keep  ?  what  can  he  fay  of  his  father  ? 

Ti-uf.  Though  you  made  him  not  your  heir,  he  is 

ftill  your  fon and  has  all   the  duty  and  tenderneis 

in  the  world  for  your  memory 

L.i.  B.  It  is  impoffible,  Trufly,  it  is  impoflible 

I  \vili  not  rack  mvf'slf  wich  the  thought.  That  one  I 
have  injured  can  be  fq  very  good — Keep  me  in  coun 
tenance—tell  me  he  hates  my  very  name  — wouM 
not  aflame  my  title,  becaufe  it  defcends  from  me — — • 
What's  his  company  ? 

Truf.  Young  Tom  Campley,  they  are  never  afunder. 

Ld.  B.  1  am  glad  he  h  is  rny  pretty  tattler the 

ch-arful    innocent Harriot I   hope    he'll    be 

go">d  to  her— he's  good-natured  and  well-bred 

T'ruf.  But,  my  lord,  Hit-  was  very  punctual  in  or 
dering  the  funeral me  bid  Sable  be  fure  to  lay 

you  deep  enough me  had   heard  fuch  itones  ofr" 

the  wicked  fextons  taking  up  people but  1  wifh, 

my  lord,  you  would  pleafe  to  hear  her  and  Tattlcaid 
once  more  - 

LJ.  B.  I  know  to  what  thy  zeal  tends but  I  teft 

you,   fince  you  cannot  be  convinc'J  but  that  I  have 

iHH  a  foftnefs  for  her 1  fay  tho'  I  had  fo,  it  mould 

never  make  me  tranfgrefs  that  fcuip uloifo  honour  that 
C  q  beccnvi's 
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becomes  a  peer  of  England if  I  could   forget  in 
juries   done  myfelf  thus  grofs 1  never  will    thofe 

done  my  friends — You  knew  Charlotte's  worthy  father 

— no there's  no  need  of  my  feeing  more  of  this 

woman 1  behold  her  now  with   the  fame  eyes 

that  you  do there's  a  meannefs  in  all  me  fays  or 

does (he  has  a  great  wit  but  a  little  mind — fome- 

thing  ever  wanting   to  make  her  appear  my  Lady 

Brumpton me  has  nothing  natively  great.  You 

fee  I  love  her  not 1  talk  with  judgment  of  her— 

Truf.  J  fee  it,   my  good  Lord,  with  joy  I    fee  it— 

nor  care  how  few  things  I  fee  more  in  this  world 

my  fatisfaction  is  compleat welcome  old  age • 

welcome  decay — 'tis  not  decay,  but  growth  to  a  later 
being.  [Exit,  leading  Ld.  B. 

Re-enter  Trufty  meeting  Cabinet. 
Truf.  I  have  your  letter,  Mr.  Cabinet. 
Cab.  I  hope,  Sir,  you'll  believe  it  was  not  in  my 
nature  to  be  guilty  of  fo  much  bafenefs  ;  '  but  being 
born  a  gentleman,  and  bred  out  of  all  road  of  in- 
duftry  in  that  idle  manner  too  many  are,  I  foon  fpent 
a  fmall  patrimony  ;  and  being  debauched  by  luxury, 
I  fell  into  the  narrow  mind  to  dread  no  infamy  like 
poverty — which  made  me  guilty,  as  that  paper  tells 
you' — and  had  I  not  writ  to  you,  I  am  fure  I  never 
could  have  told  you  of  it. 

Truf.  It  is  an  ingenuous,  pious  penitence  in  you  — 

my  Lord  Hardy (to  whom  this  fecret  is  ineftima- 

ble)  is  a  noble-natured  man and  you  mall  find 

him  fuch 1  give  you  my  word 

Cab.  I  know,  Sir,  your  integrity——— 
Truf.  Bat  pray  be  there — all  that  you  have  to  do 
is  to  aflc  for  the  gentlewoman  at  the  houfe  at  my  Lord 

Hardy's (he'll  take  care  of  you— —And  pray  have 

patience,  where  fhe  places  you,  'till  you  fee  me.— 
[Exit  Cab.]  My  Lord  Hardy's  being  at  an  houfe 
where  they  receive  lodgers,  has  allowed  me  conve 
nience  to  place  every  body  J  think  neceflary  to  be  by 
at  her  difcovery This  prodigious  welcome  fe 
cret  !  I  fee,  however  impracticable  honeft  actions  may 
appear,  we  may  co  on  with  juft  hope. 

Ail 
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All  that  is  ours,  is  to  be  juftly  bent, 
And  Heav'n  in  its  own  caufe  will  blefs  th'  event. 

[Exit. 
'  Enter  Trim  and  bis  Party. 

'  Trim.  March  up,  march  up Now  we  are 

near  the  citadel — and  halt  only  to  give  the  neceflary 
orders  for  the  engagement — Ha  !  Clump,  Clump, 
When  we  come  to  Lord  Brumpton's  door,  and  you 

fee  us  conveniently  difpofed  about  the  houfe 

you  are  to  wait  till  you  fee  a  corpfe  brought  out  of 

the  houfe then  to  go  up  to  him  you  obferve  the 

director,  and  afk  importunately  for   an   alms  to  a 

poor   foldier for  which   you   may  be    fure  you 

mall  have  a  good  blow  or  two— — but  if  you  have 

not,  be  faucy  'till  you  have Then  when  you  fee 

a  file  of  men  got  between  the  houfe  and  the  body 
—  A  file  of  men,  Bumpkin,  is  fix  men  — I  fay,  when 
you  fee  the  file  in  fuch  a  pofture,  that  half  the  file 

may  face  to  the  houfe,  half  to  the  body you  are 

to  fall  down,  crying  murder,  that  the  half  file  faced 
to  the  body  may  throw  it  and  themfelves  over 

you 1  then    march   to   your  refcue Then, 

Swagger,  you  and  your  party  fall  in  to  fecure  my 

rear,  while   I  march  off  with   the  body Thefe 

are  the  orders and   this,  with   a  little  improve 
ment  of  my  own,  is  the   fame  difpofiticn  Villeroy 
and  Catinat  made  at  Chiari.      [Marches  off"  <vaith  his 
party:  ^ 
Enter  Widow  in  deep  mourning,  ivit/j  a  dead  fquirrel  on 

her  arm,  and  Tattleaid. 

Wid.  It  muft  be  fo — It  muft  be  your  carelefTnefs  — 
What  had  the  page  to  do  in  my  bed-chamber  ? 

'Tat.  Indeed,  Madam,  I  can't  tell  —  But  I  came  in 

and  catch'd  him  wringing  round  his  neck • 

If  id.  Tell  the  rafcal  from  me  — he  fliall  -romp  with 

the  footmen  no  more No I'll  fend   the  rogue 

in  a  frock  to  learn  Latin  among  the  dirty  boys  that 
come  to  good — I  will  — But  it  is  ever  fo  among  theie 
creatures  that  live  on  one's  faperfiuous  affections  ;  a 
lady's  woman,  page,  and  fijuirrel,  are  always  rivals. 

Poor  harmlefs  animal pretty  ev'n  yrd«rtn;:  . 

Death  might  have  ovcr-leok'd  thy  little   life   .  ;  -•. 
How  could'it  thou,  Rubin,  leave  thy  nuts  and  me'  ? 
C  6  How 
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How  was't,  importunate  deareft,  thou  fhould'ft  die  ? 

•  Thou  never  didft  invade  thy  neighbour's  foils  : 

•  Never  mad'ft  war  with  fpecious  fhcws  of  peace  : 
'  Thou  never  halt  depopulated  regions, 

'  But  chearfully  didll  bear  thy  litle  chain, 

•  Content — So  I  but  fed  thee  with  this  hand.' 

7'af.  Alas  !  alas  !  we  are  all  mortal  :  confider, 
Madam,  my  Lord's  dead  too. 

Wid.  Ay,  but  our  animal  friends  do  wholly  die; 
an  hufband  or  relation,  after  death,  is  rewarded  or 

tormented that's  fome  confolation I  know 

her  tears  are  falfe,  for  me  hated  Robin  always 
\ajide. "\     But  (he's  a  well-bred  difhoneft  fervant,  that 

never  fpeaks  a  painful   truth But  111  refulve   to 

conquer  my  afHiclion Never  fpeak  more  of  Robin 

•Hide  him  there But  to  mydrefs How 

ibberly  magnificent  is  black — and  the  train  —  1  won 
der  how  widows  came  to  wear  fuch  long;  tails  ! 

Tat.  Why,  Madam,  the  ftateiicil  of  all  creatures 
ha?  the  longeft  tail,  the  peacock,  nay't  has  of  all  cre:W 
iurcs  the  fineit  mien  too——  except  your  ladyfhip,  who 
;ire  a  phcsnix 

iS>"td.  Ho!  brave  Tattleaid But  did  not  you  ob- 

ferve  what  a  whining  my  Lady  Sly  made,  \viien  ihc 
had  drank  a  little?  Did  you  believe  her  ?  Do  you 
think  there  are  really  people  forry  for  their  hufbands  j" 

Tat.  Really,  madam,  (ome  men  do  leave  thtir 
fortunes  in  fuck  diilraclion,  that  I  believe  it  may 
be —  [Speaks  ivitb  pins  in  her  mouth. 

Wid.  But  I  fwear  I  wonder  how  it  came  up  to  drefs 

us  thus 1  proteft,  when  all  my  equipage  is  ready, 

and  I  move  in  full  pageantry,  I  ihall  fancy  myfclf  an 
ambafTadrefs  from  the  common  wealth  of  women,  the 

dritrefied  ftate  of  Amazonia to  treat  for  men — — 

But  I  proteft  1  wonder  how  two  of  us  thus  clad  can 
nice:  with  a  grave  face  — methinks  they  mould  laugh 
oat  like  '  two  fortune-tellers,  or'  two  opponent  law 
yers  that  know  each  other  for  cheats. 

Tat.  Ha  !  ha  !   ha  !  I  fwear  to  you,  madam,   your 

ladyfhip's  wit  will  choke  me  one  time  or  other 

I  had  like  to  have  fwallowed  all  the  pins  in  my 
mouth 

4  Wid*  But,  Tatty,  to  keep  houfe  Gx  weeks,  that's 

'  another 
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another  barbarous  cuflom  ;  but  the  reafon  of  it,  I 

fuppofc,    was,   that  the   bale  people  fhould  not  fee 

people  of  quality  maybe  as  affli&ed  as  themfelves — 

'  Tat.  No  ;  'tis  becaufe  they  mould  not  fee  them 

as  merry  as  themfelves. 

'  Wid.  Ha!  ha!  ha!    huffcy,   you  never  faid  that 

you  fpoke  latt why    'tis  jell— — 'tis  fatire — I'm 

fure  you  faw  it  in  my  face,  that  I  was  going  to  fay 
it — 'twas  too  good  for  you — Come,  lay  down  that 
fentence  and  the  pin-cufhion,  and  pin  up  my  fhoulder 
— Hark 'ye,  hufley,  if  you  fhou'd,  as  I  hope  you 
won't,  outlive  me,  take  care  I  an't  buried  in  fian- 
neJ,  'twould  never  become  me,  I'm  fure — That 
they  can  be  as  merry  :  well,  I'll  tell  my  new  ac 
quaintance — What's  her  name  ?  —  fhe  that  reads  fo 
much,  and  writes  verfes — her  hufband  was  deaf  the 
firlt  quarter  of  a  year — I  forget  her  name — That 
exprefiion  fhe'll  liko — Well,  that  woman  does  divert 
me  ftrangely.  —  I'll  be  very  great  with  her — fhe 
talk'd  very  learnedly  of  the  ridicule,  'till  me  was 
ridiculous  —  then  fhe  fpoke  of  the  decent — of  the 

agreea ;-,le  —  of  the  infenfsble ftie  defigns  to  print 

the  dif:ourf? — but  of  all  things  I  like  her  notion  of 
the  infeniible. 

'  Tat.  Pray,  madam,  how  was  that? 
'  Wid,  A  moil  uiei'ul  difcourfe  to  be  inculcated  in 
our  teens  —  the  purpofe  of  it  is  to  difguife  our  ap- 
prehenfion  in  this  ill-bred  generation  of  men,  who 
ipeak  before  women  what  they  ought  not  to  hear— • 
As  now,  fuppofb  you  were  a  fpark  in  my  company, 

and   you    fpoke    fome    doable   entendre 1   look 

thus  !   but  be    a   fellow,   and  you   (hall  fee  how  I'll 

ufe  you The  infeHiible  is   ufeful  upon  any  occa- 

iion,     where    we  feemingly    negleft,    and    lecretly 

approve,  which   is  our  ordinary  common   cafe 

Now,   fuppofe   a   coxcomb  dancing,   prating,    and 

playing   his    tricks  before  me   to    move  me 

without  pieafure  or  diilaile  in  my  countenance  I 
look  at  him—  juft  thus— but— Ha  !  ha!  ha!  I  have 
found  out  a  fupplement  to  this  notion  of  the  infen- 
fible,  for  my  own  ufc,  which  is  infallible,  and  that 
is,  to  have  'alwavs  in  my  head  all  that  they  can  fay 

*  or 
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'  or  do  to  me — fo  never  be  furprifed  with  laughter, 

'  the  occafion  of  which  is  always  fudden 

'  Tat.   Oh,   my  Lady  Brumpton  [Tattleaid   lonus 

*  and  cringes.]  My  lady,  your  moft  obedient  fervant — 

'  Wid.  Look  you,  wench,  you  fee,  by  the  art  of 
'  infenfibility,  I  put  you  out  of  countenance,  though 
'  you  were  prepared  for  an  ill  reception — 

'  Tat.  Oh  !  madam how  juftly  are  you  formed 

'  for  what  is  now  fallen  to  you,  the  empire  of  man- 
'  kind— 

'  Wid.  O  fir,  that  puts  me  out  of  all  my  infenfibility 
'  at  once — that  was  fo  gallant — '  [A  noife  <within.— 
Bring  him  along,  bring  him  along.]  Ha  !  what  noife  is 
that — that  noife  of  fighting — Run,  I  fay — Whither 
are  you  going — What,  are  you  mad — Will  you  leave 
me  alone— —Can't  you  ftir — 'What,  you  can't  take 
your  meffage  with  you  —  Whatever  'tis,  I  fuppofe  you 
are  not  in  the  plot ;  not  you — Nor  that  now  they're 

breaking  open  my  houfe  for  Chnrlotte Not  you — 

Go  fee  what's  the  matter,  I  fay — I  have  nobody  I  can 
truft  — One  [Exit  Tattleaid.]  minute  I  think  this 

wretch  honelt,  and  the  next  falfe Whither  fhall  I 

turn  me  ? 

Tat.   Madam Madam  !  [Re-entering. 

Wid.  Madam,  madam,  will  you  fw allow  me  gap 
ing— 

Tat.  Pray,  good  my  lady,  be  not  fo  out  of  humour 
• — But  there  is  a  company  of  rogues  have  fet  upon 
our  fervants  and  the  burial  man's,  while  others  ran 
away  with  the  corpfe 

Wid.  How,  what  can  this  mean  ?  what  can  they 
do  with  it !  '  Well,  'twill  fave  the  charge  of  inter- 

*  ment — But  to  what  end  r' 

Enter  Truity,  and  a  fervant  bloody  and  dirty ,  hauling  in 
Clump  and  Bumpkin. 

Ser.  I'll  teach  you  better  manners — I'll  poor  foldier 
you — You  dog  you,  I  will  —  Madam,  here  are  two  of 
the  rafcals  that  were  in  the  gang  of  rogues  that  car 
ried  away  the  corpfe — 

Wid.  We'll  examine  them  .apart — Well,  firrah, 
what  are  you  ?  whence  came  you  ?  what's  your  ,;ame  ? 
firrah.  [Clump  makes  figns  as  a  dumb  man. 

Ser.  O,  you  dog,  you  could  fpcak  loud  ecough  juit 

now. 
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now,  firrah,  when  your  brother  rogues  mauled  Mr. 
Sable we'll  make  you  fpeak,  firrah 

Wid.  Bring  the  other  fellow  hither — I  fuppofe  you 
will  own  you  knew  that  man  before  you  faw  him  at 
my  door  ? 

Clump.  I  think  I  have  feen  the  gentleman's  face. 

[Bowing  to  Bumpkin. 

Wid.  The  gentleman's!  the  villain  mocks  me  — 
But,  friend,  you  look  like  an  honeft  man,  what  are 
you  ?  whence  come  you  ?  What  are  you,  friend  ? 

Bump.  I'fe  at  prefent  but  a  private  gentleman,  but 
I  was  lifted  to  be  a  ferjeant  in  my  lord  Hardy's  com 
pany — I'fe  not  afhamed  of  my  name,  nor  of  my  kop- 
tin 

Wid.  Leave  the  room  all.  [Exeunt  all  litt  Trufty 
WTattleaid.]  —  Mr.  Trufty— Lord  Hardy!  O  that 
impious  young  man — thus,  with  the  facrilegious  hands 
of  ruffians  to  divert  his  father's  afh.es  from  their  urn, 
and  reft— I  fufpeft  this  fellow.  \Afide.]  Mr.  Trufty, 
I  muft  defire  you  to  be  ftill  near  me — I'll  know  the 
.bottom  of  this,  and  go  to  lord  Hardy's  lodgings,  as  I 
am,  inftantly — 'Tis  but  the  backfide  of  this  ftreet,  I 
think — Let  a  coach  be  called — Tattleaid,  as  foon  as 
I  am  gone — conduct  my  brother  and  his  friends  to 
lady  Charlotte,  away  with  her — bring  Mademoifelle 
away  to  me — that  fhe  may  not  be  a  witnefs — Come, 
good  Mr.  Trufty.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lord   Hardy,  hading  Harriot  j  Campley  and 
Trim. 

L.Ha.  Why  then  I  find  this  Mr.  Trim  is  a  perfect 
general — '  but  I'll  afTure  you,  fir,  I'll  never  allow 
4  you  an  hero,  who  could  leave  your  miftrefs  behind 

*  you ;  you   fhould  have  broke  the  houfe  down,  but 
'  you  mould  have  brought  Madenibifelle  with  you. — 

'  Trim.  No,  really,  madam,  I  have  feen  fuch 
'  ftrange  fears  come  into  the  men's  heads,  and  fuch 
'  ftrange  refolutions  into  the  women's,  upon  the  oc- 
'  cafion  of  ladies  following  a  camp,  that  I  thought 
'  it  more  difcreet  to  leave  her  behind  me — my  fuccefs 
'  will  naturally  touch  her  as  much  as  if  fhe  were 

*  here 

L.  Ha.  '  A  good  intelligent  arch  fellow  this. 
\afide. ^  But  were  not  you  faying,  roy  lord,  you  be- 
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lieved  lady  Brumpton  would  follow  hither  ? — if  fo, 
pray  let  me  be  gone 

Ld.  H.  No,  madam  ;  I  mud  befeech  your  ladyfhip 
to  ftay,  for  there  are  things  alledged  againft  her 
which  you,  who  have  lived  in  the  family,  may,  per 
haps,  give  light  into,  and  which  I  can't  believe  even 
Ihe  could  be  guilty  of. 

L.  Ha.  Nay,  my  lord,  that's  generous  to  a  folly, 
for  even  for  her  ufage  of  you,  (without  regard  to  my- 
felf)  I  am  ready  to  believe  (he  would  do  any  thing 
that  can  come  into  the  head  of  a  clofe,  malicious, 
cruel,  designing  woman. 

Enter  Boy. 

Soy.  My  lady  Bruinpton's  below . 

L.  H.1.  I'll  run  then' 

Camp.  No,  no,  fland  your  ground ;  you're  a  fol- 
dier's  wife.  Come,  we'll  rally  her  to  death. 

LJ.  H.  Pr'ythce  entertain  her  a  little,  while  I  go 
in  for  a  moment's  thought  on  this  occation.  [Exit. 

L.  Hi.  She  has  more  wit  than  us  both 

Camp.  Pfhaw,   no  matter  for  that Be   fure,  as 

foon  as  the  Sentence  is  out  of  my  mouth,  to  clap  in 
with  fomething  elfe — and  laugh  at  all  I  fay;  I'll  be 
grateful,  and  buril  myfelf  at  my  pretty  witty  wife — 
We'll  fall  in  flap  upon  her — She  ihan't  have  time  to 
fay  a  word  of  the  running  away.  [Enter  Lady  Brump 
ton  #»</ Trufty.J  O,  my  lady  Brumpton,  your  lady- 
fhip's  moft  obedient  fervant.  This  is  my  lady  Har 
riot  Campley Why,  madam,  your  ladyfhip  is  im 
mediately  in  your  mourning — Nay,  as  you  have 
more  wit  than  any  body,  fo  (what  feldom  wits  have) 
you  have  more  prudence  too — Other  widows  have 
nothing  in  readinefs  but  a  fecond  huHrmd —  bat  you, 
I  fee,  had  your  very  weeds  and  drefs  lying  by  you  — 

La.  H.  Ay,  madam  ;  I  fee  your  ladyfhip  is  of  the 
order  of  widowhood,  for  you  have  put  on  the  ha 
bit 

Wid.  I  fee  your  ladyfhip  is  not  of  the  profeffion  of 
virginity,  for  you  have  loft  the  look  on't 

Camp.  You're  in  the  habit — That  was  fo  pretty  ; 
nay,  without  flattery,  lady  Harriot,  you  have  a  great 
deal  of  wit,  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

La.  H.  No,  my  lady  Brumpton  here  is  the  womau 

of 
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of  wit ;  but  indeed  me  has  got  but  little  enough, 
confidering  how  much  her  ladyfhip  has  to  defend. 
Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Wid.  I'm  forry,  madam,  your  ladyfhip  has  not 
what's  fufficient  for  your  occafions,  or  that  this  pretty 
gentleman  can't  fupply  them — [Campley  dancing 
about  and  trolling.]  Hey-day,  I  find,  fir,  your  heels 
are  a  great  help  to  your  head — They  relieve  your  wit,  I 
fee  ;  and  I  don't  queilion  but  ere  now  they  have  been 
as  kind  to  your  valour  ;  ha  !  ha  ! 

Camp.  Pox,  I  can  fay  nothing,  'tis  always  thus 
with  your  endeavours  to  be  witty.  [AJide,~\  I  faw,  ma 
dam,  your  mouth  go,  but  there  could  be  nothing  of 
fered  in  anfwer  to  what  my  lady  Harriot  faid— 'Twas 

home — 'Twas  cutting  fatire 

La,  H.  Oh,  Mr.  Campley!  But  pray,  madam,  has 
Mr.  Cabinet  vifited  your  ladyfhip  fince  this  calamity 
• — How  Hands  that  affair  now  ? 

Wid.  Nay,  madam,  if  you  already  wantinftru&ions 
— I'll  acquaint  you  how  the  world  Hands,  if  you  are 
in  diftrefs — but  1  fear  Mr.  Campley  overhears  us. 

Camp.  And  all  the  tune  the  pipers  played,  was  toll- 
toll-doroll — I  fvvear,  lady  Harriot,  were  I  not  already 
yours,  I  could  have  a  tendre  for  this  lady. 

Wid.  Come,  good  folks,  I  find  we  are  very  free  with 
each  other — What  makes  you  two  here  ?  Do  you 
board  my  lord,  or  he  you  ?  Come,  come,  ten  millings 
ft  head  will  go  a  great  way  in  a  family — What  do 
you  fay,  Mrs.  Campley,  is  it  fo  ?  Does  your  ladyfhip 
go  to  market  yourfelf  ? — Nay,  you  are  in  the  right 
of  it — Come — can  you  imagine  what  makes  my'lord 
flay? — He  is  not  now  with  his  land  fteward — not 
figning  leafes,  I  hope  ;  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Camp.  Hang  her,  to  have  more  tongue  than  a  man 
and  his  wife  too —  \_Afide. 

Enter  Lord  Hardy. 
Ld.  H.  Becaufe  your  ladyfhip  is,  I  know,  in  very 

much  pain  in  company  you  have  injur'd I'll  be 

fhort— Open  thofe  doors — there  lies  your  hufband's, 
my  father's  body,  and  by  you  ftands  the  man  accufes 
you  of  poifoning  him  ! 
Wid.   Of  poifoning  him  ! 

Truf.  The  fymptoms  will  appear  upon  the  corpf". 
o,  L.  H. 


66  THE     FUNERAL. 

Ld.H.  But  I  am  feized  by  nature — How  fliall  I 
view  a  breathlefs  lump  of  clay— Him  whofe  high 
veins  conveyed  to  me  this  vital  force  and  motion. 

J  cannot  bear  this  fight 

J  am  as  fix'd  and  motipnlefs  as  he— 

[They    open    the    cojfin,   out   of  which  jumps 

Lady  Charlotte. 

Art  thou  theghaftly  fhape  my  mind  had  form'd  ! 
Art  thou  the  cold  inanimate — Bright  maid  ! 
Thou  giv'ft  new  higher  life  to  all  around. 
Whither  does  fancy,  fir'd  with  love  convey  me  ! 
'  V/hither  tranfported  by  my  pleating  fury  ! 
'  The  feafon  vanimes  at  thy  approach  ; 
'  'Tis  morn,  'tis  fpring 

*  Daifies  and  lilies  ftrow  thy  flowVy  way.*' 
Why  is  my  fair  unmpv'd — My  heav'nly  fair  ; 
Does  (he  but  fmile  at  my  exalted  rapture  r 

L.  Ch.  Oh,  fenfeof  praife  to  me  unfelt  before, 
Speak  on,   fpeak  on,  and  charm  my  attentive  ear  : 
How  fvveet  applaufe  is  from  an  honeft  tongue! 
'  Thou  lov'lt  my  mind — Haft  well  affection  plac'd  j 
f  In  what,  nor  time,  nor  age,  nor  care,  nor  want  can 

alter.' 

Oh,  how  I  joy  in  thee — My  eternal  lover  ; 
'  Immutable  as  the  object  of  thy  flame  ! 
'  I  love,  I'm  proud,  I  triumph  that  I  love, 
'  Pure  I  approach  thee — Nor  did  I  with  empty  mows 

*  Gorgeous  attire,  or  ftudied  negligence, 

'   Or  long,  or  dance,  or  ball,  allure  thy  foul ; 
'   Nor  want,  or  fear,  fuch  arts  to  keep  or  lofe  it  :' 
Nor  now  with  fond  reluctance  doubt  to  enter 
My  fpacious,  bright  abode,  this  gallant  heart. 

[Reclines  on  Hardy. 

L.  Ha.  Ay,  marry — thefe  are  high  doings  indeed  ; 
ihe  greatnefs  of  the  occafion  has  burft  their  paflion 
into  fpeech — Why,  Mr.  Campley,  when  we  are  near 
thefe  fine  folks,  you  and  I  are  but  mere  fweet-hearts 
— I  proteft — I'll  never  be  won  fo ;  you  fliall  begin 
again  with  me. 

Camp.  IVythee,  why  dolt  name  us  pcor  animals  ! 
They  nave  forgot  there  are  any  fuch  creatures  as  their 
old  acquaintance  Tom  and  Harriot. 

Lei.  H.  So  we  did  indeed,  but  you'll  pardon  us. 

•  Cam  ft. 
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Camp.  My  lord,  I  never  thought  to  fee  the  minute 
wherein  I  mould  rejoice  at  your  forgetting  me,  .but 
now  I  do  heartily.  [Embracing. 

L.  Ch.    Harriot.      1     P    ,      . 
r     T_T      /~<i      1  t    E*mbracin?. 

L.  na.  v^narlotte.    ) 

Wid.  Sir,  you're  at  the  bottom  of  all  this — I  fee 
your  fkill  at  clofe  conveyances — I'll  know  the  mean 
ing  inftantly  of  thefe  intricacies  ;  'tis  not  your  feem- 
ing  honefty  and  gravity  mall  fave.  you  from  your  de- 

ferts •. — My   huiband's    death    was    fudden — You 

and  the  burial  fellow  were  obferv'd  very  familiar  — -— 
Produce  my  huiband's  body,  or  I'll  try  you  for  his 
murder  ;  which  I  find  you'd  put  on  me,  thou  hellifii 
engine  ! 

Truf.  Look  you,  madam,  I  could  anfwer  you,  but 
I  fcorn  to  reproach  people  in  milery — you're  undone 
— madam 

Wid.   What  does  the  dotard  mean  ?  Produce  the 

body,  villain,  or  the  law  fhall  have  thice  for  it. - 

[Trufty  Exit  haftily.']  Do  you  defign  to  let  the  villain 
efcape  ?  How  juftly  did  your  father  judge,  that  made 
you  a  beggar  with  that  fpirit — You  mentioned  juli 
now,  you  could  not  bear  the  company  of  thofe  you'4 
injur'd. 

Ld.  H.  You  are  a  woman,  madam,  and  my  fa? 
trier's  widow — But  fure  you  think  you've  highly  in 
jured  me. 

[Here  my  Lord  and  Trufty  half  enter  and  obferve. 

Wid.  No,  fir,  I  have  not,  will  not  injure  you — I 
mult  obey  the  will  of  my  dweafed  lord  to  a  tittle — 
J  mull  juftly  pay  legacies.  Your  father,  in  confide- 
fation  that  you  were  his  blood,  would  not  wholly 
alienate  you — He  left  you,  fir,  this  milling,  with 
which  eftate  you  now  are  earl  of  Brumpton. 

Ld.  H.  Infolent  woman — It  was  not  me  my  good 
father  difmherited,  'twas  him  you  reprefented.  The 
guilt  was  thine,  he  did  an  act  of  juftice. 

Lord  Brumpton  entering  'with  Tiufty. 

Ld.  B.  Oh,   unparalleled  goodnefs ! 
«  [Tattelaid  and  Mademoifelle  at  the  other  door  en- 
'  tering.] 

'  Truf.  Oh,  Tattelaid— His  and  our  hour  is  come  !' 

Tf-    ' 

H  13* 
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Wid.  What  do  I  fee,  my  lord,  my  mafter,  hufband 
living  ! 

Ld.  B.  [Turning  from  her,  running  to  bis  fan. ~]  Oh, 
my  boy,  my  fon— — Mr.  Campley — Charlotte  — 
Harriot — [All  kneeling  to  him.~\  Oh,  my  children  — 
'  Oh,  Oh,  thefe  paflions  are  too  ftrong  for  my  old 

'   frame Oh,  the  fweet  torture,  my  fon,  my  fon  !' 

I  (hall  expire  in  the  too  mighty  pleafure  !   my  boy ! 

Ld.  H.  A  fon,  an  heir  !  a  bridegroom  in  one  hour! 
Oh,  grant  me  Heaven,  grant  me  moderation  ! 

Wid.  A  fon,  an  heir  !  Am  I  neglefled  then  ? 
What !  can  my  lo.-d  revive,  yet  dead  to  me  ? 

Only  to  me  deceafed to  me  alone, 

Deaf  to  my  fighs,  and  fenfelefs  to  my  moan  ? 

Ld.  B.  'Tis  fo  long  fince  I  have  fcen  plays,  good 
madam,  that  I  know  not  whence  thou  doit  repeat, 
nor  can.  I  anfwer. 

Wid.  You  can  remember  though  a  certain  fettle- 
ment,  in  which  I  am  thy  fon  and  heir — great  Noble, 
that  I  fuppofe  not  taken  from  a  play,  that's  as  irre- 
\'ocable  as  law  can  make  it,  '  that  if  you  fcorn  me  — 

*  your  death  and  life  are  equal Or  I'll  Hill  wear 

*  my  mo-.irning,  'caufe  you're  living.' 

Truf.  Value  her  not,  my  lord  ;  a  prior  obligation 
made  you  incapable  of  fettling  on  her,  your  wife. 

Ld.  B.  Thy  kindnefs,  Trufty,  doss  diftraS  thee— 
I  would  indeed  difengage  ir.yfelf  by  any  honeft  meanf, 
but,  alas,  I  know  no  prior  gift  that  avoids  this  to  her 
— '  Oh,  my  child.' 

T'ruf.  Look  you,  madam,  I'll  come  again  imme 
diately — Fe  not  troubled,  my  dear  lords [Exit* 

Camp.  Trufty  looks  very  confident,  there  is-  fome 
good  in  that. 

Re  enter  Trtifty  ivitb  Cabinet. 

Cab.  What!   my  lord   Brumpton   living? nay 

then 

Truf.  Hold,  fir,  you  muft  not  ftir,  nor  can  you, 
fir,  retract  this  for  your  hand- writing — My  lord, 
this  gentleman,  fince  your  fuppofed  death,  has  lurked 
about  the  houfe  to  fpc:ik  with  my  lady,  or  Tatrleaid, 
who,  upon  your  deceafc.hive  mutined  him,  in  hopes, 
I  fuppofe,  to  buy  him  oft"  for  ever —  Now,  ns  he  was 
rr\in«  about,  he  peep'd  into  your  cloie:— where  he 
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faw  your  lordihip  reading — ilruck  with  horror,  and 
believing  himfelf  (as  well  he  might)  the  dilturber  of 
your  ghoit  for  alienation  of  your  fortune  from  your 
family — he  writ  me  this  letter,  wherein  he  acknow 
ledges  a  private  marriage  with  this  lady,  half  a  year 
before  you  ever  faw  her. 

All.   flow  !  [All  turn  upon  her  difdain  fully, 

Wid.  No  more  a  widow  then,  but  ftill  a  wife. 

[Recovering  from  her  confufion. 
1  am  thy  wife — thou  author  of  my  evil. 
'  Thou  muft  partake  with  me  an  homely  board, 
'  An  homely  board  that  never  mall  be  chearful  ; 
'  But  ev'ry  meal  embitter'd  with  upbraidings,' 
Thou  that  could'it  tell  me,  good  and  ill  were  words, 
When  thou  could'ft  bafely  let  me  to  another, 
Yet  could'it  fee  fprights,  great  unbeliever  ! 
Coward  !   bugg-bear'd  penitent    • 

*  Stranger  henceforth  to  all  my  joys,  my  joys. 
'  To  thy  diihonour;  defpicable  thing, 

'  Difhonour  thee  !'  Thou  voluntary  cuckold  ! 
Thou  difgrace  to  thy  own  fex,   and  the  whole  fcuman 
May  fcorn  and  beggary  purfue  thy  name,          [race  ! 
And  dark  defpair  clofe  up  a  life  of  ihame. 

[Cabinet  fneaks  ojf.       Widow  flings  after   him, 
'  Tattleaid  following,' 

Ld,  B.  I  fee  you're  all  confuted  as  well  as  I Ye 

are  my  children — I  hold  you  all  fo.  And  for  your 
own  ufe  will  fpeak  plainly  to  you,  I  cannot  hate  that 
woman  :  nor  mall  fhe  ever  want.  Though  I  fcorn  to 

bear  her  injuries- yet  had  I  ne'er  been  roufed 

'  from  that  low  paffion  to   a  worthlefs  creature 

'  but  by  difdain  of  her  attempt  on  my  friend's  child.' 
I  am  glad  that  fcorn's  confirmed  by  her  being  that 
fellow's— whom  for  my  own  fake  I  only  will  contemn. 
Thee,  Trufty,  how  ihall  we  profecute  with  equal  praife 
and  thanks  for  this  great  revolution  in  our  houfe. 

Truf.  Never  to  fpeak  on't  more,  my  lord. 

'  Ld.  B.  You  are  now,  gentleman,  going  into  cares 
'  at  a  cri/is  in  your  country. 
'  And  on  this  great  occafion,  Tom I'll  mount 

*  Old  Campley  which  thy  father  gave  me, 
'  And  attend  thee  a  chearful  gay  old  man, 

*  Into 
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*  Into  the  ncld  to  reprefent  our  country. 

'  My  rough  Plebeian  Britons,  not  ye  flaves 
'  To  France,  fhall  mount  thy  father's  fon 

*  Upon  their  fhoulders.     Echo  loud  their  joy— 
'  While  I  and  Trufty  follow  weeping  after ; 

'  But  be  thou  honeft,  firm,  impartial, 

'  Let  neither  love,  nor  hate,  nor  faction  move  thee, 

*  Diftinguifh  words  from  things,  and  men  from  crimes ; 
'  Punctual  be  thou  in  payments,  not  bafely 

'  Screen  thy  faults  'gainft  law,  behind  the 

'  Law  thou  makeft 

'  But  thou,  againft  my  death,  muft  learn  a  fuperero- 
f  gatory  morality.  [  To  Lord  Hardy. 

'  As  he  is  to  be  juft,  be  generous  thou  : 
'  Nor  let  thy  reafonable  foul  be  ftruck 
'  With  founds  and  appellations  ;  title  is 
'  No  more,  if  not  fignificant 
'  Of  fomething  that's  faperior  in  thyfelf 

*  Toother  men,  of  which  thou  may'ft  be 

'  Confcious,  yet  not  proud But  if  you  fwerve 

'  From  higher  virtue  than  the  crowd  poflefs, 

'  Know  they  that  call  thee  honourable  mock  thee. 

'  You  are  to  be  a  peer  by  birth,  to  judge, 

'  Upon  your  honour,  others  lives  and  fortunes  ; 

'  Becaufe  that  honour's  dearer  than  your  own. 

f  Be  good,  my  fon,  and  be  a  worthy  lord  : 

'  For  when  our  fhining  virtues  blefs  mankind, 

'  We  difappoint  the  livid  malecontents, 

*  Who  long  to  call  our  noble  order  ufelefs. 

'  Our  all's  in  danger,  fir,  nor  fhall  you  dally 
'  Your  youth  away  with  your  fine  wives. 
'  No,  in  your  country's  caufe  you  (hall  meet  death, 
•While  feeble  we  with  minds  refigned  do  waitit. 

*  Not  but  I  intend  your  nuptials  as  foon  as  poffible,  to 
'  draw  intails  and   fettlemcnts.     How  neceflary  fuch 
'  things  are,  I  had  like  to  have  been  a  fatal  inftance. 

'  Camp*  But,  my  lord,  here  are  a  couple  that  need 
''not  wait  fuch  ceremonies.  Pleafe  but  to  fit;  you 
4  have  been  extremely  moved,  and  muft  be  tired. 
'  You  fay  we  muft  not  fpend  our  time  in  dalliance: 
'  you  jvill  fee,  my  lord,  the  entertainment  reminds 
'  us  alfo  of  nobler  things  ;  and  what  I  defigned  for 
'  my  own  wedding,  I'll  compliment  the  general  with. 

*  The 
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•  The  bride  dances  finely Trim,  will  you  dance 

•  with  her  ? 

'  Trim.  I  would,  but  I  can't — There  is  a  country- 
'  man  of  hers  without  by  accident. 
'  Camp.  Ay,  but  is  he  a  dancer  ? 
'  Trim.  Is  a  Frenchman  a  dancer?  Is  a  Welfhman 

•  a  gentleman  ?  I'll  bring  him  in 

'   [Hert  a  dance,  and  the  following  fongs, 

SONG         I. 

'  On  yonder  bed  fupinely  laid, 

'  Behold  thy  lov'd  expecting  maid ; 

'  In  tremor,   blufhes,  half  in  tears, 

'  Much,  much  me  wiihes,  more  me  fears. 

'  Take,  take  her  to  thy  faithful  arms, 

'  Hymen  beftows  thec  all  her  charms. 

'  Heav'n  to  thee  bequeaths  the  fair, 
'  To  raife  thy  joy,  and  lull  thy  care  ; 
'  Heavxn  made  grief,  if  mutual,  ceafe, 

'But  joy  divided,  to  increafe  : 
'  To  mourn  with  her  exceeds  delight, 
'  Darknefs  with  her,  the  joys  of  light. 

SONG        II. 

'  A  rife,  arife,  great  dead,  for  arms  renown'd, 
'  Rife  from  your  urns,  and  fave  your  dying  ftory, 

'  Your  deeds  will  be  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd, 
'  For  mighty  William  feizes  all  your  glory. 

'  Again  the  Britifli  trumpet  founds  ; 

'  Again  Britannia  bleeds  ; 
'  To  glorious  death,  or  comely  wounds, 

'  Her  godlike  monarch  leads. 
•  Pay  us,  kind  fate,  the  debt  you  owe ; 

'  Celeftial  minds  from  clay  untie. 
'  Let  coward  fpirits  dwell  below, 

'  And  only  give  the  brave  to  die.' 

Ld.  B.  Now,   gentlemen,  let  the  miferies  which  I 

have  but  miraculonfly  efcaped,  admoniih  you  to  have 

always  inclinations  proper  for  the  flage  of  life  you  are 

in.     '  Don't  follow  love,  when  nature  feeks  but  eafe, 

*  otherwife  you  will  fall  into  a  lethargy  of  your  dif- 
'  honour,  when  warm  purfuits  of  glory  are  over  with 

*  you  j  for  fame  and  reit  are  utter  oppofites.' 

You 
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You  who  the  path  of  honour  make  your  guide, 
Muft  let  your  paffion  with  your  blood  fubfide. 
And  no  untim'd  ambition,  love,  or  rage, 
Employ  the  moments  of  declining  age; 
Elfe  boys  will  in  your  prefence  loTe  their  fear, 
And  laugh  at  the  grey  head  they  ihould  revere. 

[Exeunt  omnet. 


EPILOGUE. 

T  QVE,   hope,  and  fear,  defer e,  averjion,  rage, 

J  All  that  can  move  the  foul,  or  can  ajjuage, 
Are  drawn  in  miniature  of  life,  the  ft  age. 
Here  you  can  vie-iv  yourfelves,   and  here  is  jhovon, 
To  what  you're  born,  in  fujferings  not  your  c\':n. 
The  ft  age  to  •uuifdoin's  no  fantaftic  ivay, 
Athens  berfelf  learn* d  virtue  at  a  play. 
Our  author  me  to-night  a  foldier  drew  ; 
But  faintly 'writ,  what  warmly  you  purfue  ; 
To  his  great  purpofe,   bad  he  equal  fire, 
Hid  not  aim  to  pleafe  only,    but  infpire  ; 
He'd  {ing  ivhat  hcveringfate  attends  cur  ijle, 
And  from  bafe  pleafure  roufe  to  glorious  toil. 
Full  time  the  earth  t'  a  new  decijion  brings, 
While  William  gives  the  Reman  eagle  'wings  : 
With  arts  and  arms  JJjall  Britain  tamely  endt 
Which  naked  Pitts  fo  bravely  could  defend -t 
The  painted  heroes  on  thy  invaders  prefs, 
And  think  their  wounds  addition  to  their  drf  « 
In  younger  years  voe^ve  been  with  conqueft  bli-ji , 
And  Paris  has  the  Britijh  yoke  confefs'd  ; 
Is't  then  in  England,    in  blefs'd  England,    known, 
Her  kings  are  nam'd  from  a  revolted  throne  ? 

But  we  offend You  no  examples  need\ 

In  imitation  ofyourfelves  proceed  ; 
*Tis  you  your  country's  honour  muft  fecure  ; 
Be  all  your  acliont  --worthy  of  Namur  : 
With  gentle  Jires  your  gallantry  improve  ; 
Courage  is  brutal,  if  untouched 'with  love. 
If  foon  our  utmoft  bravery's  net  difplay'd, 
Think  that  bright  circle  muft  be  captives  madt ; 
Let  thoughts  of  faving  than  our  toils  beguile^ 
And  they  reward  our  labours  ivitb  a  fmile. 

PI        N        I        S. 
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